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CHAPTER I 

- t 

O NE morning, about twenty-fiv^ ylars igo,, a 
iJrgc fuil-riggei ship, with black and white 
ports painted, in 'fnlike-believe along )ier otherwise 
honest old sides, ’.>Ss dipping her grated h^ad-boards 
and garish-dbldUred figure-head towatds the long, 
gentle, south-westerly swell of the North Atlantic in 
one oj his, pacific mb’cds. This figure-head was' more 
than a head, it was a complete Ipghlander — claymore, 
skean-dhu, and ai!. His right hand had been about 
to draw his claymore for wihething lilfe forty years, 
perhaps nearer fifty, just as a relative of his ashore, in 
mofe oeaceful mood, had been taking snuff at the door 
of a London tobacco shop for an equally uncertain 
perici&. Your attention is, drawn to this crudely- 
bedizened (Jlffigy of a Scotsman fdftvo reasons. One 
is that you rday be imdiediately assured thqt the ship 
he is heading is of LjonLon ownership ; and'.fhe other 
is that you may note the new paiilt, and, at the same 
timC the rusty ^stains from the chain gammoning 
defihng its freshness. From which it may be'^ci'arp 
thSn surnysed that the ship had recently left poyfe 
a?d that lie ;)f the* cl^5unore (had 'a Frankensteii* 
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vitalized his eight arm) could have slaughtered*many 
*a sportiv6 porpoise that had Jateiy played about him ; 
the weather that could have made porpoL'^p-sticking 
possible to a iive’ highlander leaving .been “ ^t-tfam- 
dirty-mit-reef-^ps’l,” as one *of the polj^lottic, crew 
saii of it. , 

This hondst old British sailing ship, With her thirteen 
dishonOot posts on each side, was as well preserved 
as her highlander under her bowsprit.. ‘Both were of 
ihe same age. It is not “only by a nautical courtesy 
thal I speak of the shii) in the feminine gender, for 
though she had a very masculine nayne to harmonize 
with ?he b^ilicore Scfetsihan, your^ elderly spinster of 
masculine tende..ncy is usually m ^11 pre: erved in those 
things which s^till proclaim her femininity ; and there 
is no reason to dohbt that this handsome old lady of 
the sea, after* her manifold coquepies jvi);h passionate 
old Poseidon„ was as fresh in many subtle ways as the 
day shc‘ was first baptized and-iiien horn, at twenty 
ipinutes to slack wa,ter on the last of the ‘flood, in 
Limehouse Reach. But I do not feubmit as a reason 
to the judiciefi reader fdr ^he wonderful juvenescence, 
t|iat paint (tirpugh it‘ filled up many a wrinkle, to be 
sure) .and paint alone was such. , * 

In fact, an old-time a/ialogy, such as Ihis between a 
wdinan and a ship, is ^ieldom just, and the young 
Pretender ^for sdcli was hel - masculine ple-natal and 
baptismal, name),* in preserving her beauty, had of 
necessit 3 fc‘to pre^^rve the fashions of her y&uth — 
strange and beauftful anachronism — and she wore 
her clothing with such grace of outline and baiance of 
|fj)WH^itftat h might be expected of any passing Cape 
Tfllerst>f yesterday that they should,Vith jealous spite, 
■Vomit black ilouds upon «her* purity and , beauty. 
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A modern steamboat* is a thing of ‘^machine-made 
beauty ; but this old full-rigged iShp, with her cam- 
bered bulwarks aftd square stem wirtdofvs, ahd elegant 
skids with thdir balusteted stanchions, with her 
tapesing single mizen-topsail, and snowy kite s>f a 
main-skysail kissing the ^hite clouds in ope pafch jsi 
colour, with spars shaped for love of form a% well as" 
for utilitjo— w^y^ she was a veritable ' sea queen, a 
daughter of ^y and ocean^ Every plank, every bolt,^ 
every cloth of her gale-loved panoply bore the impress 
of the hitman hapd guiding the shaping tool, to make 
her both fit ancf cj^imely. No snachine t^it that of a 
weavei]^ loom and tf^ jenny of a ropp-walk had ail^ht 
to claim of hef crcftilon and investiture.* She was one 
of those crafts of,a“*glorjous period of 9hip,wrighting ; 
she was a link*^etween the present (of twenty years 
ago) and the past ^^f cumbersome pf^^hecy* Some- 
thing^ akin' to the old East Indiaipan — beloved of 
Cioke, th§ marine painter, and Clarkson Stanfield — 
and somewhat foreshadowing the* more modem colonial 
clipper of " composite ” build. The Ymng Pretender, 
had she begi* evolved y^terdhy, mieht have been 
tended an embodiment of^the elegancies’of both, wi4h 
none 5f thcirvunlovely defects. 

Oif? of the many beautiful links which* imited her 
to ^he pas* of*ship-appa*slhng w%s 4;he mizen-topsail 
referred to. 4 "A tall, arching, swcllipg^sail of bleached 
flax, vjvith two reef bSsnds. The Rouble fopsaib on 
her main and fore wifb a link witl:rtb^prese^t, though 
thc^ tapered in ^heir leedhes more than isi'now the 
stylh. Another, and a link with the Jnor^^.^ecent 
type of China ®r East Jndia clipper^ and yet dicjly 
calliijg^to' the mind*‘of ^.n appreciatite observer tfijs 
oW spritsail ot fifty years before her birth, was tifat 
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sail set beneath the jibboom, and of a name more 
curious than its shape. And yet an^)thcr link with 
tlie remoter past' were those :-quaie stern windv)ws 
of the afternust state rooms (through which a man 
imght jxiss easily enough), with (‘laboiv.de carving 
nraming tliem, and tlaai ro mding off to the sheer 
strake moulding on either side. 

Adding undoubtedly to the stateliness ofdhc whole, 
ih(i Young Pretender shqwed hiltc freeboard than 
was^dsual, or is now, with outward-bound merchant- 
men. Your deep-loaded trader gives hostages to 
beauty whe\^ she giver, a few hiche^ to the sea, and if 
you could liavc looked at the gallant old sl,jp tins 
morning you would have noticed a^nong those d(Hep- 
tivv, black, and white ports little fdaze d scuttles of 
circular sliape, and, as the. weather Avr/S now fine, 
some of 1 henpp 4 )en for ventilation ; and had she been 
loaded to that blimsoll niaik ii| white paint op lier 
sule, her ’tween decks liad been swampe d) by j lie steady 
running swc-11. Her hold was full ajf g('neral cargo 
for the colonies ; her ’bveen deck was crowded with 
a living cargo. Her’ tonnage was exactly twelve 
hv»ndrcd and thirty^ciglit tons register, which, though 
conly one-sixth of an Atlantic liner’s, was yet about 
four times the size of t\\o_ Endeavour, in wliicli Captain 
Cook made his firS,t ’uiyage tci.the coast of Naw Hollgind; 
to which part of the earth the Young Prvft udcr herself 
is bound t^ris line piorning of C/Lir story. 

The good ship PYoung Prclmdcr this fine morning 
in tlie North Atlantic, likd tlie sea-created GrciCecshe 
was, i]?-:V)vcd slowly and rhytlimically ovex the tong 
^a^uthixWesterly swell. She, and the sur.i climbing into 
i.the yellow atmosphere, weje greeting each; Q,ther, 
obliquely as it were. The rising disc of Hie sun as it 
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slowly'gathered str(;ng<*h touched not oiiiy tha.t grace ful 
single mizen-tf»j)sail, but all Miing# on the ‘lec side of 
tliff shij>, as with* a bwiath of golden f«-e. ‘Anon, the 
wet chain j)latc’s benciftth tlu^ broad Q,1d-timc guard- • 
boards, the; two little funnels of the* galley, wifh a 
wisp of horizontal sniolre clinging to the leeward of 
one of them, the massive greenheart irc^n-bound* 
anchor svek, tlic white quarter-boat ’hanging in the 
•port davits, “and* a'man in^a canvas jacket sitting out ^ 
on the cro’jack yard-arm with a briglit marline^spike 
hanging*from his neck ; these and othe'r details grew 
brighter and botder in outlirtV as the shi):^slid over the 
long uf dulating swef^ topped widi a raffle of anietli^’st, 
to«incet the lfieri(i':ifti-sccking*l(;rd of ccflour. 

You might ha.Vvf seen these things, this c-ffect of 
colour, froj?! Aie soutfi-cast, w’itli the sixn already 
wanning your right cheek this June morning. Had 
you been to the north-west ,you hadyeen a-dark mass 
qj canva^ aqil hull against a pale golden sky. But 
you had still seeji that man on 'the cro’jack yard, abd 
after your eye had been gratified with the general 
eflect of rhjjl and sky aAd wtive, its inte'iest would 
prpbably have become centred . on •that man aloft 
astride of tlje yard, and *ndustriou.sly w*orkin|^ at the. 
oie\f?inc block of that beairtiful tapering mizen-top- 
sad. He •woald have been veiy -conspicuous 'from 
either side^ 4ieing outlined against the Ciinva;; as he 
ben4, forward and aga-*nst the cloyds as he sat^erect. 
He was the onl}* “man aloft. H^Ji^ blue* dungaree 
trbusf rs looked bluer by cwntrast with the su.n-ycllowcd 
canvas, lie broke the uniformity of the ysyd-arms, 
and at any c^st;uice, jinore than a thousand yards and 
less^ than ’two milSs, he would t)e necessary^ in ’"ttie, 
picture. At *sea these pictures compose themse},\fes ; ' 
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there is nothfng that needs oliny nation, the 'eye is 
satisfied: ‘nature i*' for» once at one ^with art. I^>ut 
when tlTe*vess%,l sails nearer, aj. the* i (H{7V^ ^rreicuder 
is doing as yoi^j^look, with the nndecefving eyt'* of tlie 
spirit, you read, it is no longer a mtirine j>i('1nve for 
that\^<'»rni and colour loving eve alone; the human 
•iiitcrrsr in siipyjlaul the a'^llietic appnn lalion, 

and cnriosily 'frilicism. The picture has ^ncomc an 
illustration to a story. ' 

So.ns the ship approaches, or, if you please, as your 
‘spirit eyes draw near and at length aboard, y*ou might 
note that the man abo-w your heat! was repairing 
.son>2 damage to ’the block at t]^(* cierv of the ^topsail 
* caused by the recent gale. Yon n jglit af.>o have* nodecl 
that his featur/.’s, for he is not so fcr alwvc' vour head 
as you gaze from tile poop, were of tlh JhygJish aristo- 
cratic type tha,t< one may meet with in the paintings 
of Ronjney or fjain.sborough. You miglit also observe 
that the decks had been just washed dowp, lind, tfiough 
tlfe watch w'crc all at their five-o’cloc,k coffee, a couple 
of boys (uncoynted trifles) were dragging rope-yarn 
sw'abs up and down the qutirler-deck, liavipg, by the 
ap^pearance of fixe already drying poop, finished tlj,eir 
.mornirj^ task where you .stand. You i^ight s^ge the 
third mate^ carefully counting the scrubbers' -and 
squdegecs set out in a fow^ beside th« n>ain batch. 
Also ayothejr officer, in d rather shabby »s^;rge jaclcct, 
walking upsand do^m the weather side of the qua’-ter- 
deck, and' contin^yhy glancing npfat the leech of the 
skysail. Indeed, as you are<lodking al him, you.might 
notice t^fiat he somefimes gravely shakes his head and 
scratches his jiiojccting and threc-days-rynshaven chin. 
•^That dubious sliake and meditati'.e scratchiag- means 
fhat, the Young Pretender is breaking efif her cdurse. 
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and tliat he is cxyirrtiiag the presence of the captain 
on the poop, wi^cie you stands evesy minutf’. As you 
look 1)0 rLsrench to tlitjpf'op and goes t#) the* t.t)rnpass, 
behind V’hu'h niav.have seen the huge wheel, half 
Imliryg tJjf Ijehusnian tlu-n-. 

If you Ix' one ve^^'•(! ni the tccliiiicalities of merchant 
shij>ping yon would ha\a‘ immediately noticed tlial* 
though tln' sh!j> was clean and tidy, yVt the presence 
of unpainted* woTxkn structures, fixed here and tJiere_ 
about the decks, spoik-d an otherwise fine effect. 

A large •box-like hood, with padlocking doors now 
open, enccised th*' main hats^iway, and a smaljer one 
the qufirtiT-hatrh poop befor.? the rnizen-rruist, 

now locked. struct arts at the main and fore 

shrouds cuml)cred ^hc decks. The hoqd at the main 
hatch was .o])f^i, and 5 broad ladder of^white deal 
might be seen lejjdiiig ’below. And .as you notice 
these uncommon * fixtures ^ the word'' ''emigrants'' 
M^ould lalitiiVayy answa^r tlie interroga*tion in your eyes. 

There are twe^ ^skylights on "the ]f)iig poop, one •of 
whicli lights the saloon proper/ and the other, before 
the quarter-Jifatch, lights fi lorr cabin as large as the 
saloon. From this latter a muripiir voices arises, 
and you listen you will distinguish cries of\niaturc 
woiittn from those of young^girls and female children. 
You wilUdie^r much ^pkfehing af water, afleclcd 
screams, coufusing banter aSad jaughtcr, j[or this fore 
cabki is a gcaieral tvasliing j)]acc/^ But c^>ovc all tlic 
blending cries you#\kll hear a ^powerful contralto 
voiceisinging in hn untf aijied manner a passionate love 
song, in what may be to you an unknown J^ringuage. 
Further Ixdo^vv, if you listen at a ventilator near by, 
you can hear less (fcffnable sounds* Siome of tlT&nr will 
fcach^the ca/s by way of the taffrail, ascending ffdin 
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the little circular scuttles that light to som^ little 
extent th^^ gloom}^ d(^pths iSelow the saloon. Is it 
a blendfiig of j^u'aj^er and ejaculatory praise } Is it a 
rhythmical dialogue, broken by brief •pauses at inter- 
vals' of three of four minutes ? With your ear at the 
vcnt^>ator, during a moment’s cessation in the fore- 
*?al)in hubbub, you miglit defect in thdsc^ brief pauses 
a single voice, -faintly vocal, as if reading from a book 
rapidly words already half known by lK‘ai L. And then 
some twenty or thirty iemale voices blending in 
unison, witli tlie single voice breaking betw(H‘n every 
quarter-minute. Then' vwas some \'ommon desire, 
some common selftimeiit, some commingling ofasirticu- 
late pt'tition and* praise* down 5^t was ind^'cd 

the psalter of ^^secluded and unaffw:'ted ch votion, and 
its simplicity gmefed the acfvancing'unoj'n with its 
fervent underbri'athing and * ejaculations of thanks- 
giving.^ and in*a tongue npver lieawd aboard this ship 
before. 

*As the sun rises stVadily in the briglittaiing sky, 
and tlie long, f^^ently lK*aving billows, witli their white 
marbled, veinous troughs,' ])ass diagonally beneath 
tlie Yomig Pf^cndc/s hull, away to the north-east 
^whence/ she had come, the Ibiu'ly man o:p the hiizen- 
yard works ^away leisuretjg balanced by his stfhling 
legs,* and with his canva? j^^'ket press 4 d r^yiinst the 
lei'cli of the^xipsail. With his serving-boevd and spun- 
yarn he is^j)uttif!ig^a smooth joiind coat on the #vire 
stroj> of the clewliiKXblock. The»(|iricer, now walking 
the i)oop, fan ti'lT by each twrn^of the* wrist, or hy tlie 
tool in f se, the exact stage of the process 'of repair. 
As the blocl: is now being seized into ^the’ strop lie 
Joftks lip, and tl^fm lie cnes to t?i«^man not •to forget 
thbijtin up of the foot-rope close' by befor# he desfctfndsi. 
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The man having finished the block slides in on the 
yard a few feet i^nd proceeds to “ stize ” the foot-rope 
stirrup to the jackstay., / 

His liands are very <tar-stained, anej their palms 
appear hard^ind shiny as saddle Icatlior, the result' of 
much rope liauling and ship work ; but they arc^not 
large hands, an'd the fingers are longer in proportion 
than is covomon among forecastle seamen. His face 
is brown, his ' neck ‘brown^^^^as the teakwood serving- 
board in the pocket of his white canvas jumi)er„ or 
■' cunardcT ” ; the hair, thoi^gh not light in colour, 
yet sei'ining so tiy contrast witji the sun^urnt^face ; 
the ligh|('r inoustact)0*^iirer still, and liie eyes a colsler 
grew. Had ydfi beeribcside hkn this 'morning, “ pass- 
ing the ball ” Ar him as ho served the sUop just now, 
you had heard him sing in a low voict' that was pleasant 
to the ear, yet perliajis you would kavc thought a 
voice somewhat coArsened vy much^ chantying and 
iKiiileeing* ph ^cef tackles aitd tojisail-halyards in 
many a tempestutpis niglit. Ftom the poop belov*' 
his voice is just audible — the^ words lo^, but the air 
distingui.shabh’T The forc-c‘abin*contralto, now silent, 
has,set him agoing, has set the Qi'ficer 'on the poop 
agoing* and*\hen the latfer saunters forward ao the 
brfalv^lcts the man at the whtvl siibduedly agoing. 

And whe». tl*e captain comes t^ the deck by way 
of the saloog companion ladder you will l\par tjiat it 
has s#j him also agoing. And yet a^ndther^ifor as the 
officer on the poop,*\tho is chief cziiate of tlie Young 
Prcfentkr, had .wdlked Ixirward, he had unlocked the 
door of the* companion-hatch leading to the for" cabin 
arfd after ’’twi'ciydecl^, and the first of those from 
belo\y to step on the poc^) was a young woman with 
a "[>ale* lacc and luxuriant dark reddish hair, gather .Id 



lO 


‘‘ACT OF GOD 


in a tau^led bunch on her neck ; attired in a frayed 
and slatternly dvess. * She was huipming to herself 
the words of the song sung just before by herself — 
the woman \v^ith the contralto voice.' 

'She steppecl on the deck rather timorously and 
wahvcd over to the rail for support, as if fearing a slip 
to lec).vaid. In a moment her unsecured hair had 
fallcm and ‘blown about her pale face She was 
follow(‘d in a minute bv several other pale-faced, 
soiu-e black-haired, and some other red-liaired girls ; 
and as tlu'y inhaled tha warm sweet bree?je they all 
began to laugli with joy in their wtlcome resurrection 
after a week bciow in the fetid^globm. 

But tlie dapiain is now speW ing.''' He has *seen 
nothing as yet but the anj;^le of j^lic 'yards and the 
compass. The chief mate has. approached with 
deferenl^ial ntoniing greeting, his* unshaven chin held 
sidcw,ays on outstretched neck, so that one (‘ar is 
more ostensibly prepared to receive yie* wc>rds from 
iiis superior’s l)earcTi‘d lips than, The other. 'I'liis 
is a delicate ♦.bit of flayeiy that one may notice in 
other than chief matet^, but it has no aii'ditory value to 
tjiosc wlio c!ifi hear ecpially well with botli ears as 
chief ^mates always can. I'hc male mc?^3e Ins^ report, 
and the captain asked l>ome questions. The ATan^ at 
the wheel is now- keeping the ship as close to the wind, 
wdttuj|,ut shaking the skysail, as he wouldjike to be to 
a pint of sheeoguc in the tap-room of the *‘^T^ara- 
goii on» Sydnciy^Gi^'ciilar Quay: * He had been luffing 
as mucluis the skysail would fet him'^siijice four D’clock. 
As fou;" bells (six o’clock) struck, and another quarter- 
•master relieved him, he said in a loiak voice, so that 
the captain shaulu hear him^ “ Keep her clo;je ap you 
ch,ii, but let her travel. Course, sou’-l/-west-’^aff-w6st 
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when sfie comes up/' "^Keep 'er close, let 'er, travel, 
sou-b’-wes'-’arf-wfst,”' repeated* the relieving' man as 
loudly. Then said the captain to the chie't mate, 
‘'I think* she is dicing wry well, Mr. Shackley ; we 
shall ok^ar the Cape Verds if she comes up another 
point." Then the male wmt forward smiling, to g^ve^ 
the third mate his orders for the day’s work aloft. 

When the,ca]>tain made his appearanceeon the poop 
the man on the ^cro^jack-ynjd, as well as the chief 
mate and tlie ]u‘lnisman, had become suddenly sD'^mt. 
He worked away silently, in /the strengthening suh- 
liglit, with his ncTv bright st('d mailine-sp'-ke and his 
ball of sjian-yarn. ^swelling canvas‘'of tlie spanker 
liid t4ie girls frofn hit downward gaze as lie sat astride 
of the yard close in to the mizen shrouds; but their 
laughter reached nim in gusts as the sail swayed with 
the rolling of tlip ship. 

Now^this is what die had been singing to himself 
until the copuiig of the captain hushed his voice : — 

“ F.arly one iTK^miing, just as the sun was rising, 

I heard a maid singinj^ iij tlje \1illey bcUiw — 

‘Oh don^ deceive me — (di ne\»er leave me ! 

How could you use a poor niaulen so?’5'’ » 

emplia^l^ang tt^e words watH the gestures necessdry to 
bisitasSf at tlie foot-rope stirrup. 

But this is what the 'ronlan with the contralto 
voice* had been singing, and wdiich she with^thc ^ark- 
red hair, the rich deep rod-gold han ol* the, primitive 
Gael, had been humming as she stepfic^ on the poop : — 

“•Mo hhrdn air in bhfairrge 
Is Id mor, 

Is <5 gabhail idis nu5 
^ 'S hjo mAfle stor.^'* 

♦ (My <5^'h7 on the sea, it is i>that is big ; it is it that is goig^' 
between me and my thousand tieasures.) 
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And ^this is what the chiei mate had been purring 
between his iins]>aven lips, but perhaps with no com- 
prehension of its peculiar value as an historical sea 
b9.11ad : — . 

“ Oh ! Boncy was a warrior 1 
Aw ay -ay, oh ! 

A warrior, a .erry-er ; 

' John France war.” 

This latter song, or chanty, hoyT,\Cx be 'it said, had 
wliat may be termed a"" dynamic value to the chief 
niate. By its aid he laid raist‘d a Ihousapd tojisails 
and icsser weights to the verge of num(‘rical iniinity. 
h^^ith mosi Brkish merchant seamen Bona})ryde is the 
hero of their chantie^', not s.\nd when, it is 

not Bonoy it is perhaps the qaptain of the Dread- 
nought, or tlie heroines ol tije ihitcliffe Highway. 
The chief mato of the Young Pretender was — like tlu^ 
man at ther 'wheel — imUed to *he traditions of the 
British merchant service, in i)eiSonal form, ih voice, 
dll judgments, and in pleasures. * 

Wliat tlic captain had been singing when he ap- 
peared on deck has beemlost to posterity ; but tliesc 
aie a few of the words of the clianty, the tune of wliich 
the iiian at the wheel wasdiumming softly todnmsclf : , 

What d’yer ihihk we ’ad fur sup-per ? 

Blow f bo^^s, blow ! ^ 

Oh-h ! what d’yer think we ’ad fur supper? 

< Blow, my bull}' boys, blow< 

^ Strike~0ie4di?id w'ithout molas-secs ; 

^ * Glow ! boys, bioi' ! 

Oh-h! witlioiK rnolas-sees,^ 

Blow, my bully hoys, bfuw I ” 

Many more females had now folIo\ved to tlie deck 
'thclfirst few .embrgers from thv gloom.* i Two, hand 
In liaiid ; two more with^ arms around catlr* other, 
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their hafr streaming in the wind ; and twenty more, 
many with black hair an’d sunburrt (though paled) 
cheeks, expressing with peculiar idiom fl.eir apjirecia- 
tion of the cahner'sea and more genial weather. One 
among these women on the poop had ascended the 
same companion-ladder as had the captain. Her^ 
speech was very different ; and, if you had been 
listening to his on tin' cro’jack-yard, yoti would have 
thought it more akin to thc<' than to any accent among 
the j’oung women on the deck below. 

The captain gav’e each a fiiendly nod of greeting, 
and a special ancf polite salnhe to tlie young woman 
who haf ascended fj^om the salooii‘, and walke d 
athwirtships t<5 yield them the whole ’ wcatherside 
for tlieir morning airing. The weather, as it has been 
stated, during tlie past week — and the fitst of the 
voyage — had bqen bf>isterous and wet. All had been 
kept b^dow, suffering and enduring, for''ihc first time 
in Uieir live^,*tlje nausea, increased by had ventilation, 
and other drawba,cJ\S incidentarto the constructioii 
of an old sailing ship fitted up lemporaril}!' to carry 
emigrants kopi Plymouth depot to another in a 
colofial port. ® 

But tuow, a" by magical change, pale cheek's this 
mo(rnii% became rapidly ruddy ; dull eyes, bright ; 
enfeebled appetites (judgi’'g oy many a reference to 
breakfast spoken among them) changed to voracious 
ones - sullen demeanour turned into gaiety of heart ; 
petulant selfishness i-oLo abnegation.. Fresh r.ir, sun- 
light', and a steadier deck ; and for them there was a 
re-creation of that world which they carried about 
with them daily ! The girl who had first come to the 
poop criedt aloud to another for very joy in life, and 
hdr w‘ords of iklight, u{lered in the swee-t sibilont 
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language of the West, were .answered with a similar 
outburst of gladiigss hy het companion. 

Sh(? who hvid Qome on deck the saloon compsnion- 
way greeted the unkempt one — her of the hoiiey-swect 
Gaelic sjiccclf and musical song-a'oice — and tlien went 
an^ took her arm and led her to the seat on the fore- 
■' cabin skylight. As the tw'o sat down the man on tire 
yard, who had linished tlio stirni]), cros^t-d to wind- 
ward and set about some oilier "ttoik above their 
heads, the yard being braced forward. Tie looked 
cliiwn upon them botli, and could hear (juite plainly 
the \vords of the elder .one as she playfully expostu- 
lated, in a vcKce of'condesc('nding domination, with 
the red-haired ‘girl about the iwiuid- (-angled stiiJe of 
her luxuriant locks, about they unbilt toned state of 
her jackit, and -the frayed stable’ of Iut iielticoat. 
She began ki .arrange and braid the girl’s hair, and 
the imui alttive, bendijig over^a short splice, was 
cutting off the' ends with his new sheath knife, pne 
>of these severed strand ends ol la’inpen ro]‘)e fell to the 
poop at their feet, *and another into the lady's lap 
as she sat belorc theigirl braiding her kmr. The lady, 
holding the lovig queue of hair in her hand and a piece 
of giE-en ribbon bedwetn **'er lij s, locj^kc'd nfipis the 
man looked down, and>bot . paused in their reSjiective 
tasks. Then she bent ctowp and piickcd up the strand, 
and, teasing out the ht*mi) into tawny, golden oakum, 
she held jt against the younger girl’s forehead. * They 
both langiied an<i Jhen looked %y,p at the man on the 
yard. He was looking dywrl, watehing them, with a 
smile his grey eyes rather than on his lips. 

The women below, though close together, saw the 
<n?i.ji*“ from two different poiiAs* of view-., The man 
(ts)ove saw both from one f5oint of vipw. Alid* point 
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of viow*is the keynote to every life and every death. 
As the braiding of t<ie hAir coiitini^'d tbeir'* faughier 
asceiv:led tB him, blended like tlie nides orf two 'ilistru- 
ments, fet each * distingnisliable by its parliculrir 
(juality. lie looked down again and agriin, bin only 
one of tlieni raised lier lu'ad to meet his gtance, And 
it was she wliosf* speech was akin in tone to his own. 
The jiali'Taj^-'ed, untidy gill with the dcfrk-rcd tresses, 
kept lier eyi^s ^eif-coRsciiur’^y cast down at the piece 
of tawny hern]) fallen to the di'ck. 

The Caj>faiu (th^^t is to say the master, which is a 
term of greater sJgmiiicance, Vlioiigli k'ss ci^jlmiri^d by 
the cult/if court(>sy)-«-^hc Master of (nc Y(mu^ Pn% 
tcudar^ aft(*r loofing fd the sim, Pit the*com})ciss, at the 
wind-vaii(‘ on The st;ilf fixed in the tafl’rail, at the 
wtvither-brace^, i>f tl^e nTan on tlie vard, awd at the 
accuinnlaling j^irls on the poop ranch tju^ men and 
women on^ the maiii^deck— -\Cith vaiyitig degrec»s of 
intyrcsi— came, over to llie two yonng* womeirat the 
fore-cabin skylight, and accosted tlie c'lder, whom 
had so politely saluted on hei; app.airance ten minutes 
l>efore. 

“ Cood morning, Miss Pcdgrave. you passed 

a coinl^’tablc night ? 

» Vc^ comlortable, thank ;ywg Cai)tain.*' 

‘‘ And yoyr bi^other ? '' 

“ f have not yet seen hiir ; lu‘ is rising^ I believe, 
for I be^rd him moving about in lii^^bc^ th nyrt door," 
“ Lazy fellow," said the Master, " and nc/t a bit 
si'a-sicV’ '* 

“ Oh, no r none of onr family are cvcf troubled 
W'ith such a conuuonplace and stupid complaint as 
sca-sic^neSSi.” 

Mftitkind must be a stupid lot," said the Mastgi', 
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smiling^ at Miss Palgrave’s confident disdain* ; and 
then he added so,’new}uit btnsqiiely, turning his head 
towaid the 'girl, at her side^ “I’ll wagei llieiic’s a 
specimen here of stupid sea-sjek womankind.” 

The younger woman’s face, already losing its^ pallor 
in the fresh wind, blushed a deep crimson as the Caj)- 
' tain spoke, not to her but at Iht. ’ Slie felt in one 
swift momenf the dillerence betwe(m a stpte-room in 
the saloon and the darl: tween deck with its deal- 
boarded bunks, shared with fourscore other emigrant 
girls. She stood voiceless, looking down' at the bit 
of ta,wny .’icrnp at Ikt .'I'et with suilen cy('s. He was 
already one of her great onej^,^ was this Captain and 
lord of them all. Tie first time she had seen i him, 
that day in, Plymouth harbour, he iiad shouted to 
the master of the tender (a local tug-boat), who him- 
self had taken a position of importance in hi'r opening 
miitd— the Captain of the Yotoij^ Prcfi’Wficr had shouted 
to him in an angry and superior manner, ” \ ou ju.st 
•keep that rotten old paddle-box of yours clear of my 
chain-plates, will 3 01: ! ^ What are you doing with 
that wheel, coming along.side like that •? ” He already 
ranked with “the District Inspector of Constal,vilary 
in Ifer native county, this tug-boat skipjier,' ^tnd the 
Captain of the big emigrant ship as yet was-beypnd 
all comparison. , . ’ , 

“ The doctor tells me,” said Miss I^algrave, ■" that 
they ha^'e all had* a most miserable time below during 
the week. How many of yor_ are there, my dear ? 
Let me pin together that rent in ycur skirt.” v 
The young woman shook her head. The blush 
was stiU on her brow. The presence ^of a man, even 
ah"' elderly man like the Captain, had d'stur^ied the 
Undercurrents in her soiii. Miss il’algravv’s kind, 
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almosf -affectionate inapner, seemed suddenly to re- 
pulse her. And a ti<[>rn dress had ijjever troifokd her 
befofe in cfll her life. The Captain spok^r 

'' Eigl?ty-two single women, a hundred and fifty-one 
married and childrtai under twelve, inclufling thiity-six 
infants ; a hundred and four single men ; ,a docior ; 
and a crew a'ld a half of forty -three all told ; 
and of course two saloon passengers: Mr. and Mi^s 
Palgravc, takwigxi refund for the benefit of health 
and 

'' To kil^ time wjtli a paint-brudi, as Eu'^tace bays. 
And wliat size* is The girls’ qiVrters, Captain ? 

“ Oh, large as saloon anti state-nxans t(»gtulun 
— fi{st-iate arcfanin^>aation for®a frei- jiassago. Don't 
you think so, J>iddy You diduh gel better tlian that 
in Coimemanii, I/it 1^^ bcxind ! • 

The re-paling chetijv of the girl agahi fiiislied liraljn 
I am not from Coiuicinara, r>ir, and nle name is not 
Biddy.^’/ ^ ^ 

t^'ll t^em that in Australia and tliey won '4: 
believe you. I’ll wag(‘r youVe; a^brother Pat anyhow 
— come now ? • Ha-lia-ha ! 

jndeed, and I liave not nt'itlu>r/f *^aid tlie girl 
with g^returu^ of her goerd humour, smiling at tfie 
M^jstei^; '' his name is Domiflick, the saine name as 
my father*s^’* 

And what is yours, my girl ? *' ^ 

'' J^ipma 1)*’Arcy/’ said Miss PJ^lgmve slie has 
just told me, and a y%y sweet naiua, too. It reminds 
one ol Joan of Art#, and h sotnuch sottor. There ! nmcj 
your dress i5 quite respectable.'’ 

Joan od Arc ? It reminds me of Darby and Joan 
— eh, Darcy.atftl Jda^nfi ? ” said the f.aptain, laughTng.r 
Weli^ ^Miss Pijgrave ha!f made yoiir hair look vgfy 
c 
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pretty with those two long plaits ; what style of 
tittyvatmg do yoij call, that, Misa.Palgrave ? 

“ Style, Cr,ptain ? Oh, that's the Maiguerite, of 
course. Turn round and show the Captain, iny dear ; 
Marguerite en regie for her Faust ! 

" Ha-ho.-lia-he-hc ! And hasn’t she dropped some 
of it on the deck here? On, you wo.'nenfolk ! What 
deceptive creatures you are ! 

The girl turned away *4 escape fva'tJier banter as 
Miss Palgrave picked up tlie piece of hemp. She 
walked to the rail and looked up f(»r one sl.ort second 
at thc^maipon the yard.,, His eyes v.ere looking down 
and watcliing Aliss Palgrave to.yiug with tlie strand 
of rope and rattling w.'.th the (. ap'ain. ^ 

This was imt Joanna D’Arcy’s fust brusli with the 
enemy sh.ce she liad left irelaijsd. That had bt'eii 
with the Knglbh matron (now below in the 'tween- 
dcck) at the Idymoiuh depot The matron had 
affectedly pitiea her because sJie was an Iri'--n_g;i-l, and 
because she was of the religion pf some nfty of the 
other single girls. “.It, is a great drawback, my dear," 
had said the. matron.v “ But it is not your fault, my 
dear, that you .verc born in such a jrriest-ri^lden 
country.” Not her first b+rush ; not .Jlie iir»4. affair 
of outposts and slight skirmishes with the .,,‘ncmy. 
Some of the other girls- -Irish, Scotch, and English — 
had shown already a h'cble be.t tic-front. But ■ this 
brush, tki^ mOjnij|ig, was one that required difj^erent 
strategy. Her awccistry was a pvea]H)n that she felt 
would injure hersiilf mc^re. than the enemy, if she 
allowed hgrself to make use of it. Her poverty rusted 
the weapon that could be turned against her. Among 
cheT'own people the fact that her grandlathpr had been 
a-landed gentleman, and hei uncle a canon and parjsh 
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priestt^ave her the right to the title of Miss D*Arcy of 
Kilnntubbcr, she was nn^^lucatecf ^.uid had 

beoM reared in a smal), thatch(‘d cabin Tvith Ticres 
of land* rented from the son of the man who had 
bought her ^grandfather’s estate by public auction 
before she had l^een l>orm She had come now to this ^ 
enlarging worfd, inviting attack, competing with 
misunderstanding antaq^onists, suft’eniTg wliile she 
smiled, and •maylxf mournful at times when she 
succeeded througli another’s loss ; but the friction 
b(‘tween ‘felf-couchannation and self-approval, that 
would wear the *double-edgrd swo’^d #nmiti/ into^ 
a rod o( self~chastis(^fngnt between them, had not y^i 
beg*in. 

There’s se\^en bells,” said the Captain to Miss Pal- 
grave, ” and* therev^ tlte, steward. Don't* yoit feel 
hungry ? You will Cmd that a sea v(.^.^ge is.the best 
of all tonics.” 

It is not first by inany\ Captain, though i 
have never sailed hi a ship like this before, Bift 
Eustace thought it would be ^uclmn interesting change 
Irom a slioft sHeamboat trip to*t1ie Azores, or up the 
Mectterraiieaii. What a very diJht'ulT Teat it^ mijst 
b(‘ to*Squeezc# llirough tltat crowd at the galley!” 
Mir.s TTilgrave looked along the main deck, where the 
coloured stt^warcl, holdiiigr a of» plates above his 
liead, was ei^i^rging from a group of men gnd \yomen 
with •bright new pails in their hands, *and kRw loaves 
of bread either unde# their anns*cTiidii their ‘’aprons. 
Sonu^ 4if the nierf around the galley door hgid. bands 
around tlie ‘sleeves of their right arms, vdthjetters 
printed upon them. Tliese were emigrants who^ 
received a iilight gnftuity from the Emigration *0*ttice*- 
foi actiiTg as stewards or constables ” to the othec%. 
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Those drawing rations for the single women’s qtiartcrs 
carri('d tlie food a'- far as a little: ''.rap-door under the 
break the p.oop, and it was there receiveU by some 
of the girls and distributed to thb variou^' messes 
below. 

Around .-another gallc}? door, by the side of the 
emigrants’ galley, some twenty or thirl^y younger men 
W'cre crowded- 'logether with the blue guernseys and 
canvas jackets and striped ‘'flamrol shirks of the sea- 
men, rubbing the sleep out of their eyes as they waited 
their turn. Tln-y had just been turned oht of their 
bunks- Hook-pots, filled with sti'ahiing coffee, W'cre 
being passed over tht! heads of - the single men, and 
the laughter 'and banier and raiuh exjnession of ill- 
will reached the poop in a confused b'abble. It was 
the first nlorning of the voya|,ai that there w-as a large 
assembly at tht breakfast hour.- During the recent 
stormy weather a few lihip sea-siek emigrant stewards 
had staggered singlv and despairingly to the 'galley 
doors, drenched with spray abov<‘ and soaked to the 
knees below, and st‘igge<-ed back to tlu- hatchways 
again, often to reach them with empty jiails and loaves 
of bread sodden" in salt water. This morning all 
was animation. Miss Palgravc was iuteresti!^, and 
the smell of the hot coffee, with the knowled^; tljat 
her own breakfast was being prepan#d, a^ded to her 
habitual amiability a feeling of universi^ benevolence. 

"How'^thc jJoof souls will enjoy their breakfast 
this morning! J}on’t you thinV-so, Captain ? ” 

“ I ,ci)joy mine everj^ mbining,* -Miss Palgrave,” 
replied tlve Master. “ Why, some of That crowd 
•never had so much to cat before in their' lives, and 
•’the' doctor tells me they arc ^rtuhbling -at the food 
a'lteady. Want saloon ■’’areT T supposf ! ” 
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'' Oil, I think the far€ is excellent, but 1 don’t think 
I should like coffee out of ti pai^ Captain,” 

“•It’s^good coffee, the same as the cA‘w ge^^’^said 
the Master. 

” And fresji-bakcd bread,” said Miss Valgrave. 

” Aye, and good sall^ butler,” said the Master. 

Tliat's mon^ than 1 got wlicn I first went to i^a.” 

” Wei], 4hey inu^t grumble at something ; perhaps 
it is becaus(‘ hiost (?f tlieiA arc Irish,” said Miss Pal- 
grave, smiling. ” But I really should not lijce my 
coffee out*of a paw. though I can accustom myself to 
preserved milk.”* 

” Milk ! what do ttui,like ol tnem want with milk 
said the Master cofttemptuousfy. * * 

” I cou]da’t*djink* coffee at breakfast. without milk, 
Captain ; btft 1 Tiku myVtr//e ucro after dinfier.” 

” You are ditferent from that lot* Miss h^algrave ; 
I am ^obliged to go; without colfee aitogethe| in hot 
Wi?at]ien, hy ofder of the doctor. 

There could wo doubt that ]\Iiss Palgravc was 
very diffcnait from the majowty of her fellow- passengers 
in one exceptionally dividing* sense. As with the 
maijojity of the girls that paraded Tlu^ f^oop, so here, 
on tlii<? main deck amoiig^tliese men of the dry land, 
aw accent and an idiom preponclcralccj exotic to 
Britain. Amortg the ma^rie.ti section there was some 
variety, for^tiie burr of the north-countrji miner and 
the Tlialect of lowland Scotland mifglit (^acU*luive been 
detected, and even tfce-'nasal empl%i^ss of thV speech 
comnfon to the \*!.cinity*of i^horeditch and Hj^iggerston, 
strange lingual factories in Britain’s cgiiglumerate 
y^X not imkijw’ely^ mcffiojiolis. But the majority of 
the e»nigr»rnts exhibifed in soft speech, as wefl as ife 
easy 'manners, I an affinity with those in the after 
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’tween decks. In fact, they caine from that mild and 
easy land of the '^xacl, '•where belli the milk of kiiie 
and milk V>f human kindnej^s have ever abounded. 
The ship’s constitution was iiotrunlikc that of Ireland’s. 
Here the foreign and antipathetic eleni^cnt was the 
^ ruling one.'- The sun shone down tliat morning in the 
* North ^Atlantic upon a garrison of Ki^glish speaking, 
thinking, and acting lulers, from liiin iii; command 
to the little anglicised Glasg?')\v bojT from reformatory 
ship. . And half willingly, half perforcedly, the greater 
and overwhelming ma^s of aliens' thinkers, Iiopers, 
dream^u's, aiid actors, wi're being drafted and directed 
tc) an unknown future. In tlh^ 'regard some remarks 
by Taptain Jessiip, a^^ he stood There on the i^oop 
beside Miss Palgrave, with his h^mds {himst into the 
pockets oPhis grey^ tweed jacRet, illustrated an asi)ect 
of that unalten.ble attitude' that British governors 
have ‘adopted toward subject races. 

The coloured saloon steward had collided with pn 
efnigrant and was picking up a broken plate witli 
encumbered liands. Mr calan crockery won't last 
long at that rate, Miss Palgrave. That’sHhe third since 
yesterday ; anQ tuere's the house' fliig in red, white, 
and blue on each of them. Tliese emigrants haven’t 
got their sea legs yet, Bnt tlu'y are a wild, cTimis;-/, 
bog-trotting lot. J^azy, lliriyy loo ; Vvv s<‘en a deal 
of them in The Kast End of London, an(] unloading 
ships in Is-'w York. But they seem to improve in 
British "‘places hl'tr Sydney uRd Melbourne. Now 
they’ve turned their backs eh ih(h -country hhey’ll 
thrive bees in a bean field. They onglit to be 
grtateful to the I>ritish Government for cjieveloping tl^e 
colonies; don’t you think so, Rfis?;’ Palgfavo ? /If we 
ditkiped them down in the ’CVest Indicts, Yellow' Jack 
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would fiave them all ki no time. But New South 
Wales and^Vict(^aa*arc fine cmintr?>s tor einjgration. 
A mtid cabin in Kerry pr Donegal is^abobt all •ferT're 
leaving behind. An ignorant, superstitious, priest- 
ridden lot ! 'h ^ 

The Captain in all his^ deep-sea voyaging had set 
his foot on m;fny a foreign strand, but only on the 
strand. Ireland the strand had* been that of 
Queenstown, a lew •feet of it in the vicinity of the 
landing-steps, and his knowledge of the Irish people 
so far had been ‘gleaned from the bumboats, tlie 
English agents at that port^and an occjtsionaJ copy 
of the London^ .which !f5s wife posted to liihi 
wht*n abroad. 

I\liss Palgiave rf^niainecl silent, tigr sharpened 
appetite kepf her tl^ougfit,s on breakfast. * 

“ However, ’1 conunued the IMastrr,* " ay I care 
aboiit,is to land thepi ^safely at Port^jackson and tc 
b(f rid of j-un !, Ah ! hero's that.surgeon ! 'Morning, 
Doctor ! ” (Thew, nvas a faint hint of antipathy in 
the Captain's nst' of the wor«d*“ tliat.”) 

“ ’Morning,* Captain ! Good* morning, Miss Pal- 
gnfv't;! How many peojilc in tlie'mfiil'ied quarters, 
Captain ? ‘ * * 

*“ Why, yon know. Doctor ; one hundred and fift}’’- 
one^ of course, ‘including* the- thirtu-six infants undei 
three years,”, 

may call it a hundred and»lifty-twpf Captain.” 
“iDh! what! aii'firrival ? ’’ 

“ "yes, 1 had *a* sudden call at two o clock Jhis morn- 
ing.” 

* ‘‘ Um, the. mijte didn’t tell me that! ' said th'i 
Master. ‘‘ The second mate fail^i to report 'it, 'J 
, suppose, whcn» he was relieved.” 
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“ And the mother is doing, well ? ” inquired Miss 
PalgravC\ as thovgh she were cdviscjous that such a 
qut’Licn was*^ expected of her. ‘ 

“ Why,” interposed the Captain, “ it M’asn’t 
premature, was it. Doctor ? ” 

” Seven-months’ child and the hrst-born,” said the 
ship’s , surgeon. “ Irish mother, agt'd thirty-eight, 
four-pound child.” 

” ,Uow interesting ! ” said' Miss' Paigntve, but show- 
ing little interest in the subject of children. 

” Yes, another Irish female,” said the doctor. 

” Irish ? 1 She’s English born,” said the Master ; 

■ ''' allow me to know ihnt, I)oct<y ■!' Slie belongs to the 
parish of Stepney.” The Master ‘‘looked deliaiitly at 
the slh])’s surgeon. 

” You puzzle me, Captain,’* said Miss P.algrave. 

‘‘She puzzKxbme,” said the Doctor calmly; ‘‘she 
was crying all' the time in tliat peculiar language of 
hers for the ‘ soggeirth.’ These peojrJq would ratk^er 
have a priest than a doctor, it seem''.” . . . 

Then the Doctor added suddenly, after a pause, 
‘‘ I smell breafclast ! ”• ' 

‘‘ He’s like 'ail animal in the Zoo,” said the Captain 
to’ Miss Palgrave, aside. 'i 

At this she laughed, and the steward at that rn'omcat 
ringing the saloon, bell. Sur^'ccin Denjaiuin Clyster — 
by courtc.sy of all, doctor as well as surgi'on — dis- 
appeared below, ■followed by tlie Master, Miss Palgvave 
loitering'behind at the comjianifar-way. 

The emigrant girls had all descended to the ’tween- 
deck below the fore-cabin, and the clatter of tin pots 
and pannikins reached the ears of Miss Palgrav'o 
througn the ventilator beside tne salooh C'lhipiMiion- 
hdi>d. The red-haired girl, with the h;ayed ptdticoat 



“AtT OF GOD’' 


25 

and torn skirt, Joanna •D’Arcy, had been the last to 
descend, and befpre'she went down the laddqr at the 
quarter-hatch she looked up at the dro’jaclTyaYd. 
At that moment a boy fitruck eight bells on the poop 
bell, and the piaii look(^d down. His eye caught sight 
of the girl. Slie returned his smile, H9, made a 
motion as if dfmking from a pannikin. As Joanna 
D’Arcy d(^srencled to tlu\ Yween-dcck there was a flush 
in her cheeks &nd pk*asurc was dancing in her eyes. 

Miss Palgrave lingered a few minutes longer^ while 
the wheel * was reiieved by a quarter-master ; and 
another seaman ascended the*mizen rigging to itelieve 
the man, with servingf-]:yoard and marline-spike. 

The latter immediatt'ly descetided ‘die* shrouds. 

As lie reacliecl the ^heerpole, his feet were about on 
a level with Miss I^al^gra\A:i’^ eyes, their owner standing 
arnidsliips watgliing him. He paust'd, lOokiqg down- 
ward, ^with admiration^ longings — almost a quefstion 
iniiis owi\{'ye§. 

As they gazed. at one anotlier the man of tliirty 
slightly blushed, not t)ie woman of niue-and-twenty. 
He looked uji ind down the pooj). 

has gone below to breakfast,’"* said Miss Pal- 
grave, »smiling.^ 

'' Er— er — I beg your pardon ? said* the man, 
stammering. 

I say tljaf she has gone below to breakfast;,” re- 
p(‘atM«Miss Palgrave, nodding he^* head ci/id laying 
still i,nore stress iipom^hc pronourf. 

“ VWio, may I* Inquire*? ''^saicl the man. * 

The lady laughed merrily, and perhaps# sou^^what 
ntlschievously^ eind walked over to the rigging. Then 
she n^'^qjonded— 

“ l*saw the V<^'ginning of a romance in a second' &f 
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time this morning. The sun was shining on 3’our face, 
and I hvivc good^eyes.** 

are enigmatic,” saic? the seaman ” \Vonld 
you kindly c^'xplain your meaning? ” He had appar- 
ently expected quite a different preanibl'\ 

He rested his cliin on q ratlin and looked down 
gravely into her e\'es, the flush in his face having quite 
disappearc'd. ' The second mate had nob yet taken 
the poop. He could b(‘ seen tallhng to‘th(‘ chief mat(‘ 
on tlm main deck, who had not yet gone to his break- 
fast in the saloon. The; quarter-iliaster at the wheel 
looked en\‘*'iou,‘^ly at th6 pair. His shipmate seemed 
in no hurry tr^ go to his own bi;^‘akfast,^ and no wonder, 
when a ladylike that*! ... * ^ • 

” Must I cKjilain, and so destroy the value of sugges- 
tion, whfch is the basis af ‘my^^XTy, a*nd sometimes 
the spice t(^^ the cominon place ? ” .said Miss Pal- 
grave. , Welh Joanna D’Ar(;y js very ,yovng, is she 
not ? ** 

” Oh ! ” said the man, descending from tlie sheer- 
pole and standing bbshky her, for h(.‘ had discerned a 
movement toward the poop by the two officers on the 
njain-deck. rt(* hesitated a moment, as if^fmtling 
suitable words to her taste and posit^jon. *' Believe 
me, it was* the first time I saw Miss — ex — the othef — 
or — lady — this m»)rning*; frtr I presufrui 3^011 allucje 'n 
her with tiie most beautiful hair tha^ .woman ever 

possessed. V , .*SHe, wlioin you so kindly 

'' Have 3T)U me* •discretion, y<Aing man ? ” 

He .wi's certainly about the sarnc age as herself, 
and li* snrwled as he responded — 

* “^I^ara sure 1 ^nust have tlje use of my oyts, 

IVIiss ” 

Palgrave.* 
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" Miss* Palgrave — or I should not have said the 
most beautiful. i ’ ’ ‘ 

“ A*n affected complin\ent/’ said the laay, “ crTTuot 
obliterate the unstudied words of sincerity. You 
speak jvell for.an able seaman. Was it not you who 
carried my luggage aboard m the East India Docks? 

" For which fabour you kindly gave me the sum 
of one shilln*g. You are /auite correct, Mi^s Palgrave.” 

" You do not*S])eaktjuite like tlie other seamen ; but 
I see you wipe your tarry hands on your jacket quite 
d la tnode.”' 

The man blushed like a boy, and let his -hands fall 
to his side. 

” How should a sc'aman speak ? ” * 

“ Wliy, like an able-bodied seaman,. of course,” 
said ?tliss Pal^avc v^ith ftijected vexation, ‘ not like 
the peoj)le in a jiovelette, you^ig man ! , 1 have come 
for a sc^t tcip,^and I c^m^disappointed vyith one, of the 
crew. So)iQ vi(>lto iimkoiilcnto (U Ini. His greasy 
jacket belies his inherent qualities. Here comes the 
second mate.” 

They botK tiffned away from the rig^ng, the man 
sayisg Jironically — 

” Jc ^iiis bicfi affiige ! Jc nc parlc fas Italicn. I 
am* sorry to have been the unconscioijs caysc of any 
disapjiointmcnt, loss ob piT? 5 sure,*in your voyage. 
Miss Palgravg , « , 

He^iad spoken with the vanity of ft n^an who wLshed 
to uncjcrminc an impr(«sion, and shcfJvid spokt'n with 
the pewiliar freedflra of a wbman W'ho had tjayclled, 
and with tlic artificiality (that liad becorae s^i^cond 
nature) of one who trifli'u away her girlhood in the 
continual st«rcn for a it'orld without liarriers. 

“An fevoir ! I Joanna is fortunate! Your irony 
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shall be my sauce for breakfast,” she said pleasantly, 
as thcj two officers advanced. 'Sli-' stood a moment 
gjfiifiig aftet him, and then sVe followed tfie chief mate 
down the saloon companion, slowly, and smiling to 
herself. 

The man hastened forward. As he passed along 
the ijpain deck a little boy of some two or three toddling 
years had just fallen in the yet scuppers. He picked 
up the child and wijied his haiids and face with the 
kercjiief from his own neck, and then carried him 
over to his mother at the main hatchway. 

“ Thank ;^;ou, 5 'oujig feller,” ’ said the w’oman. 
” Wot a nice lycly you wer^ talking to up there ! ” 
jerking her head in t*iie direct ioil of the poop. 

'' A saloon passenger, I bnlieve,’ said the man 
discreetly. 

” Ygi5, I seed 'er up there with ’cr brollier yester- 
day — ilong- ’aired feller in a soft felt ’at, ti.ed^on with 
an ankacher. Looks like an artist, gent. I know 
that sort ! Oh, yas ! So you , think ’er nice, do 
you ? ” . 

” Nay, it was you who said that, was it not ? ” 

^ ” Said wOt' ? Sh('’s a forward lot. ain’t s_he«-? I 
seed ’er a-doin’ of a gal’s' ’air up this-mornifig. Red 
’air, ain’t, it? . I’ve got a daughter up ther?‘ my.'.elf. 
I 'ope she woK’t come none of ’er nonsense over 
Mirapda. ., We’re as good a lot as ’er i^ny day ! I ’ad 
an unck once Wot kep’ ’is own kerridge.” . • 

” I’in quite svje-of that,” saiid the man diplomatic- 
ally. .‘f’What a fine bOy ! ' whertf’s Ins daddy, eh? 
Whej;e’s .your daddy, you little rogue ? What a 
charming little fellow ! ” 

Oh ! ’is daifdy’s swilling AiWfy dolvn-,bVloy,” said 
the mother; “beastly black muck,|I can’t* abcar it. 
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Sy ! do •they give you fellers soft bread, you sailor 
fellers ? ” j f ’ 

” NiO, onl^’ biscuit,” replied the man. " do 

you ask ?*’ * , 

She , ogled the seaman, almost affeciionately, it 
seemed. 

” Wait 'ere witSr the kid a’ moment,” said the woman, 
and she raij down tlie ladder, reappeaTing in a few 
seconds with tlw quarter o\ a loaf. 

‘‘ Really ! ” e.\' postulated the man, " I shall be 
robbing yoif ; and k think I prefer ship’s biscuit.” 

“ Take it now, l^ot a bit e.’Itry this morrJn’. That 
lydy in tjie cabin aimt^got no better bread, so t^e 
(lernvm baker ?ays,*wot bakes the ’ole lot. I like 
German bakcrs,*tlierc,was one in ’Ackney wot . , . 
oh, such a nict^felRr, ’e \ms ; 'c used to make me larf 
so ...” , 

” You are very kind,” said\he seamah, taking the 
brej^d, an.d parting the ftoy’s che^c an*d putting him 
down at her fect.^ Jlien he walked forward, and, 
fetching his hook-pot from Jlu' forecastle, he came 
back to the gall#y door for his coffee. • 

” y re owre late again, my son,” said tlie ship’s cook 
•sharplj^* ” Y’lk no catch «ne keepin’ caffy tilf nign 
on iine Hbll, I tell y’.” * ^ 

” I have been working ak>ft,» Doctoj ; I had to wait 
some* time before I was relieved. Come, you have a 
^ drop iefi ! I^lf hurry the next timeV’ • 

“ 'Ach ! y’ M'cre bett^T employed..^ J’m no so blind 
as a’ that, my son. Y’it> a»pawkie chiel, nae doot ! 
She’s a pretty leddy y’ were making up to on^ the poop 
a while ago! Y’ mind the old man don’t catch y 
At t^iis tljc dbamtin Itughed outrigM, and he shook 

the ho«k«pot in his hand scT much that he spilled some 

• - I * 
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of tlie tepid coffee, which the j^nrly cook was rclitctaiitly 
]:)Ouring iiito it, IhcAsill of the {Galley door. 

see naething to jail said the cNok, looking 
down at tlie spilt coffee ; perhaps y’ll kihdly get a 
swab and clVanse the coaming o’ tlie door, an’ dinna 
be a towyiond aboot it ! 

This the man did immediately and g<<,)od~lmmouredly, 
and then went and took liis seal on his^sea.-chest in 
the forecastle among his tioisy shipmates, most of 
whom had finished their rougli repast, and were 
Vntting np their tobacco on tlui, lids of 'their clasts 
amici a hubbub of song, and je^t, hnd coarse nautical 
banter. 



CHAPTER II 


f 

S TANDT^vCr on the Cnc-hatcli I wfeujd liav’e the 
eves of y»ur inwigmation peer straight before 
you oet'r the old windlass into the gloom of the fore- 
castle, first •noting J^lie hum of voices beneath *your* 
feet — a hum of c< 3 m})ulsory drones in a jfark hive. 
Yet this juimming is .nuich abojit worS to be 5 one, 
woik* ci'ufidentK^ exj'ta'ted, and i).bout fortunes to be 
won in a hundad different ways. This under your 
feet, in tiie forward ^wcjgn-decks, the al)0(^e of the 
unmarri^'d nude emigr.mts.* You camjot.fail to liear 
it us you peer into the forecasPe. Tlieh, as you bok 
unc^’i tfle rais<?d shutters" above the wifidlass, sTiading 
your eyes (for tiTe suulight comes obliquely down upon^ 
them with the breeze, as the foyt^of the huge foresail 
bulge:; in tiie wind), you will obs^mve tlwit the gloom 
witliin is broken by a shaft of bright lii^ht streaming 
•down fiBm a litgle open ludeh in the forecastle •decl?. 

^ oy may think of Rembrandt ms you note the effect, 
bor follow that beam of Ijght wherc^it sttfkes dowm 
upon *1110 flaxen hair of Olsen, tiie Norwegian, already, 

^ pipe iii ipoutl* Vorking away with rtjufth. hon;)^ hands 
at a very white-sailed^ ship stitclipd into very blue 
BerIin‘,wool water. What n very ‘fieautiful thing 
that patch of woollen colour is, and that flaxhn head 
and beard, under that shaft of light ! And tlien^Tour 
spirit e^cs -ipa^f travel 4 rom Olsen’s f ale yellow.iiair, . 
from lus canvas cunarder jacket, from his W'ool work, 
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from his hook -pot at his side tfoi Olsen is of that breed 
tliat co^Ttsiders time devoted to mpals alone as so much 
ti-i" wasted ; hence he smokes, and -works, and 
drinks coffee simultaneously), frcan this high light 
in the picture, to where it is reflected from adjacent 
objects gradually taking shape in the half shadows. 
You will certainly think of Rembi;mdt. For here 
is mystery,,, and mystery^ slowly elucidating itself 
through its own ('lements — light and shade. The 
face of the young seaman whom j’ou have se('n at work 
aloft this morning, the first hujnan form your ('ye 
di.scerned against the v liitc clouds, his face gradually 
resolves itself in the gloom, ajid many others also, all 
subordinate to Olsen in the left v.entii.' of the picture. 

From these just discernible faces your gaze may 
now trac'd to the dimmer ‘"ostinnes, and to the con- 
structive fertiwes of the liabitation. And Rembrandt 
would probably jnit you where you are now standing 
on the hatch peering in. Fur you may note that you 
are looking through a frame, and the shajfe and scope 
of a frame is an im])or*ant matter, as well as its dis- 
tance from the picture within the frame. 

Patrick Hudson, the seaman who had carried Miss 
Palgrave’s trunks aboard in the East Indi.. ’Docks, 
is now breakfasting on coffee and biscuit a few fe('t 
away from Olsen the Scandinavian ; and he, and 
one named Beady, and another with the sobriquet of 
Sydney Bob, ana another, Cardiff Pnee, and several 
more to the complement of a doze n, are each engaged 
in interesting occupations, or rechning on their sea- 
chests, in poses which are, to your spirit eyes, more 
or less effective according to their relation to .tlie 
central light. • 

When at length you e*iter the forecast]" Hudson 
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is dipping his ship’s biscuit into his coffee. He has 
already parted wiyi Uie soft bread wJ^ich the ^i^oman 
had gii/cn hifti, and the nuin Beady close by is 

the last of its cAist. ^Thc Norwegian wool-worker 
is vnow^betwoen you and the light, and ie your spirit 
ears arc active, as well as your eyes, you njay hear 
him speaking tqf the man* Hudson. You may^ also 
be attracted^by that groy,p of four siltirtg.on inverted 
buckets, playing blulT^on the little hatch above the 
fore-peak ; swearing good-naturedly ; spitting, as 
it seems, imnec(\ssariiy ; and banging their fists dowm ’ 
u})on the hatch \9itli affected turbulence Oi; by 
those two speaking ii> ^’hispers,- and ifodding their 
headi^ who havc^ust tut their tobacco and aie rolling 
it in the palms of 1 heir hands slowly and rr\editatively. 
Or by that old groy-beaiid, washing a pair. of blue 
s(>cks with white tot\s in a bucket. Hods crooning 
some long-forgot*len air to hiuLelf, and' he spits into 
tlie |)uclvet without remo^ung the glay pipe from his 
mouth. * * 

• • 

There is also a boy, whom#ypii may see, kneeling 
on the deck,' and hammering with an iri>n belaying- 
pm a piece of folded canvas, inside «of which are 
i)roken •fnc^ces §f biscuit. « With that belaying-piA 
he i§ prefaring a hash for this Evening’s snpger. The 
grey-bcard, washi;ig his scif-ktiitted iiC)cks,*is taking 
a keeft interest in tlie preparation, for his teeth have 
nearly^ ay disappeared, and he canno.: mupoJi liard 
^biscuit as easily as he^can chew plu^ tobacco* He 
breaks *Jiis crooning at o^d moments and gives the 
boy short words of direction, such as, Hi^*it with 
the round end, sonny ! " and '' Shake it all togeTlTer, 
one lump smps|es rmotfecr ; and, “•! like it as fine 
as flouR myself.” Another’^ man is meiking a canvas 


n 
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cap ; and one or two have taken to their bunks) where 
they lie smoking and talking. 

Th/j seaman eating his late breakfast, Patrick 
Hudson by name, is now replying to a remark by 
Olsen the Scandinavian. It seems that Olsen’s lasc 
ship carried three skj^sails. He had just niade a 
statement that only American captains carried on — 
" cracked on,”* as he put it — for British masters were 
no good at all at ” cracking bn,’! they were too afraid 
of their rotten gear and old flax sailcloth. It had 
'all b&n good white cotton canvas in the last ship, 
and good ^Manila rope..- Olsen had been piifiing the 
glories of the"” last ship ” as he worked away at his 
wool mat. ... o '■ 

“ ’Tis a pity, Olsen, that you did not sail a second 
trip in such a good .ship. . Whatever* brought you 
back into an old limej nicer again ? Or why did you 
not* try one of your own Norway craft ? They feed 
you well in the'm, don’t they’? ’ 

Hudson’s question was a casual one ; he was thinking 
of other things as he spoke. It was spoken without 
irony, for the British sailor, even at this period, had 
begun to adversely criticize the ships of his owm country. 
Such was a sign of a new. race of seamen, l*’- trade- 
unioned race of seamen, discontented with Uieir Jot, 
the lot of men that had lived a huni.drcd years before 
them. 

" Wfliat brought: you into an old limfejuicer again, 
Olsen?” 

” Coldn’t get anoder sheep,” says. Olsen. 

” What ! not a Norwegian timber craft in the 
Coifftnercial Docks ? ” 

” Norway shejp no goot ; ■ 'Merica?,^ sheep bully ; 
goot cook, goot grub 
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" Good afternoon watgh on deck, eh ? ** 

Well, I wan^ not mfboch- sleep* I'm * 'Merican 
citizen; I li^ce 'Merican sheeps; I guess I'll joost*-.fd 
vanoder in Voit Yackson— Portlan’ Oregon sheep." 
VHu dson, who had sailed in one or two American 
ships, smiles as he recalls their mctliods of government 
by chief mate, b^laying-pin, and an occasional revplver- 
shot. Fini^iing his bre; 4 ,kfast he turns to a companion 
and says — • • 

Let me have that water when you are done, Bill." 

Bill had jnst set about washing a shirt after washing 
his face and hands In a few inCiies of the same w^ter. 
Plenty of vatcr in/ij^rican sheep," says Olsen, 
ihave only fne o?ie shirt to \«ash,*’ says Bill. 

After a pause •while Hudson fills his pipg, says Bill — 

‘‘ Got any sugar lefh Pat^? " • 

" Aye, half my whack ; do you want any ? 

As Bill had only one shirt to wash in the water he 

* • • • • 

waijjts enough Sugar for tWo days. . 

“ I can’t cat* pea-soiip without sugar,” says Bill,, 
explaining. 

” Oh, that*s aM right. Bill, fair value ; y^ou can have 
lialf^f what I’ve got left.” ^ 

» Wliefi*Bill, tlv> quarter-rsaster, asked his shipmat% 
whether 4ie had any sugar left,* he was suggesting the 
terms of barter. . Bill hack no sugar Jeft because he 
used liis week’s allowance both for coffee^ and pea- 
soup an \inconimon mixture** irk a fprtcastle). 

Water, on board the Xoung Pretend^r^ this morning, 
was no*tso scarce as it woald have been had she carried 
no emigrants. There was a small donkey-qngine in 
the deck-house amidships, to which a condeiismg 
apparatus had j^een«fittfd. Everyboc!^ put unlimited 
faith ill tiiis condenser, and Hudson, who knew how 
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easy it was to obtain a few pints of water *from as 
^many emigrants,' pointed oiit to 1,’is "hipmate the onc- 
sidl'd'-natnic'of the barter. ' 

“ You're cute,” says Bill, ‘‘.but i’ll own tip I can’t 
live without ’sugar. Last voyage wc took in suga-.' 
at Sourabaya, and, lor ! Pat, wc did luxuriate ! Got 
it througli the forc-jieak ; slic’d a wooden bulkhead, 
except in thc'lo'wer hold, and a plank was loose. We’d 
sugar by the ton ! Wc was all boily svith it, and it 
does fatten. I miss my sugar ; 1 don’t make no 
bones about owning up, do I, mat-e ? ” 

‘‘;^11 right!” says Hudson; ‘‘hurry up with that 
shirt.” *- 

In the forccasdc o' a mcrcliam ship like the Young 
Pretender, t'vcnty-live years ago, goods were always 
used for exchange of values ; money was seldom seen 
except in port:, when it disappeared immediately 
ashore. The large steamboats of to-dav, lloating 
hotels, rapid ferry-boats ralh('r than ships, daily 
reducing the size of an erslwlhle large, mysterious, 
and interesting wor’d, hlled with the llunkeydom of 
the restaurani, and thi' fashions of the dianging seasons; 
electr'c-lighted, dectric-ventilated, belled, and ste/ued, 
and yet never clean and never saHbrious'.' ‘ These 
huge smutted , monsters, with hurry-scurry^ passion 
tearing at their 6^.itrails, the*.(‘, muitij'ly'ing everywhere, 
are breeding a new race of seamen, less simple in 
thought'* less Mseful in action, less ' fesourcefeil in 
dange'i. The §f>cialism of the swap is, above all, 
almost unknowm among* thelic hotel attendants mas- 
quCTading as seamen. In the sailing-ships of twenty 
and thirty years ago this socialism had its advantages, 
for nbt a penny'-'juece was cvet* sefcn dyri^g a voyage. 
Yet there was then an occasional exploiter of<.hc barter 
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system/ Men like the Norwegian, Olsen, would have 
two or three do.i|cn» boxe^ of nnatcl^s* stowesfl away 
in tltcir chests over ai-yd above those necessary 
their own wants. *A b(jx of Swedish matches, worth 
a farthing, had been known to purchastf a muffler, a 
pair of mits, and even a blanket. A box oj matches 
may be worth tlie owner of a very good bjanket 
more than ^several suck blankets, ihoUgh he pay ten 
shillings apiece for •them. Necessity often took a 
peculiar pleasure in trading with forethought ; and 
forethought tlie satisfaction of having bencfitecf 
thoughtless necessTty, or sudden misfortunt. ^ 
'‘Have you any tobacco ? '’•inquired Bill, wring- 
ing •out the slurt ; I lost aU mkie <it bluff last 
night.” 

" Did you bring any needles and thread i^with you 
this vo 3 ^age ? ”^said Hudson ^ I fos^ol all^about it 
the day 1 ^shipped.'' 

I got ^oof nec'dle an'c dread,” ^said*01scn. 

" ^"ou and ill do this dog-watch,” says Bilk, 

” If you’ve finib]u‘d that shi»t J'^lwush tliis cunarder,” 
says Hudson ; I want a coupfe of hcsxrs’ sleep this 
forenoon, and there goes two bells 1 • 

" Ye?, I know jxxur sleeps made, reeidm’ those rumrfty 
bot)ks \fith a j)ip<5 in your kfeser. Wonder how you 
can read ’em ! The one 5iou4ent me^^l couldn’t make 
nothing of ; is it love, or navigation, or what they 
calis#Sunday* I'hadin’ ? ” * * 

” Oh, a good many^things, Bilt;.^but I picked up 
that cvie I lent 3 /<?)u on fl bcv^kstall in the East India 
Road. It looked interesting.” 

” Damn your interestin’ books ! ” says Bill ; "*give 
us sometliiu’ |o nmkefus laugh, an4 I likes a •bit oi* 
smut checked in. A man^once lent me a book about 
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a blooming nun ; my word, it was dam funny f How 
_I did laugh, mate.” ' " * ^ 

•‘X 'T ^ «» 

T^Tudson’s’ face grew solemn. " Boccaccio, or per- 
haps Balzac ? Well, I’ll lend you another. Bill ; but 
I’m afraid li won’t make you laugh and Hudron 
whispered affectedly into Bill’s ear, knowing his man, 
and cheapening the bluff wth a wink. 

“ Well, I don’t mind trying that. It c^^csn’t wnd 
up with a prayer-meeting, does it ; all iiround a death- 
bed, and she clasps his thin white hands and says, 
All is forgiveit, darling ! and stitff like that ? They 
always gef so dam good’ 'afore they die. Is there any 
old rag afore you come to tb-^t part about the gal and 
the kid ? ” ■ • ' 

" By ‘ old rag ’ Bill meant li+erary'^circumlocution ; 
anything which retarded the action of '•the story, and 
made him Starch through whole pages for the little 
specks of spice to tickle his appetite.” 

” There’s much an^ilysis of character,” said Hudson 
• to himself thoughtfully, ‘‘and — oh, there’s a deal of stuff 
you can skip, Bill and it’s warm enough in places. 
But there’s religion ih it ; and you doi'l't mind religion, 
do you ? ” ' - 

" Oh ! it won’t hurt me, I suppose*,” grovvied Bill, 
" but I can do, with b-^^ y little of it, shipmate.” 

Hudson laug*hed gobd-iiaturedly; rather a stock 
laugh it seemed; and took his place at the bucket, 
having Jiyested himself of the cunarder he wanted to , 
wash. (Yes, she was right, it vns very greasy in .front ; 
but in future it should be as whitt*' as snow.)'’ 

U gol” good soap in my kist,” says Olsen, turning 
round, with his sail needle poised between finger and 
■> thumt), as he prej^ared to thread it tVith ^orae more blue 
woollen water ; the fair hauon his red arms like golden 
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gosling-down in the light under the little hatch above 
him. Hudson looked at Rim a few yiotnenlsj before 
reptytng, thinking of ot|ier things far removed, " 
soap ; then he says — , 

“ Oh ! I shall come to you when we* are running 
our Easting down ; 1 shall probably be sho^t of soap 
and tandstickoijs too, by that time.” 

Olsen wcfit on working at his wocA ship, smiling 
complacently ;• and ttio boy, who had been breaking 
biscuit with the belaying-pin, came across the fore- 
castle and ‘stood b#lund the Scandinavian, wifli the* 
piece of old canvas bunchtKi in both <iis hands. 
Hudson Ipoked at the<bo^’s red flannel American shirt 
and«the big sheath-lviiife stuck in his bc4t behind, as 
he craned his nhek over Olsen's shoulder, the seaman 
bending forwefrd to the kame upon which t]je canvas 
of the mat stretched. Then Olsen turn* sideways a 
moment, ^nd lifts his hook-pot of cofd coffee to his 
long flaxen beard. * ' , ' 

Says Olsen, ^ook-.pot in hand, between his sips o{ 
coffee,” "Wll, got nodings to d», ? You see me make 

vool sheep,* eh * Den you go ranke vo»l sheep your- 
self,- eh ? You be sailor -man some* ckiy, and^ make 
vool mSt for y*ur lecdle hit of yam, eh ? ” • 

I’rrrmaking a dry hash, Olsen ; ray girl wouldn’t 
say ‘ thank you* for a wool* mat ; she wants curios 
from China. ^ I do hope w'e’ll take coal or ballast up 
to Shaiighai, of some port in India,**wUen we discharge 
these, emigrants.” 

“Or 'Frisco, .where you, got that fine red shirt, 
sonny ; wouldn’t that suit you ? ” says 'Hudson, 
washing his cunarder and looking down at hiS "Own 
dungaree 't^oi|aers.» (Yes, they were^etting tarcy am^ 
.greasy t^o. They must b5 washed also this morning.) 
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“ I paid three dollars for .the shirt, Pat;* I don't 
want t<‘ go to ’Frisco again. * And borre round the Horn? 
-thank you, Pat." ^ ^ 

" Ah," says the old grey-beard(?d seaman, washing 
his second p^ir of blue socks with white toes, which he 
has just jcmoved from his feet. " Ah, sonny, you're 
a fine-weather bird; wdiy’ isn't one «port as good as 
another ? Why don’t you sl^p in the sal(^pn like that 
lady of quality and her 1)rolhcr, w’liah’s aft ? Hurry 
up with that hasli, my son ! " 

"Don’t you likt' ha^li, Olsen? '' says the boy, lingering. 
" Ya ! i like ’IMerican hash, sorinj- ; y(»u no make 
'Merican hash ; yoin year 'jVlerican sliirt mit hole in 
elbow, eh ? " . i ^ 

" Have you any red w^ool, Olsen ? " " The boy looked 
at the hple. ^ 

" Ya| I got red vool; leedlc ; you make leedle dry 
hash for me, and I give you k^edie redVool, eh ? You 
got needle, eh ? , 

, " Oh, I’ve a packet of darni;ig needles, ()lsen." 

" Eh ! you show' rra; needle ? 

" You make that <here hash, sonny," cried the old 
man, w^ashing-. • 

^ But the boy goes to liis bvnk and rummages Ki a little 
ditty-box ^for the needl<*:S. 

" Needle' no goot," i^uyji Olsen, Rooking at them 
in the boy's hand. 

" Why, jare they* too big, Olsen ? " 

" No," says Okon, wwking ^aw-ay as if he was but 
little interested in needle^ anti red sixirts. • 

" Well^ what is the matter with tliem, then ? " 

goot, too small ; you give me dose needle, I 
•. sew bole in elbcl'sv mit red vof)l ryiit n|y .needle, eh ? 
You make me leedlc dry hJsh, eh ? " 



“ACT OF GOD” 


4 * 

*' All Vight, Olsen ; I’ll turn in as soon as I've made 
the hash, and yoi<» can darn the hole. ^ I hate Earning. 

I don’t want the needles.” ■ " 

Olsen puts the pa’ckcd (jf needles into the breast pocket 
of his canvas jacket, and then takes a ledger sip at his 
cold coffee. 

« 

Then he goegfon with liis wool ship ; and th,e boy, 
glad to csotipe the refwiring of his shfrti proceeds to 
mix water with the I4scuit and add the scraps of salt 
pork and beef which he and the old Jiian had saved from 
their dinneVs of tl)*- preceding two days. 

There he, and all of theih, may work^ and, talk, 
and smoke, and some (J them •presently to sleep as 
they did five-and-twimty years a;»o. BuHeaving them 
there, I would* have^ your spirit eyes travel to the 
other end of "the ship. •Apd in their flight* aft, you 
may sec that group of young men to^lcTwar^l of the 
galley, cleaning pannikins and plates — using • the 
sqii^reliecl ol a long sp*.ir as their scidlery table. 

They are unused to-sjich work, and they bandy words 
of mirthful jest ; words of <lie, English tongiie and 
sometimes bf another and rarcl^', a tffngue that is 
strringe to the cars of a deep-waton: bailor, plough 
he hav? sailed •ander many a foreign flag. The deck 
beside fhc galley is narrow,* and the dgpl-boarded 
additions make k still naBlro^fL'J• ; and the’ young men 
jostle each other as the vessel rolls in tl^ lessening 
bree*e.. * 

Down here, in the married quarter^ ,you canhrarthe 
voiccs*()f little chiidren drid crying babes ; the clatter 
of many tin utensils ; the cheerful holloa up \he hatch- 
way, and the yell of sudden remonstrance from some 
hoarsc-thrbat(|i fafrherror mother. As you hear, you* 
may tkiiric c)f empty cottagdi and broken window-panes, 
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and tumbled rotten thatches. You may think of 
^brethrdn left' behind,’ with sordidt care husbanding 
d1[*;puted and rneagre possessions ; of mothert> and 
sisters awaiting the promised pittance, of plots and ^ 
plans, and •nopcs, and resolutions ; of resignation, 
peevish submission, or of cheerful acceptance. Many 
arc c(jme on deck after their morning •jncal, and if you 
have a fine imagination and aea smell as *vell as hear 
and sec, you may wonder why s'eme o^ these men and 
women ever stay below at all. That long canvas tube 
with wide wings at its summit, »outstretfched to the 
breeze, arid called by ‘Seamen a windsail, though it 
carry a strong draugiit of seji-air below, cannot blow 
away the constant emanations from a hundred and 
fifty pairs of lungs ; bundles of frowzy clothes, and 
scraps oi mouldy food secteted in ever>«' darker comer. 
One mqy sickes, one n^ay even die, for want of fresh 
wholesome air, though one be in mid-ocean. You may 
notice that windsail bulging and swaying in the wind ; 
.in rough weather it cannot be.-h'oisted at all, nor the 
little scuttles in the ,ship»’s side be opened. It has al- 
ready, the first morning of its use, caus^ied sbme enmity. 
The putdoof ’temperature has not <as yet incressed 
by many degrees, as it wilt a w'oek on-two hcfice, and 
warmth b,elow is desired by the majority. Ti^is wkid- 
sail brings a cos-l stream of air down upon the heads 
of those ig, the neighbourhood of the hatch. A'very 
young v^oman from the city of Cork — married to a red- 
faced- butcher ,tbe day befoy? she left Ireland — ^is 
sitting right below the nYnith of this windsail ; « and is 
grateful .that the. carpenters in Plymouth numbered 
her*Sunk so that it fell to her lot to sleep near this 
draught of fresh^-air. Unfortutiatriy, the .woman with 
a baby who has been alfuttcd the bertn b«low her. 
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loves the warm, confined air ; and she is already 
grumbling at the ^old draught. This "foretells inany a 
day of bickering and night ol complaint. ' 

TTirning your eyes away from that open hatchway, 
and travelling yet further aft, if you cast them down a 
small grated hatch on the quarter-deck, between the 
caj)stan and thcf pumps, you may catch the flicker of 
girls’ faces«agamst tfiti^ sombre background of their 
coop. Their pTirt of tlie 'tween-deck begins just here, 
and when a face looks up a foot or two below your own 
eyes, bent towards the grating, it seems like the glimpse 
of a nun of Santa Chiara caO^ht with un\^eiled.head 
at the bayred wicket 6f i^er convent. For a moment 
only^ for tlie face will remain, and*perhaps‘bc joined by 
another and yef another ; and mouths will speak and 
smile. Safe ift their coop, .they can afford to banter 
with seaman or, officer, single^ man o\'^ ittarried man 
emigran^t.. As you pass from this glimpse of the'un- 
ma»ried woineh^^s quarters, the only .-glimpse possible for 
anybody other than <tliemselves, except the matron,, 
the captain, and the doctor— ^as you travel aft to the 
saloon, you* wilt hear the high-pitched -expostulation 
of’ttn plderly voice, the voice of the Biltish npatron 
’ herself, *who h;*;. caught one of these girls speaking 
thiwugh^^the little grated hatch. 

Passing aft, yoivcan nowdescend to the saloon, where, 
if your imagigation permit it, you can see it at the time 
, that •Miss Palgrave and the chief tna4e followed the 
doctor and the captain, to breakfast, *hfilf an hour ago. 

The*captaiii is -ill an arm-diair, screwed to the deck 
right beneath the swinging barometer fixed to the sky- 
light. The chief mate is on his right hand ; the doctor 
on hii^ left.- Kliss Palgrave sits nejA the mate', and* 
opposite ^o her, next th^ doctor, sits a gentleman 
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whom you have not before seen. This is Mr. Palgrave, 
the brrther of tfec lady. The negro i te war d , in his shirt- 
' jiCGves and with bare feet, stapds at the door of the berth 
nearest the companion ladder* with his ears expectant of' 
Ihe captainV. order. His pantry had been appropriated 
by the single women, it having fallen within the region 
cut off with the fore cabin for their-raccommodation. 
The two blinks in the berth, btikind liim, hg^d been fitted 
up as lockers f( ir crockery and table warn Wlien an order 
came from the arm-chair, he pattered round the saloon, 
a clean towel on his arm, with which he dusted every 
plate, or held a hot dish,-. He had told the second mate 
(who approved of hisidecisio’j.l that he intended opening 
a restaurant in. MelHournc or Adelaide, as soon as he 
had saved enough money to marry a nice white girl. 
This saloon had bc'^'n, as it wore, his academy for some 
years, and dts officers his teachers ; but passengers 
w'C7e seldom carried aboard the Younp Pretender 
(since her East Indiaman days), and the steward,, was 
, delighted to have a real lady ajrd gentleman on whom 
he might practise a,s ,'icr<‘staurant waiter. 

Mr. Palgrrve, wlrose interest in every form of life 
had been an 'URcertain, almost a negligible quaiotity 
uuring the preceding w'eck, is watclvng theVolourcd 
steward trotting around the saloon, changing vhe plates 
and dishes with elaboiatC; and unnecessary iteration 
of the questions usual at table. 

All except th?. citptain aresitting onlohg settees placed 
botlnsides of t^p- table ; and these settees have backs 
that can be turned over, toward the- table after meals. 
On the table, arranged between the partitions of the 
fiutile or fidly, are dishes of stewed oysters and mashed 
potatoes ; broi'jcd bacon and ourrit^ .rabbit ; hot 
scones, made by the German baker, and wanm rolls 
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folded in ‘a napkin (which Mr. Palgrave dislikes), and 
flaky, white cabin ^ji^cuits,' which Mr.t.Palgrav( likes 
very much. ‘He also likes the coffee — fresh roasted 
and grounci every eVfcning^by the cook — for the morn- 
ing meal. The, conversation at table is ir- great part 
■abont food and ^rink. Mr. Palgrave dislikes salt butter, 
and has ah eady fcoyid fanlt with the cabin tea. Pre- 
serv(;d or ccfndensed iliilk he can tolerate in coffee ; 
bxit he prefers lemon-juice in his tea, and there are no 
lemons on the ship. Yesterday the steward advised 
some few drops of slvp’s limejuice ; but Mr. Palgrave 
only expressed disgust at the e.xperiment wlrich followed 
the advice. For Mr, Palgrave ha' fine tastes and fine 
leelirv'js, with an 'appetite sensitiw and as- delicate as 
that of a siK)iled tliild. 

'■ G(jod heav(s.ns ! ” said Mr. Palgrave every evening 
fur a week, as he sijjped his tea, " that 'vater must 
liave been boiling all day ! ” If his palate suffered a 
shocj: at*”' i^abii* tea, his suffered tortures unex- 
plainable at the cabin rrockcry. This had the house- 
flag of the London company emblazoned in the centre 
of each saucer aiid plate, and on the side.^f each cup, 
and-around the red, white, and blue flag was a WTeath 
xii roses* He cloeed his eyes as he drank the tea, and 
saic^ the design was loo painfitl to contemplate, and 
that he wished hf had taicen»a frienrl’s advice and 
brouglit his own china with him. His sister had re- 
^mindiid him tlicft there was such a liqui^ as em’grant's 
tea, and such table wjirc as tinned^ iron potsn..and 
pannikwis, and he* had rtspqnded, “ indeed ? How 
interesting ! ” and added that he would make a careful 
study of the people who liked such things when rnc 
weather imJ>]:o>tf‘d. . . . . 

As y®u«sei them all sitting there this morning, Mr. 
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Palgrave has just discovered that it is not possible 
to lean back in^ the settee and at tjae same time bend 
•^^ver his plate to eat. So he reclines, and carries the 
cup to his clean-shaven lip, and holds his piate in one 
hand while ,he eats, looking across at the chief mate 
\vith the half-amused, half-disgusted interest of the 
habitually bored. Then he puts tljtt, plate down and 
passes his vyhite hand through- ms long, ^^rlark brown 
hair, which is beginning to curl, up at his coat collar. 
Miss Palgrave is eating her breakfast wath an almost 
voracious appetite, and the Di)ftor is keeping the 
coloured s>teward at a steady trou to and from the 
pantry. His' ' enjoyipent of st,'‘W(!d oj^sters and po- 
tatoes, followed, by„broiled V'ciV' liim, exceeds^that 
of the lady. Presently they begin to converse. 

” I think,” said Mr. Palgrave, ” that, I should have 
less interrupted, sleep were I to change my berth for 
one. of those empty ones over there. They are much 
smalle'r, but that inconvenience would possibly^ be 
balanced by a quieter night.” ^ 

” What’s the matter ,now ? ” inquires the Captain. 

" Oh ! I fe].t a succession of shocks hrnea-lh my bunk. 
I declare I ejqiecxted to be thrown out of bed more t^^pn 
OLice.” .. „ 

” The state rooms arc over the counter, of- course ; 
and when che jvind dr^ips,. after heavy weather, the 
ship rolls a bit ; and sometimes she sits down on a 
sea, and gets a slap on — er — ahem says the, .Cap- 

tain, .suddenly checking himself. 

Mr, Palgrave smiles at th-a Captain, and Mijs Pal- 
grave siliiles too. 

■ .vi'Um,‘I was slapped there m 5 'self wh6n I was a 
youngster,” say% the Doctor. . ” ^me .more potatoes, 
steward ! ” 
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“ Therft’s a vacant berth next to the pantry, larger 
than any of the otljprs,’' says the Captain-, ” and that’s 
nearer, amidships. ’ ’ , 

" Thank? very m«ch ; *and that air pillow of mine, 
Constance ; it does not suit me, and feathers are too 
• soft, and the bolster is too hard. Doctor, what would 
you advise me ta-rlo ? ” 

“ Do witl|:)ut "one aUpgether. What dp you ‘want 
with a pillow ?» Sleep straight on your back. I do 
First-rate sleep. Steward, some more coffee, please ; 
half milk ! ” replies Doctor. 

” Yes, sah ! hall milk, sah,! coming, sah ! ” says 
the steward. , ^ , * 

Thf. young mda 5ri*'a3 plcasant^ly as if. amused by 
his own delicacy <ind refinement ; and strokes his blue 
shaven face meditaliveiy. ^ 

“ Ships arc horriV^ly uncomfortable tiling? to'live on ; 
that salt-water bath makes nu feel qhite stifcky all 
day ; it ls]as if-I were painted all over with megilp. I 
detest all kinds *uf stickiness.” 

“ Brace up your constitutioiv” says the Doctor ; ‘‘ it 
doesn’t make me/ecl sticky. Thai condenser is almost 
a 4v!lure, Captain ; it only gives half tA gallon per 
•emigrants for t\velve hours^ working. They are all 
wasjiing Uiemselves in salt wat(-r, Mr. Palgrave — those 
that wash at all ! ” , . 

“ Indeed ? I suppose it is preferable to condensed 
wateii,, yVhaf water are we drinking, Cuptefin 

“ Oh, good Plymouth water out o{ y^ie maiti taijjcs,” 
says tlif Captain. . We shall have fresb water enough 
in the doldrums, and then idl hands can have ‘a bath. 
Some more ham. Miss Palgrave ? ” ‘ 

" If you ‘pje^e ; ^onje more ham, tSteward. ,It is 
quite deliwous, captain, andd thought sailing-ship fare 



“ACT OF GOD” 


48*'^ 

was little better than workliouse diet before I 'came on 
board. ■ You see Captain, We have iilways travelled in 
b!-eamboats before ; haven’t we, Eustace V ” 

“ Yes, I hate steamboats,” says Eustace ; beastly, 
grimy things and tlie men on them seem hardly sailors 
at all. That last Mediterranean trip bored me to 
death/’ 

The skylight'of the cabin was- i'aised at the fore end, 
and a bird-cage there hung in which a canary fluttered 
about, attempting a bath in his little water trough. The 
sunli^ut sparkled on his wet gold/ui back in drops of 
silver. Tire little panes-of coloured glass around the 
skylight threw shafts of blue mid red and white light on 
the maple-wood doom's of the bei djs ’behind the chief 
mate and Miss Falgrave. Eustace Palgrave, with 
indolent eyes, took in the effect, and again sighed 
pleasantly. But, his attention attracted by some 
falling ropes c7n the deck above, he began again his 
morning lameritation. ’ ' ' , ’ , 

“ Wlien the crew pull those ropes over my head, 
Mr. Shackley, they all jcem to be; scraping my face 
with their boots ; tire deck is so close it. I’d rather 
have that crowd of girls parading the poop than fb-nt 
strape, scrape, with the ropes all nigld'. And what is 
that banging at my head all night ? ” * 

Mr. Shackley the cliitf irate, looked at the Captain 
before he laughed. The Captain seemecK amused, so 
Mr. Shrekiey boldly laughed. 

” ^Vhy, sir, we must keep the braces taut. Perhaps 
there’s a clew iron hanging out of -a sail in the berth 
next door to yours, and it’s knocking against the bulk- 
head. Just tuck it into the bunk, and it won’t bother 
you. We have no sail locker. sirMie we took in emi- 
grants, so we are using 'some of the saloon . berths 
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instead. * You shojild have shipped in a steamer, sir, 
where the screw weuld sing'you to slee;^.’' • 

" Don’t waste your gentje irony on me, Mr. Shackle}^; 
I’m still too weak*to epjoy it,” said Mr. Palgrave, 
with a good-natured smile ; and looking «i.t his sister, 
he continued, “ Constance,, at what hour of the night 
do those confotw'^ 'H girls come on deck? Or, is it 
morning ? ^ou were -ap there this morning ; are 
there any good Pleads among them ? ” 

The Captain, who had been w^atching the canary, 
and nibbling at a concluding biscuit and butter, shook 
his head. 

“ Yes,”,said Miss Palgr#ve entinisiastically, “ more 
thanone, I assun; yiTn. But them is cme you will like 
extremely, Eustat'O. As soon as you feel ycjturself again 
you must makt? some studv's, dear. 1 shall g('J; her to 
sit to you. Her neglige is peculiar.” 

The Captain seemed astcniishcd, 

"Vot fliit^slhtternly rt'd gal, Miss Palgrave! What? ” 
“How'P Is she rod. th'-n ?” inquiH-d Eustace Palgrave 
with some appiuach to animaLioij, ” That’s entour- 
aging.” 

“iXes, dear, and the red you like. Aird ;?iith a mouth ! 
’Why, Ro%ctti w«uld take a cabas far as Regent's ParC; 
to j.i'iint Lfir ; and that is equal 'to another going round 
the world to do it.” 

Said Mr. Palgrave thoughtfully, “ I like^a full top 
Jip, avd J like ted. "Wdiat kind of cviis has*, she ? ” 

“ Eyes you never sawjthe like of, Etj^iitace ; you*ifV’ill 
be chasmed with lier.” * , 

” More than the matron will be with you,” ,said the 
Captain, laughing ; ” and you’ll make all the othef^ 
gals jealous' if you den’t^do their pictures. As fot me. 
I haven’t«se<;n a face I like'among the whole crowd. 
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except ope they call, er — something like Merry Andrew 
— er ” ■ ^ » - 

“ Miranda Jenkins, a girl Jrom London ; yes, she's 
a fine-looking girl,” said thf Doctor. “ Black hair. 
Some Neapolitan ices in her, I expect.” 

Eustace Palgrave smiled at the Doctor, and the 
Doctor smiled at Palgrave. 

” A cross between an Italia,! waiter and a London 
woman makes a good mod(‘l, Doctor.” 

“ It is a pity the weather has been so rough, or you 
would have seen them all,” said Miss Palgrave. “There’s 
a mysterious, regal, *■ calm, peculiarly handsome, 
brown face from Ke^'ry, wiAh blue-green eyes. Some- 
thing Asiatic, something Greek' about her; purely 
Celtic, I suppose. What a pity some girls grow 
mousta/;hes ! And she says ‘ dis ’ and ' dat ’ for ‘ this ’ 
and ' that.’ ” ^ She laughed a little spitefully ; but Miss 
Palgrave was of the hairless-faced t3^pe hyself. The 
hair, fine and gloss\', of her own head was far from 
luxuriant, and it needed a continual course of curling- 
paper to give it a distinction of form. 

The Captain’s eyes smiled as he looked over at the 
thin,.pale, snaven face of Mr. Palgrave, framed witi: its 
i mg straight locks curhngcup at tlu,}*. ends, ' rhe Cap- 
tain’s eyes smiled — that is to say always of his smilhig ; 
what his mouth was d<jing*jndcr his, bushy beard, grey 
and ,curly^ like the traditional St. Peter’s, was con- 
jectural. Thefi said tin* master of the Young Prc'endcr. 
looking at the gimary with ong t ye, as it were, but past 
it with the other, for the fool; of the.cro’iack wis trem- 
bling in,the wind, either as the helmsman kept the ship 
"^too close to it, or as the ship broke off as it flawed 
aheati — * « . . 

“ Last voyage, passage out, we had i girb aboard 



‘‘ACT OF GOD” 


with hair the colour of ths^t bird of yours, Miss Palgrave. 
— Keep her clean fvll ! '' lie roared tbruptly*at the 
skyligtit. ^ ^ ^ * 

Voyage *foye list, s^ih ! corrected the steward, 
as he removed the Captain’s plate. 4 

Aye, voyage before last. Scotch girl slie was ; 

my word, she w. Wind’s drawing ahea^, Mr, 

Shackleyl’li * • . 

Had she white ejVibrows ? How horrible ! ” said 
Miss Palgrave, wholiad thin, arching, light brown ones. 

Oh, I didn’t take stock of her eyebrows, but her 
hair shone like a buttercup. like Scotch* girls; my 
wife is Scotch.” • « • 

” Qean, tidy, ^leaifliy girls, tie Scotch — Lowland 
Scotch,” said tla? Doctor ; ” a well-develo^ied variety 
of H 07)10 medikrnDicus — oi the Xanthocroic, jor Teu- 
tonic branch. — Steward, some^morc rafcj:)i>, please.” 

” Oh, J think Scotch girls are as ungainly ejs the 
Irish,” said^Mr. Palgrave, ‘Tf you. mean the peasant 
type ; delicacy and rehiiement of form only come of, 
continual cross breeding, ana conditions of city 
life. 1 dislike roiiustness of form hnd th« vulgarity of 
ok . :ous health. But I am always ratltl'f susceptible 
to a red Read of*hair ; oh, yes ! so far as a head goA 
I like a riM head on a woman, if she has a wjiite skin. 
The kind of red,, you knew, that Titkn loved, Con- 
stance.” ^ 

^ He^ spoke lari^uidly, and with an afffctatipn^ol sur- 
feited experience. , • ^ 

” Ah,” cried liis "sister, "w^jit until you see some of 
them ! ” 

'"Were you ever in Ireland, Mr. Palgrave? ” saiCT 
the chief niate.^ ” I have seen red hc%ds in the north 
that yeumijfht approve of.^ 
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Mr. Palgrave laughed good-naturedly. 

.r “Thanks, Mit Shacklcy;’ anoth of prick. No, I was 
never interested in Ireland.” , 

“ But I suppose }'ou have been tS Scotland ? There 
are many red-hcaded girls there, Mr. ^Palgrave.” 

“ No, indeed ; I like places, you know, where the 
sun shines,” replied the young man- -rapping at a piece 
of ham with his knife. ■* « 

“ You must not take my btother 'too seriously,” 
said his sister to all. " He likes everything that is 
beautiful. He w'orships the beautiful. He is an artist 
first, -and a human being next.” 

" We are all animals firsi^” said the Doctor, " mere 
animals.” ' «• 

“That Scotch gix'l,” stolidly .repeated the Captain, 
“ had Mir that shone like' a buttcrckp. She came 
from Lnvcrfie^S'. She vas Highland Scotch, like my 
wife.”. 

He looked at the- Doctor aggressively. . > 

“ Fine place, Inverness,” said the Doctor agreeably. 
“ Steward, some more hurried rabbit, not much rice, 
please. Thisf'is like the curry we us'ed to get in the 
Royal Navy. 

" Yes, sah, jes’ same ; -not much iice, safi. Moah 
coffee, sah ? ” 

Mr. Palgrav^ looked at the Doctor's plate curiously, 
and sighed again. Then he told the steward to remove 
his plafe,- and to give him a piece of dfy toast. ^ 
‘'■'There canry<>t be much sun in Inverness,” he said 
to th? .Doctor, “ or they would nol -have needed that 
useful cape of theirs. The only city that I should care 
fo reside in, if I were compelled to stay in one place, is 
Rome. The sub shines there; any wjiy.’’ 
k You said it was the only place on earth where you 
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never felt the time drag, and yet you did not touch a 
brush or pencil th( udiolc six months ^ye stayedfthere/' 
said his siste!'. '"You shall start work to-day, Eustace ; 
you shall make a ^cnci] study of that girl’s head, if 
she will sit to vou on the poop. And I^^hall get Mr. 
Shackley to fix something^ to keep the wind off you. 
And, Eustace, . — there is another fine hea^ you 
would like# a *man, a sailor, er — woAld you object. 
Captain ? '* • • 

‘'Object to whal. Miss Palgrave ? ” inquired the 
Master, Keep — lior — full ! ” lie roared again at the 
skylight, for the man at the viicel to heai^ . 

“ That my brother ^ho,vld medee a sketch of one of 
youii crew (he is au^^able seamaii, I-suppose), if you 
would allow hiiti to remain on the poop ? ” 

The Captaiif looked steadfastly at Miss Pajgravc. 

Captain Jessup had navigated a few •ship^pads of 
emigrants to Australia and New Zealand, but safoon 
pasicngerji ^were a noVel' experience, had never 
carried them ifef ore in any ship ho had sailed in, 
either as officer or master. A ^doctor had been his 
only companion 4ii the saloon besides the ship’s ofiicers ; 
a ' d a l^dy at the cabin table kept his mixTcfin ancmeasy 
state, ti^J'ing tc# think of polite conventionalities th!lt 
hejiad nf^ver seriously considered before. 

“ I can object tp nothm§i yo« ask mcf Miss Palgrave ; 
pray,* who is the man ? ” 

^ Blit Miss I^a’fgrave was now spealcin^ to li^T4>rother. 

“He has those peculiar grey-bia^ll ^yes, witiw all 
the sliMiibering fire* of the* old ^sea-rover in tlieir depths. 
His head is carried nobly like a Vandyck cavalier — 
like a refined buccaneer ; what I imagine such woiiffl 
be like. And he has «such a throaty so interesting ; 
wait till s^e him, Eustace ; I am sure you will 
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tell me to rush for your pochard b-')x, so that you can 
dab hirn in.” ’ > ' 

^ The Captain attempted to look interested, tnough 
he was longing to go on deck and see how much tlie 
ship had bi'okcn off her late course., 

Eustace only stroked his chin and yawned ; he under- 
stood" his sister’s point of view i’lr -aii, — her likes and 
her dislikes; The mate Irad fong since ‘finished his 
breakfast, and the Doctor alone was eating still. 

” Um, we seem to have picked up a gem this trip, 
Mr. Shackley. Do you know Ibis buccaneer hand 
at all ? ” ■ , 

” A fellow called Fat. 1 tkink. Miss, Palgrave means. 
He was w'orking alolt on the mizc-n, was he not; this 
morning 7 ’ 

" He- was doing something with tarrV string on one 
of those po'ies. 'up ther«, certainly; .and is his name 
Pat ?. That i,s an Irish name,, but he does not seem 
very Irish in appearance or mannep ' . - • 

' ‘‘ Is that the man Hudson that we shipped in 

Antwerp when we discharged the wheat from ’Frisco, 
Mr. Shackley ? ” 

“ Yes, sir'.’’ ' , ^ ' 

* 4 '" 

“He seems a wcll-beha’tcd man ; Ue stayed bj' the 
ship in London. I’d rather have Dutchmefi, though. 
But they were 'iincomnion Sfcarce in-London this time. 
You ,can handle a Dutchman easier tlym you can a 
Britisher ,'and tliey don’t drink so much in port. Isn’t, 
it sa, Mr. ShacfliicJ? ? ” 

" Yokii arc right, sir I like Dutchmen befbre the 
mast. But Miss Palgrave was referring to .the outward 
*'beauty of the man, I believe.” 

Thb chief mhte looked cdnsc¥ous pi ' having said 
something out of the common ; and! Miete was 
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something in his f^oice .that seemed to be ” taking 
soundings.” 

“ Well, m^ dear youn^lady,” said the Master, " yoii 
can have him on tht poop as much as jrou like — that is 
— in his watch below, and in fine weather, of course. 

• But I advise you to keep on good terms ^with the 
matron.” * . 

'■ Or witk me," said the Doctor, sorricwhat pom- 
pously. “ I’m* 1‘espoMsiblc for the state of the girls’ 
hearts. Against the regulations of the Emigration 
Office, Miss Palgrave. No male animals allowed — 
natural selection prohibited in. this particultr.” 

"Oh, thank ^ou, .Caritain,”, said Miss Palgrave, 
somewhat cflusiveJ/.'^' ” He weaijs a furious canvas — 
canvas ” • 

” Cunarder, •that’s whaj it’s called, Miss Palgrave,” 
said the chief mate. ” Sto](;; the canvas oul of the 
last ship’s sail-lockcr, I don’t doubt.”* 

He lot>k,ed at the lady vrith twiijkling eyes, pushing 
out his unshavaui chin in a knowing way, but Miss 
Palgrave did not appear shocked. 

” But, as you-say, he has a good hei^d,” he added 
af r^logetically. . • • 

■' Ho\?, good*?^” inquiiftd Mr. Palgrave, who wms 
Iistiening,»half amused and haH bored. “ What do you 
think good points in a l*eack Mr. Sliackley ? ” 

Hfre the chief mate felt checked. He had a breezy 
^contempt for physical beauty ; so lie affeJtec^tb mis- 
understand the question. 

” The man I’a^ has rf good heau lor seamanship. 
Our new wire tow-rope carried away in the Cfia'nnel — 
towing do-vm to Plymouth against that head wind-.* 
and the way he put; in. a splice would have dong* your, 
eyes §ood |o ftok at. Yes' he’s smart at sailorizing, 
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is that Pat ; and he’s a passed se(;,ond matej I’m told 
by tht;^ bbs’n.”, • ^ i 

, Mr. Palgrave had lost interest in th^; explanation 
before the mate had half got through ■with it, so he 
turned to the Captain, who was uneasily watching 
the Doctor’s plate, and said — 

" Wlicn do you expect to cross the Equator, Cap- 
tain r ” . . ‘ „ 

" Oh, I couldn’t say,” replied the Master ; ” it 
depends on the trades, when we get them. May pick 
’em up in a w-eek or so.” Th/? Captain put both 
hands on the arms of Ins chair, as if he wished to rise 
from" the table. ” JPerhaj^s we’ll cross the line in 
thirty days, perhaps twenty, 'iheii there’s the. dol- 
drums, you know. Do you find the weather getting 
warmer ? ” ^ ^ 

“ A TittlQ ; .that’s ■vvhy I inquired. I long for 
tropical sunshine, ever since I stayed at Alexandria 
for a 'winter season. Grey skies and mist give me the 
horrors. Give me sunlight, especially on flesh. Just 
look at that ray on M. . Shackley’s face, Constance. 
And there’s such a ctrong patch of b’ue on your own 
from that coloured glass in the skylight. It’s lik'^*' a 
huge birth-mark.” „ * 

Constance Palgrave moved her head quickly, „for 
the Doctor was 'looking aerqf s through his gold-rimmed 
spectacles. 

” Why do they put that horrid coloured glass«on a 
ship^? ” she syd. , ” I thought "Victorian taste for 
such decoration halted at staircase » windows and con- 
servatories.” 

«- '' Why, I think they're handsome,” said the Master ; 
" pretty little 7 yindows. One o| them . got broken 
last voyage when we po6ped a heav^^ sea.*. A great 
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pity ; ai!d 1 had t| get ^he carpenter to put in a pane 
of white glass thaK Jie got by scrapi’^g the mercury 
off a» old nfirror. It spoils the pattern, hut it was 
the best wS could do. I suppose you don’t like stained 
glass, Doctor ? ” ^ 

The Doctor was apparently eating his last jnouthful 
as he cheerfullyv^eplied — ^ 

" Like it #n cllurclies, Captain ; and we. had prayers 
here last Sunday, so itVs suitable, I suppose. Steward ! 
cut me another slice of bread-and-butter, please. 
We used to get very good butter in the Royal 
Navy.” 

Mr. Palgrave sighed aij^bly, *and th^ Captain half 
rose Jin his chair.* . 

"Yes, sah ! • vay good bed-and-buttah ! Ryal 
Navy. — Tin or*tick, sah ? ’J said the steward imperturb- 
ably. 

There was silence as the Doctor ate the slice of 
bre%d-aifd-jbutcer, and* dcank the .last* of his coffee, 
and then the Captain half rose again, looking at the, 
saloon clock, which all noticing, there was a general 
departure from the table. 

It’s past nine ! We’ll make our. fcsrenoon* round 
of the* Ween-deck, Doctor, now that you’re quite 
really,” naid Captain Jessup*. “ Mr._ Shacjcley, I’ll 
take the sun about ten%o’ck)ck, if j'oull take the 
chronometer time.” 

Tljfi chief hmte then went on deck to*fel^ve his 
subordinate, W'ho presently descend#^ with the +bi,rd 
mate*to partake of whaC the ship’s surgeon had left 
them of the cabin breakfast. Mr. Palgrave went to 
his state room to look for his sketch-book aftd a soft 
lead pencil ;. and the Doctor and the Captain w'ont on. 
their dail^ rotlhd of inspection of the ’tween-decks ; 
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the Captain testy and captions, Doctor utbane and 
self-satisfied. % * , ^ 

♦ Miss Palgravc, who had bidden ihh two ^junior 
officers good morning/’ and added a few cheerful 
words abouf the pleasant weather that had succeeded 
the late»gales, dawdled behind in her*own berth until 
they^ had finished their hasty m^al and left the 
saloon. . ‘ 

Then she re-entered the salotm, and climbed up on 
the table to feed the canary in its cage. She put fresh 
secd*in its little box, and fresh *water in the trough, 
and^ a sifiall piece of^^'sugar between the gilt bars. 
Then she held seedsan ho;;^lip^' close to the bars, and 
the canary pecked them away/* * * , 

‘‘You pretty dear; you sweet*; you darling; 
won’t you sing for me now«^ ’’she cried. 

“ W.herc*dici you piiqk that box of B.B.’s ? ” called 
out Mr. Palgrave from his state room. 

“ Along wilh the fixative arid fusains, jjT^he fmvall 
valise,” she replied. — “You dear you pet; you 
sweet ; kiss me, then ! ’ 

Then she, , standing high on the saioon 'table, looked 
forward pastMie mizen-mast, past the main shrouds to 
the distant fore-rigging. A man v/astsIowly^<iLScending 
the ratlins without hat or jacket, with a«thin ford 
like a chest-las^iing iii^kis Uind, TJien he halted half- 
w^ay up and drew up some wet body-linen, and hauled 
the cot'd^tight across from the adjacent mast. 

clothing ^kl(sw out in tlje breeze, and one article 
of it was a canvas cunardeV. Ho looked down from 
the ratlin, carrying on a conversation with a group 
T)f young men below him. 

It*was the seninan Patrick tHujlson. 

Miss Palgrave stood* on tiptoe, find <irai3ied her 
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neck, as the man c^me down a few ratlins, apd again 
halted, busy at his task of securing the line. > 

“ Eftstace, * dear ! Qi^ick ! come here ; here ic 
my gentle buccane'er ! Come quickly. Is he not 
fine ? ” , 

Mr. Palgravc came, gru/nbling about his, pencils, 
and climbed uj) ijeside her. 

“ Hum])h< You must have good eYeSf Constance. 
Is tliat he ? I^:an m?ikc nothing of his head at this 
distance. You seem in love with. it. Man seems well 
proportioned, though.” And Mr. Palgrave descended 
from the table, and went arfd continu^ liis seprch 
for his B.B. pencils. ’ 

” O ma chaymahtc : iconic id ! saiag Miss Palgrave 
irrelevantly, as hTippy as a healthy cliild. . 

The canary burst into sadden song. 

" You sweet ^darling,” crisd Conslignoe Palgrave 
rapturously ; ” sing, my pet ! ’* 

B*it she J^ept her gaze h.xed on the man in the fore- 
rigging, and dief not look at the bird again until the 
m.an had descended below her ling of sight. 

Then she put rf grain of seed in her lips* and the bird 
gfc-ppe^ its song to pock at it. 

■ She g}?l dow«^from tlitt table and went to hA 
brother’s IToom to assist him m finding his sketching 
materials, singing, softly herself. S>he soon found 
the pencils for her brother, who had^ the berth littered 
^'ith*ev(.>ry artitle of clothing from the wropg*valisc ; 
but as she gave then\ to him a •jjidden tho'^ight 
came to her mind. She lijokcd unconcernedly at 
a pen-drawing of herself hanging on the bulkhead 
close by, and said, w'ith her back turned to hei 
brother — 

“ But 9uppoalng he won’t* sit to you, Eustace ? ” 
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" Well,” said Eustace, ” it’s a qatter of ifidifference 
to mo.” 

* "And to me," said liis sister; " bift he has such 
a fine head — I am in love with it, Eustace ! And so 
will you be, dear I ” she added hastily. 



CHAPTER III 

O F the t\ro classes into which merchant j>oamcn may 
be broadly divid<!d — those who are sailors born, 
and those whose inclinations have taken them to sea 
in search of adventure, or to escape from surroundings 
they abhor, and afterwards pui sue a sea Ihe oy reason 
of the difi^cully in findinf^ more congenial employ- 
ment to the latter Taelonged the seaman named 
Patrick Hudson, ^the man that had attro.cted both 
Miss Palgrave ahd the youxjg, woman with the red hair 
and slatternly garments — Joarvna D’Arty. * 

Patricl^ Hudson had been born a posthumous jhtld 
at D#lphin\ Bhrn, at thaf time aru unspoiled suburb 
of Dublin. His father had been English, his mother 
Irish. At the age of five he^ had been brought to 
England and* edxl^ated there. A ^ear before that in 
\^ch h|i shipped as “ boy before thc^ nta^t in hn old 
tub bouncT to th# ^^est Indies for sugar, he had w^orf 
a sciioIarsMp at Oxford, and coincidently hejiad lost 
his mother. Domestic ^straipt suddenly ceasing, 

his lafent desires broke forth, and he had loft home 

* • • 

l^the* tlian plod through a university career, with the 
prospept of B.A. and perhaps the^sijiiy black 
and imtnemorial tall hat of ai^ usher as the reward of 
his toil. 

Five years after he had left his mother’s Xiouse — 
to which his- married aunt ^ris mother’s sister), had 
succeedsd-<^he fiad lound himself second mate of a 

6i 
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Portland-Oregon ship, aboar.d which men were triced 
up byt tile thiynbs to the •rigging, 'and the chief mate 
practised with a revolver, not only at b bottle hung 
by his orders to the jibbooni, but occasionally at an 
able seaman. This mate disappeared one stormy 
night o§ Cape Horn ; and at San Pedro, California, 
Hudson left the ship and* tried a spjpll ashore at Los 
Angeles. Hediad passed his second' male’s examina- 
tion — an easy task for such as he — that he might be 
able to choose either quarter-deck or forecastle, as it 
pleased him. So in a short timu he was found at sea 
again as 'an officer in<«a Britisli ‘ship bound to San 
Francisco ; then asltorc, ‘J^urruping ’’ cargo at Vallejo; 
then to the Squth,Seas as bdbk/ tii a tluee-njasted 
schooner ; and so on, in quite the •orthodox manner 
of the rover ; from Newfoundland ta New Zealand, 
and from .Ic^qique to. Touching — his training and 
credentials as^ a seaman opening the door when his 
confinement 'asho.re grew •oppressive-*-hi^ "Vduqntion 
useful to him when he abandoned his Ship and accepted 
a clerkship in a watcrs'idc warehouse, which clerkship 
would be rapidly euchanged for moa? robust and con- 
genial- employment as a wharf-labourer, or as an inlaw’d 
tramp seeking another shipping por^a huii€red miles 
distant. Once, in the* island of Java, he J-.ad pqsscd 
a few weeks iji jail, rathe® than sail in a ship whose 
articles he had signed in a moment of impulse. He 
had 'b^-en' ultimately taken aboard in* iron^s there 
hoiug no othe{' .white men available — and compelleS 
to sail in her with some ‘tW'cnty or thirty unspent 
Mexican dollars in his pocket. However, as the 
•homewird-bound British ship was compelled to call 
at t^ie Cape ^r fresh water, Hudson, managed to 
smuggle himself ashore 6ne nighi, aifd excjiapged his 
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dollars for English Jiillin^s. The ship sailed \vithout 
him — quite an ordujary occurrence f(jr- men pf his 
adven^rous and fickle class ; and Hudson felt sorry, 
because that ship in whicfi he had refused to sail and 
had been imprisoned for refusing to sail in, had proved 
.to be the best Bfilish ship in which he ha<^ ev(jr signed 
articles. At length he had "found himself in Antwerp, 
and there jokied the Young Pretender. • . 

The chief points in which Hudson differed from the 
majority of his class were not in his birth and veneer 
of culture (his fathei; had been of good breeding and 
some rank in life, his mothoj an intellig(*nt school 
governess), for many , of ^iicse ^seaman*adventurers 
arc eycn of*better*ni. cli’and much l,)igh^r breeding than 
he was, but in hi;» independence and his love of hooks. 
The first was mainly duetto a small income derived 
from a little houscdiold proper^^v in the /’it}* of j!?ublin, 
which, since he had reached iij( age (*f twenty-oae, 
had Jaeen* paid him by’ a land ageyt. A remitfance 
of about — Ifte amount varied according to taxes 
and other deductions — reached him in the various 
parts of the* world, as nearly quarterly as possible, 
vherover he found himself, and chosij 4o dk-cover 
himself’tf^he land agent in^Dublin. This rcmittanc* 
wa^„often liccompanied with a letter stating that should 
the recipient be wihing to «ipitilize his yico'm^, that is, 
to selbhis property at its very poor value, the said land 
agent knew of's^mebody who would be kinJgnou^h to 
Relieve Hudson of such a bad investm#ijt, which migtjl 
have bifcn a very g©od one in his father's time, and so 
on, and so forth, in the typical agent's style, wli^n an 
agent has handled property long enough to tovet it 
for himself; . Hudson knew life fairly well, bi^t he 
knew npt4ing a’flOut nouse pitiperty, and he had never 
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been to Dublin ; but sometimes h ?. had been tempted 
to sell his lit>.le estate and enjoy one glorious cele- 
ibration of the event, by giving free entcrtaimficnt to 
every seaman in port in the clutches of the crimps. 
The when it arrived kept him in as many days’ 
luxurious idleness sometimes ; for, if the humour 
took him, he went to the best hotel ih-thc foreign port. 
At other times the money had goiie to relieve the 
necessities of a quondam shipinate, and perhaps (at 
the time) fellow wharf-labourer. He would cash the 
letter of credit, and then, afte? relieving necessity, 
for a few days the twv. men would revel, and gratify 
their loosened desires, thtn*evei]ing ending in the bunk 
of a ship’s forecastle, with a clanking windlas® and 
ascending cable to bring them both back again to 
serious life. * 

As for the cecond point of difference — his love of 
bonks — Hudson, when aboard a ship, said that the 
only way to cscap“ from hiS prison was’ to " read him- 
self out of it.” He therefore often took books to sea 
with him — novels, travels, anything that had attracted 
his hasty glance ashore, usually on tlie day of the ship’s 
departure. ' Above all, his poetical temperamc*.i. 
^hat of the true rover) found pler'airc iii' books of 
verse, which are the scorn of the orthodv>x seaman 
born to his pr•ofession^ anh' jealous of the tradition 
of the forecastle, which only suffers the broad-sheet 
of mvisic-fiall ballads and sentimer.tal songs;'- He 
lai'ed the booftsi he bought as much as his mother, 
the high-school teacher, hab those. her husband had 
left her, but for quite a' different reason : she for their 
•unqnestfioned authority, the love of the female pedant ; 
her §on because he loved to find all the points of 
difference he could between his bwn Experiences and 
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those narrated, ar i especially between tlie poets’ 
outlook on Ij^e and»liis own — that of*the mati who 
was tfying^to live his o,wu poetry in preference t<9 
writing it. He, wlio ha^l known the comfort of the 
sheltered side of a shed on a wharf, whe;i night had 
fallen upon him after a Jabgurless day, and found him 
without tlie morw'y to procure a bed; wlio liad thanked 
God for a di'^' sandy hollow on a deserted beach, when 
the South Sea ftiission.iry had turned from him as a 
pariah — as one who would demoralize his Kanaka 
converts, and thcref(.«e to be reiused slieller— had not 
degenerated into an utter losrt. He sti^ valued his 
conscience,^ it sei'jpied.^anc’ ^ad ttcrtainly taken some 
trouWe to preserve u, or Patrick H:uls«u had not been 
called such tliiugn as “ the s})awn of a sky pilot,” 
and as one who had ” tuyied in, all standing,^ with 
an angel,” and so forth, heliiidd his l^cl;*, when his 
ways ha(| not bc'cn exactly tiic ways of his ship- 
mate*. 

Such, as briefly as jiossible, is the ” able-bodied 
seaman ” of whom Miss Palgrave, tjie saloon passenger, 
had said ” his hec>d is c<irried nobTy, likti a Vandyck 
c^. . alier^” and whose head the chief iTiafe* considered 
" good foi^eama iship ” at .least. His head, as well 
as i4 can he seen, this evening following ^tlni saloon 
discussion about hijn — for \hc 5moke in*the forecastle 
this llrst night-watch is very dense — his^ hca^ is 
carried with something approaching vanity, ad- 
dition to that habitual jiignity whJch,liad attracted 
Miss Itnlgrave. had * received, while sw'^^iyiing 

dow’n the forward decks in the previous dog-w'atch, 
a note from the lady, delivered by the coloured s?tew'ard 
with a knowing grin on his overhanging* grey blubbery 
lips. Be had r^liecj to the note immediately and 

F 
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verbally that he would be pleased to respond more 
fully in the • “norning— and in writing^— if the lady 
would kindly give him so long 1o consider her rcKpiest. 
The request had been for him to sit for his portrait to 
her bi'othor. In the noisy, smoky forecastle he sat 
on his chest, smoking himself, and twirling his brown 
moustache, self-satisfied and conscious that he had 
acted with a dignity that had separated himself from 
the usual type of seaman in th< eyes Of Miss Palgrave. 
And yet, as he sat there, heedless of the hubbub 
around him, it was not of the saloon jiassengers, 
sister or Brother, that he mostly thought ; but of the 
full-lipped girl with the -‘Jiicb unkempt red hair and 
the untidy dress. The moment he thought of Miss 
Palgrave the image of the young’ Irishwoman rose 
between them, and made it not only possible, but 
very 3esirable, that he should have his portrait painted 
b}^ Mr. Palgrave, on the poop, in the coming fine 
weather and steady trade-winds. Ne stroked his 
moustache, and shifted his pipe from one side of his 
mouth to the other, and considered the form of his 
note in reply to Miss Palgrave. Should it be in the 
first or in ahe third person ? He must show that 
‘was a gentleman, and understood hhese ctA^venlional 
trifles; he would begin : “ Mr. Patrick Hudson que- 

sents his compliments ’’ No. ” Mr. Hudson has 

great pleasure in complying ” No ; sh6 had 

begun quite informally ; her two-ps-ge not^? b''gan ; 
“ Dear morning acquaintance ! ’’ Well, he would 
reply ; “ Dear Madam Importunate ! ” and tJien his 
compliance w'ould scern the more gracious, of course. 
No, theft was too familiar ; he would commence just 
“ Dear Madam, I am in receipt, etc., etc.'’ He must 
show his good breeding by refusMig tb taka. advantage 
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of an imconventini a] mood that might be changed for 
one of the stfictest f>ro]iriety to-morro^. * 

He 'answered his rompimions cheerfully, but at first 
monosyllabically, wlicn .they spoke to him, inviting 
him to play bhiff or euchre, or chaffing liyn about his 
spotless cunardcr and his, dungaree trousers, which, 
now dried, he kad donned again. But, the missive 
planned, ho*presenlly joined in the general confabula- 
tion, and made*one more voice to swell its volume. 

Young men — emigrants from the forward 'tween- 
deck below — leaned siver the windlass tliat^ separated 
them from the forecastle, an*<5 listened Jo the Hoise 
within it. , The Jiiajorjty ( .•the™ but dimly compre- 
hcnd»*.d the cosmojuilitan humour, <he blague, the 
suggestive seafafing allusions, the loo.se quibbles ; 
for they were mostly yeving men, and fri'sb from 
Munster hills, from the Con’*emara saua-board, from 
the Moatji ])astur(\s, from the lurf-bo^^ the limestone 
quarry, niounlain slieop-rurr; ruddy-cheeked 

and large of bone, tlie strong men of the family, and 
only excelled in phj’^sique pro!xil|l^ by tliose of their 
relatives whom tuey had left behind, rc^eruits in the 
liUtive ^constabulary that had ejected s*omc of them 
from the ^and •if their hwlhers. A few were frorn 
Dublin, Giflway, and Kilkenny, and other Jrisli cities ; 
those from Dnbliiv alone clistirtpuishablt from the re- 
mainder to at^ casual eye, wlio ha^ as ye| takgi no 
lj;j±;d*to the vawetics of accent on tlieir tonguc% ; for 
(excep,ting Belfast, from, .whence ndnT^’had come) tile 
other tfities had coTitributed as fine young mgp^ and 
many finer, than the mountain and the bog. The 
smaller, rather effeminate, and sickly youAg men 
from Dublin- wore perhaps not alonc*in catching at 
the mecni.ag of*sori,e of the seamen’s irresponsible 
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talk about women of the town, mid other women 
seemin’gly litffc better than thc^ (abo|t whom the 
bailor romances with as mucih care of the ^rutli as of 
his money the first night ashore), but they were ex- 
ceptional in»exhibiting amnscnient at jt. 

Others? crowded together, at the windlass, somewhat 
disgusted at the obscene epitliets of* plain meaning, 
but all visibly delighted at their introduction into 
a world so strange to them. * An ofith they could 
understand and smile at ; for what oath is so humorous 
as ji original forecasth* one, aTid what nation has 
such* a tradition of ciffsing as tliat of these Irish ? 
What curse like to an'^risl'J curs'- — pl.'^yfnl as a 
sunbeam or as ‘withering as the blast of a funiMce ? 
And, by the sanu' token, what end'arments of love, 
wha<' fi'ntiinents of devotioir, like to tli&se these young 
mQTi had pfantf'd deep iu their souls j‘ But obscenity 
they* mostly knew nothing of; and a jesf lost its 
savour, or an epithet its force, when^it starred t« the 
surface of their minds tfie mud that lies, thin or thick, 
in the deeps of all uicn’s. 

Some of tJie watch below W’cre fitting in the top 
bunks* with* tliclr bare legs dangling against the side 
boards. Otlnus were cutting up 1/‘t^acco,''{5r playing 
cards, a§ usual, under the smoky flaine of*the coffee- 
pot shaped Icimp rec^king^ of fisii-oil — the Young 
rret(ifidcr\ forecastle illuminant. Fisfj-oil wa’s one 
of the* indications of a well-found ship of the painrlg 
pork-slush that * 01 * a ship whiise economical ow'vers or 
captaitt were enamoured of the Vord “ substitute,” 
and all that such a w'ord could be mji.de to mean, 
when ft suited their pockets. Under fhis fish-oil 
lamp, with it<^ spluttering flame and sooty canopy 
(an old tin plate, the latter, whijdi sfiook t? shower of 
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smuts down upon /he caj-d-players whcnever.the head 
of a seaman, I lighting his pipe at the flame, knocked 
against it), two or three of the emigrants, who ha4 
struck acquaintancesliip with the seamen, sat playing 
cards with tlicir companions, their hosts. 

One was Olsen’s guest ^ because Olsen had dis- 
covered that hejlad brought a pound or more of black 
Irish twast Hobatxo to sea with liim ; ’and Olsen had 
been knoMm to^ixpresr. a partiality for shore tobacco, 
especially when it was twist tobacco from Ireland. 
As usual, his partiahty had been expressed in \errus 
of depreciation, 

'' You haf no madrli ? tar^dstick ? vot you do 
for ipadch*? doi uwist no goot ^r s^moke, goot for 
cliew b’raps. Haw moodch dwist you gif for box of 
tandstiekor, \'‘*'t ? Y'^ou blay mit sailorman ad 
bluff mid der cart midoudt ♦shet'p t^dxiaco ; slicep 
tobacco slioost dwice so goot a-' clwi^l ; dose sailofmen 
no lijay lor^d\/ist,” etc, ♦But the •emigrant had dis- 
covered that tliff sailormcTi would play for anything, 
though tlioy certainly preferred small “ sticks '' or 
plugs of ship’loba xo or larger plugi?, cut i^ito '' antics ” 

' ''f about two ounces in weight. The^ gfifne of bluff, 
an progres^thii-> itight, was very noisy one; the meft 
striking tWar ff^ts down upon the hollow Ijatch of 
the fon‘peak with piuch eAiotici^n when ihey succeeded 
in winning, or in sudden admiration at an adversary's 
t^qily ;?uccesshd imposture and *audaciTy — tecrcts 
olsuccess in such a game. 

J ustJ::>eside Hudst^m, as f^e sat on a sea-chest smoking, 
and talking across the deck, tfnd right and left to his 
companions,* an old greasy canvas curtain sking on 
a piec(^ of span-yarn rove through the^ cyclct-holi^s of 
what luid ,been H to psail reef-band hung down, and 
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at suddeij moments was thrown aside, making Hudson 
as swiftly movh his head to avoidta buh((^t. Then tlie 
eurtain w'ould be drawn along the spun-yarn 'again, 
after its owner— ^thc boatswain’s mate, an able seaman 
with an extra five shillings a montli pay — had resumed 
his position of horizontality, disturbed by his action 
in protest ageanst the hubbub at the'/ore-peak hatch. 
Sometimes, as 'lie lay there, he peejied roi'.ud the edge 
of the canvas at his head, and tlu hiikeiing, spluttering 
light played upon a little cocoaniil-shaped head, with 
a 'Levering of crisp grey hair, and the ascetic fare of 
a medieval jnartyr aiinoyed at his reincarnation in 
the nineteenth-century f'hc'caslle of a British East- 
Indiaman chartered,, to carry Irish’ emigrants to^Ncvv 
Holland. 

Sometimes he grovvied ip a very audible bass voice, 
the depth of v^ich, issuing from the little tight horny 
moutji, had a surprising effect upon him wiio listened 
to it lor the first tiiiie. The heavy sound pf the voice 
quite eliminated all weight that the words themselves 
were intended by their speaker to bear. One only 
heard and wqndered, not heeded. Kere, in this fore- 
castle, *1110 rfiAi,* accustomed to the boatswain’s mati*; 
rfterely laughed when he grQwled, cursiid, an&^'similified. 

“ Arc^t'ou men going to turn in this wat(!^l, or ain't 
you ? It’ll be*four belte afdre you’tc done, and curse 

me if^I can get a wink of sleep with all your b 

jibbei-yabber like a lot of ” Whkh -simije oA.t^ 

T^atswain’s matb-^scarcely Rearing repetition-p-only 
increased the uproar. 

Cries of ” Good iron ! ** “ Hit ’em agen ! ” and “ Give 
ole Tom* a bit ! ” obscure in meaning to all except the 
seamen of the period — for seamen have their periodical 
verbalistic fashions — resounded ijndi^ the Jow deck. 
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Hudson himself presently joined in the game^ of cards 
(now change^ for that other forecastle fa^iourite, 
euchre), and became as noisy as the rest. Then aij 
ordinary seaman about twenty years' of age, named 
Horatio Beady, with hair flattened down on his fore- 
head, and wearihg no cap, came below an(Jthj:ew him- 
self affectedly ^Own upon the sea-chest vacated by 
Hudson. If v'as his own sea-chest, and. the bottom 
bunk behind it was hie own bunk ; so he reclined, half 
on the chest and half in the bunk, looking up at the 
.smoke-begrimed benuns over the card-players, • apos- 
trophizing the invisible cauii^' of his mdfad. In a 
moment the curtain of ti'«* biyik above had \)een 
pusly’d out and ?l.e little round h^ad.of the medieval 
martyr p(used it9r;l{ on its skinny neck above him. 

” Wimmen ' Wliat, agon ? What did I tell ycr ? 
Get into ycr bunk, and snoc^^c, g — d — ‘yer ! ‘ 'feaid 
the martyr. ‘ * ' 

Byt the ordinary seaman with .the flattened 'fore- 
lock went on ajlbstrophizing and sighing. 

“ Aye ! Aye ! Woman ! woman ! ah ! lovely 
woman ! ” 

, The boatswain’s mate knew that Beady's apostrophe 
was scmi"lfonic;'i and serrji -sentimental, for he had 
known Beady when serving as boy the voyage, before 
in the Young Pretender (fhey.werc the, only tw’o who 
had sailed with Captain Jessup before, it seemed). 
TQ^bos’n’s rn*ite was supposed to be Tfjenifore a 
land of guardian to the younger man, who was 
half ti#e age of the»elder,'' Horatio Beady had been a 
butcher’s boy before he had Shipped as a ship’s boy 
three years 'Before, and that may have bi'en.why he 
had his hair, flattened down and seldpm wore a cap, 
even io tb,c coldfst |veather.* 
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'' What, Beady, another galV almost simul- 
taneously cric%d Bill the quartcr-maste^, and a man 
called Cardiff Price, in the other watch and supposed 
to be on deck,* and another called S 3 "dney Bob, an 
able seaman who had begun life as an infant larrikin 
on the wlialvcs of Darling harbour, in the port that 
gave him his sobriquet. 

The boshi’s* mate threw out the grnasy canvas 
above them and shouted — 

B — es, I sa\’s, b — es ! whole pack of jackals 1 

Tiwn an, I tell yer ! What*s a \voman but a b y 

machine f<tr ? Aud the quality" gal in the saloon 

is worse norhin\" of ym.^Jlon’t 1 know a when 

1 see one! Ttxni in, g — M — '^ycr; wh}" don’t 
yer ? ” 

'' Ah ! ” sighed Beady, taking no hcfal of anybody, 
and'^ionoiyiciqg some pf liis words like the woman 
from whom HUdson had received tlie piece of bread. 
''My'lydy fair’s got orburn ’’air ; she’s \unl)le,vbut 
she’s as sweet as ror^bry tawt ; I sighs becorsc she 
won’t look at me ! Oh ! my l>aly fair 1 my orburn 
tawt ! ” ' ' •' 

Hudion — -A^iether he had lieard the boatswain’ 
reate or not — liad evidenUy heard ^\nost Beady’s 
words, for he had tunfed his head suddenly toward 
^tlu; spea^ker*; Jind theti, rt^iightin|:^ his pipe at tlie 
reeking larnp-ilame, he sat down again, facing more 
in tlU* ^dh'e^tion of Beady and his corypanions. ^O^ie 
^ the emigrants,, wJk) w’-cre leaning ovct 11h'. windlass 
outside, aud l(;()\:ing into tlffi fon'na^ille, also s^xuned 
mterc'StVd in what Beafly was sa^ung, and strained 
forward ]iis handsome luxid, with its thick ‘dark brown 
hciir clustering at the ears and round his collar. 

“ Buy ! buy ! buy ! ” cried Syc^iej^Bob derisively ; 
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“get into yonr bunk! ,Why, that gabs taken my 
fancy, she ha!j!i I tell, i you ! Ain’t it the one with cr 
— with’ ’’ 

“ With an ’ed like the g’oddess of love ’crself ! Fve 
seen pickshers like 'cr in oJe Smoke, I ’avc!’’ said 
Beady, without the least exhibition of jealt'^nsy. “ Go 
in an’ win, ole ^feller 1 she ain't for me, I knaow 1 
' Oh, womarf ! woman 1 in aher alis of ease ! ’ as the 
poyt ses, I’ve «5eed ’er double with oiburn ’air and 
creamy skin and pearly grinders in a piesher fryrne 
in the East Jnclyer Ijoud. Oh ! wot a tawt ! wot a 
booty 1 wot a goddess ! W,i;n we ’ave *t')ur sing- 
song, Bill ; w’en we ’avuour Wile swarree hi the trades, 
CardijI'f, wot shall^f sing ’er, ay? ^Caii’t yei think of 
nuUiii ? I ’ope k'll be moonlight ! Oh ! slie's not 
for me, alas ! alas 1 ” 

“ ’Vast heavin’, that play kilk, and .turn in, — 
yer I ’’ rejx'ated fhe aseetie oiii.' above. ' 

“Wild till she sees iiie playing .the bones!” said 
Sydney Bob. ‘'•My colonial word ! she won’t look 
at yer ! ” 

“ Shake ysr o\.ii rib bones in*hell ! ” growled the 
”«;)artyr. ^ f ^ i 

“ Ah ! '^lu’re* great on, tlie bones, Sydney ! I 
liked yer li«tlytooci that night at the rnissian Eagle ! 
1 ain’t denyin’ that ! bifl can yer da tiiis, wot ? ” 
and Beady sang in a very pure tenor, which made tlie 
thyiirhaired luiiidsome young man* at the, wijilllass 
outside- turn his ht-ad sideways apweciatively and 
lean fitrther into the fore^astli-, as if he would catcli 
every note. The somewhat ifngry look gathefilig in 
his eyes lled’ihimediately at the lirst notes — 

“When uvv.'ih lips and y-u-u-vali } i#‘nrts, 

> fl'heir ttlles i f Itne shall I ell ” 
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Beady sang the song rigjit through without any 
interruption im the part of his •compajiions, who all 
^rew suddenly silent. Even the boatswain’s mate 
forbore to growl. Beady ^id not neglect a single 
aspirate in the song, whicli seem<'d to the listening 
man at^tlie windlass passing strange?. The fact was 
that Horatio Beady, who had sung in^a London church 
clioir befotT;he left the trade of a butclujf for tlie pro- 
fession of the sea, only connected the aspirate in liis 
mind with the musical not<\ nevc*r with the spoken 
one. - When he sang he turned rUj^ liis eyes as if Ik" 
were a charity boy rcoiting on a platform at a dis- 
tribution of^prizes. ^ 

There was mych flapping of liaiieis at tlie concl^ision 
of the song, tho^c at the windla'-s (especially the young 
man with the thick dark hair and iromewliat tliin, 
pale'^Tace, wha had Ix'^n fisleiiing so apju'eciatively) 
joining in spontaneously with theif a})plausc. The 
pale-faced one cried “ Enc-^)rc*! ’’ and said to a /rom- 
panion, '' Indeed, and his voice* is better than his song, 
more power to him ! ” * The man next to him nodded 
his head, but liis eyes Ixtraycd perflexity. 

** \V»hat Ix-'^ter song would yc have than that sarm' 
lilicn ? ” said he. ^ 

The dark-haired young man ihacle nc4 respe^ ,se. 

. Within the’ hirecastlc ihey^were djsrussing tlu* lub- 
ject of women again, and Hudxm had sudd* nly 
left the gSrd-jilajX'rs and taken his ^s(?at in thv^ir 
forward part ot I4ie gloomy, sm^iky den, wlierc ne 
could but faintly be discei^icd, j>ufhng away#at liis 
clay p*pc‘. leaning forward with his hands claspi'd 
together, his arms upon his knees. 

* Ah ! Chew-the-Rag, v hat a deevine Veiiyious 
she is ! ’’ said Horatio B^ady rapjiur^Kisly. , 
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" What’s her name, I^cady ? Tell us' her name, 
shipmate,” cri»d Cardiff Price. There \*as a momen- 
tary silence in the forecastle. , 

Cardiff Price, sometimes called “ Chew-the-Rag ” 
by his shipmates, was a hTaval Reserve man, and wore 
a blue jersey, and a cap with a lettered band* ^Hc had 
a slight knowlecijfc of school classics, and sometimes 
quoted Latiif fnun them. Born at Carc^ff, he had 
been to a good* grammar-school in (Gloucestershire, 
and when a boy had run away to sea, stowing away 
in a Bristol trader tathe African West Coast, rather 
than bear e.xpubio.i for an ofisnee he had drmmittcd 
at the scliool. Since Unit ^*me ^he had*grown Into 
a seatnan o\ a sto* k jrattern, with^a tuft of beard on 
his cliin, and a •yellow oncc-a -week-shaven cheek, 
scarred with bu'us (received during a period of training 
with big guns), and loathery’npck crossed in all uiAc- 
tions like an old" track-chart. A classic Latin quo- 
tatioii from his lips was like ambergris from a diseased 
cachalot. • 

" Is it like the name of the gal I saw you with in 
Leman Street, Bcijfly ? Ah! my^on ; nomen amicitia 
nomen inane fides, as a gent called ^)vid wed to 
remark. / l^^iow her njime. sonny 1 ” • 

” I dunuo 'er ’uytne, Cardiff. ‘ Wot’s in (h)er 
nyme ? ’ ” said Beady. 

The young man with the flowing dark hair, leaning 
or^JiUe wind] ass, seemed somewhat relieved^, Ciiitliffs 
Latin and Beady's uncommon usic. *of the aspirate 
again «iadc him wmder.'' But, this time, the word 
that Beady intr'uded was simply the Engll’^h in- 
d('iinite article, as sjioken by Shakespeare's, Juliet, 
not the feminine jiersonal pronoun. Then the bunk 
curtain, above Ae group was again thrown * vio- 
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Icntly outward, and the littjc weather-beaten, ascetic 
face pf the xpetty officer grew pale^ with sudden 
^anger.^ 

“ Whmmen, wiminen ! ailers wimmen ! I know her 
name ; d — the whole hilin'g ; I seed the picture in 
the East Eldycr Road, a gal with red' hair, in her huff, 
talking to a bloke in his pelt as givin’ her an 

apple ! and if she’s like that, I knows hcr'.iame. She’s 

Irish, and of all the b that over I sved, G — blyinee, 

if she don’t look the townyest ; G — d — ’em all ! 
she S' a by the look of her— — ” 

There ^Vas a sudden uoise in the gloomy forward part 
of the forecastle, which !t»Mmdfd like a clay pipe being 
dashed 1o the (lec^. in uncontrollatte wrath, and then 
the figure of Hudson strode across ®to the group, and 
he seized hold of the goatee beard of Cardiff Price as 
offensively, as , he couhVwith om‘ hand, and with his 
other he swe'pt aside the greasy c’anvas vhich ran 
along the spun-jvarn easily and rev. aled the «.little 
hai'd-featured boatswain’s mate, lyhig there with a 
background of knife and fork, and sail-])alm, and other 
necessities, secured 'in strips of caftvas nailed to the 
ship’s ‘oidc. “ , 

« “D your dirty kissgrs ! If eitlier of so much 

as breathes the first letter of that’ girl’s name in this 
forecastle, I’ll*hammervthe life out of you,” said Hud- 
son with fierce animosityo 

" T«|ike,5^our hand off my whisker, gr I’ll ijghW'*^, 
Pat Hudson,” said Cardiff Price ; “ and I’d sooner 
not do that, for your sake ! ” * , •’ 

“My sake! Let me'tell you, Chew-the-Rag, that 

I’ll pull, pull, pull every d hair out of your goatee 

if I like ; and ^f I hear that girl’s name •on your lips. 
I’ll do it, or fight you, wliichcver yo{Mike.”« . 
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“ Lor’ strike us silly, Pat ! ’’ said Beady, Jcccping 
out of reach ; wot’sHhe matter, kuao\v*? I tlv^ught 
as ’ow Sydijey Boh was touched that wy, not you,, 
mate! Go’himmc ! ‘ O wimmen in aht-r ahs of ease ! ’ 
Wot a rahcr about miffing ! I’m oft wimmcn ’cncc- 
forrid ; I’ll give' ’em all plenty of sea robm.! That 
fyce, of yours ’asj:‘ured my 'art I ” 

Hudson’s ^lattirally handsome fac'd had grown 
coarse in expression, ; nd almost repellent. He had 
pulled Cardiff’s scanty beard, suiting the words he 
had uttered, and ^siejiped back witli both hands 
clenched. Cardiff arose fiom**thc sea-chest witli a 
grin ; he had aniu|^d foreKisth; since- tlie beginning 
of th« voyage with his tales abon|, women, and his 
double-meaning ptuases ; but he was not a fighting 
man. He hesitftted ; but Bie little boatswain’s mate, 
now sitting up on the edge of his bunky.^urged him bn 
with unsuppressib*le malice. 

“ li there iiin’t to be lio j/ieep this.w^atch, we’ll have 
blue murder instead ; sail in and knock the stuffing 

out of him, Cardiff ! he’s no good ! He’s too b 

well fond of the wiTnmen to be mucii good ; can’t any 
i&x yer sje that ? Sail in, you’re hcad*o\’ter hint, Car- 
diff ! No iiilin wlkat’s fond pf s is any good ; let* 

him have its mate 1 ’ , ^ 

“ I’ll take you pn nexf, boatswain’s, mate,” said 
Hudson with clenched teeth ; “ you should have been 
fir^” . ’ 

“ Aye I when Cardiff’s settled yoar*hash, my son ! 
You’re "sw'eet on killing people, no doubt 1 ” 

” I shoost go to pod mineself*! ” said Olsen, putting 
away his wool mat first, and then cutting up a bit of 
Irish twist tobacco for a smoke. ^ 

‘‘ I woniifight H-fm," said Cardiff. “ Why should I ? 
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I don’t want to take any girl’s name in vain, Pat ; and 
I might hurl? yon, d’ye see, shiitmct ? ’< 

“ Well, come on 5^ou, hos’n’s mate. I’ll take you on ; 
you’ve got the dirtiest tongue in the fo’c’sle ! Come 
on ! ” 

One of 4he Irish emigrants outside, looking into the 
lamp-lit den, nudged the silent yotfng man with the 
dark hair, and said — ' " 

“ Divil a fear neyther wonH; take' him on ! Ach ! 
For God’s sake ! Look at the arms of the young 
fellow ! He has the long n'ach intirely ! He’d make 
small trdublc of spanning the big Cross of Clonniac- 
noik', I’m telling you «row anc^ he's soople ; oh ! 
he has the long reach, then ! Hut what’s ah the 
matter sorra the wan of them knows ! ” The young 
man nudged made no response. 

'^'They do say,” said anVither man, " that the man 
who can span' the big cross can save life ; l^ut, by the 
holy, he looks more like taking it awa;^ from the^other 
sailorman ! ” ■' 

” Hold your noise ! 'Na hi aa, caint* He has the 
man like a monk out of his bed bt' the -shirt and one 
leg, attd he’s shaking him up and down like a housc- 
ovife sousing dirty linen ! ” said the.-<-lark^Jired young 
man, suddenly excited! > 

” As ucUt Dc ! f so -lie h*as, Mr. D’Arcy ! But it’s 
not hitting him he is ! Ah ! bur he has the strong 
arm "for httlc man ! ” (Hudson stood'about fi\4a.^;ct 
nine, but the nean at the windlass, talking, had left 
six feet behind him when hi- was nineteen, and he had 
not Stopped growing yet, though idready one-and- 
twentyj “ Oh ! ndc Ididir ala sc ! Isn’t it strong he 

♦ be talking. 

f For God's sake J 
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is, then ! and he such a little man ! But he .has the 
long reach, I’m telling you ! ” the man ^\''^nt on, grow- 
ing more excited the long(!r he looked. Not only the , 
men outside, including the dark-haired young man 
addressed as Mr. D’Arey, "imt all the men in the fore- 
castle were now excited, some cheering foi’ the boat- 
swain’s mate, anc],'s<')m(; for Hudson ! But as Hudson 
obtained the Voinj^ete mastery of the other, tlic ex- 
pressions of conndence in the boatswain’s mate died 
away, and cries of.]^‘ Bully boy, Pat ! ” and “ He’s 
had what he wanted..! lie’s got liis bellyful ! ”* and 
‘‘ Spell, oh ! don’t kill him ! ” •and some san’g — 

# 

“ Wh.Tt's the uzc. of whl-n you knovv >ou ve got your whack ; 

Linie’^nJ juice and vinegar accordin’ to tile A^k . 

«• 

Then Hudson*let him go, out of breath and satisfied 
that he had frightened the other, and Uiat<thc name 
would remain uns)>oken. 

VVlij-n the boatswain’s mate had managed to clamber 
back into his hunk again, muttering threats under his 
breath m very decorative language, in which the 
female sex he'd tlis nrost prominc'nt place ; and had 
"irawn the gieasy canvas to hide liis swdlen mbuth ; 
for in liftinf, ^im up, and banging him down upon the» 
sea-chest, Hudson had bc'cn tempted once to^ bring 
his tar-stained rough riglit hhnd down with considerable . 
violence on the thin, hard lips of the cursing libeller 
of womenfolk general ; and of one in ^irti''ular 
wiiose image had fixed itsc-lf in his Tnind, and whose 
name remained uirspoken, ?tnd so far unknown to his 
shipmates, 

" Good night ! Divil a wan of them’ll tell w)io she 
is now ! ” said the big Irishman to Mr. p’Arcy. 

Then .an.i^old Sjthnish sailor, in the second mate’s 
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watch, fame below from the wheel, four bells having 
been ftnick vhile the quarrel was in pre-gress, and said 
that the second mate had ordered lights out (ten 
o’clock). 

'I'hc men at the windlass moved awa}’, one after 
the other-, -all going below but tht' young man D’Arcy 
Them’s emigrant leggylations,” said Ihll. How- 
ever, I’m (lead, boys ! What the hell you’ve been 
fighting about, I dunno ! I hope son:^; of the ladies ’ll 
oblige at our sing-song ; what say, Bi‘ady ! we can’t 
haveMlI slu-llbacks, eh ? ” i _ 

“ I shou',t blay my Kiullonian ! ” said Olsen, in the 
next bunk to Bill's. -le h., d finisiied his ])ipe of 
Irish twist, and was coin}) 0 '.ing himself for slumber. 

“ Aye ! y’re good on the concertina, I know; and 
there’s a man down forrids in the ’t\. ten-deck, what 
pl.ays a fiddl'—rwe miglkt havt; him. I saw him lookin’ 
in a while ago. Curly long hair ” 

“Come, lads! .I’m not turning in; .I’ll puit out 
the lamp, if you’re ready ! ’’ said Hudson, filling another 
pipe, and walking over to the lain.]). All the rntni in 
the watch below w’ere now lying down except Sydney 
Bob; and Hudson waitt'd at the lamp amidships, while 
Sydney pulled off his boots a tu\;. trousers. Beady 
and Bi]l atternpted, japes in their mouth', and sleep 
heavy on tlieip tyclids, fto talk to eiiyh other from their 
respective bunks — 

“ I, ’ad a cousin, a nice gal she y('as, top — itj 3 ,jill 
right, ’Udson, ;dl eight, no ’arm — ’er nyme was.Mybel 
Voercr — she used to sing every bundy at a 'Roman 
Cath'hc Church, though she ain’t no more Cath’lic 
'n 1 arp. But she ’ad the vyce 1 'Er fawthcr was a 
gcnnleman greengrocer, and she ’ad .a vyce wot’d 
draw tears aht ’er kidney potater i No kid^ naow ! 
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I’m goin’ into the greengrocing trydc nieself^ w’cn I 
chuck sailorizln’. ’h,-’’!! leave Mybcl Werer a» ship- 
load o’ brads, an’, an’, an’ ’is nyme’s 'Oraysho, syme . 
as mine ; fac, ’e’s my gawdfawther, an’, an’ Mybel 
Veerer, oh ! woman, woman ! in ahr ahs ! ” 

” Vas she gottess ? ” said Olsen, half aslf.v.p , 

“Not a Dutcl^frow ! ’’ said Beady smartly — wide- 
awake again. ^ “ You like fat, if that was your straight- 
piece, that ’Ambargcr v.-ith manila ’air on the pier-’ead, 
when we orled aht.’’ 

But Olsen made no response. In these things he 
was invulnerable. He was se«n dreaming either of 
the e.\iled Hamburg lady in f^uestion, or of another 
just jjke lie'r in pfij^sique ; and t>ie 4>resentation of 
Beilin-wool mats,' with slups in full sail upon them 
to each and all «f his choice. Sydney Bob had turned 
into his bunk quietly, and I’atn'ick Hudson -had blown 
out the lamp and made his way to the main deck, 
now almost deserted, except where the second mate’s 
watch congregated aft under tjie break of the poop. 

A lew of the emigrants amidships, at the married 
quarters, had. not 'yet retired, aiad the dark-haired 
“’oung man was standing on the heel of ^a’ spade .spar 
in the forv.i^d part, and gilding out to sea. But all* 
of his companions had gone below ; so the majjr deck 
here was as clear as, the temporary washhouses allowed 
lor perambulation. Hudson began to walk up and 
do’^ to, the sipall group of married folk ‘cynidsliips 
sitting_on the middle part of the spare topmast, on 
the hcol of which the* young man forward was standing, 
and back again to the latter. » When he approached 
the group he' noted that the voices were lowered, and 
dropped altogether as he turned abojjit close beside 
them. Hcirgathel^d that they were discussing' his 
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own action that night, for he caught a few words 
uttoi^d by tjrie woman whose li.tle boy In; had picked 
, out of the scuppers that morning. 

“I ses it’s a shyme fur a lydy to make mischief 
among pore inncrccnt sailor fellers like ’im ; I seed 
'er lyd^v'ship talkin’ to ’im this morning ; she ain’t 
much clarsc any’ow ! ’Er brother’s un artist gent 
with a sonft at ; jessay you’ve seen ’i'm ? I ses it’s 
disgustin’ ; their nyme’s Porl-gryve.'-’ 

So these people had formed an idea of their own as 
to the cause of the fracas in the forecastle ! Hudson 
walking forward, as his distance increased from the 
group, broke out into vn audible laugh, 

“ Ho-ho-ha-ha !. Well, I’m d 0 ! ” said he, putting 

his pipe in his pocket. He sprang -up at a .skid, under 
one of the forward boats, and raised himself up and 
down a few times. Then he drr)j)ped lightly to his feet. 

“ Yes ! I’ll be d d if that isn’t good ! ” 

‘‘ Is it to keep yourself in training you cfo that, Mr. 
Hudson ? ” said a voice beside him; “ I should have 
thought you would have felt sore after your day’s 
work and that bit of a fight and ail ! ” > 

" I II feel stiff, I suppose, after a sleep,” said Hudson, 
‘■looking intently at the ^landsome^^oalc i-icc. with the 
low broad brows, and dark wavy Hair falliiig over them. 
He had secn<him befose, bht he h'\d made no compari- 
sons. The young man’s figure was slight-built, and 
his dark ‘coat hung straight down from Jiis ^uare 
shoulders. From an inner pocket a white roll of 
paper projected beyond the lapel of his coati, visible 
in the light of the defining moon. Then the seaman 
put a /question before the other could speak — 

“ Pardon ine ! but — er — but have you a sister on 
board ? ” 



“ACT OF GOD” 


83 


Tlic young nian lookt'd at Hudson and smilod. 

“ I have to fhank ^on for dch'nding her ntinii', sir. 
Indeed, I ha,ve a sister oj"^ tlic hoat, as you suppose. 
It was she the men were speaking of." 

“ Don’t sir me ; I’m only an able seaman,” said 
Hudson. ‘‘ But f could have done no less.' '* • 

‘‘ I am glad Ivir name was unsjioken by that old 
blackguard ! *Faith ! I was nc\ar leaping into the 
den of lions myself, if it had been ! Seamen arc a 
strange class ! But yon seem a gentleman ! What ? ” 
His voice was soft and rich, with a sligiu flattening 
of some of the vowels, and rourMing of otln'rs, and Jthe 
excessive* asjpiratiiyi of the ft. ihe lips trembled 
slightlf’ as he spoke, bt'traying ir,wiwd nervousness 
and deep feeling tAgether. When he raised his hand 
to put back a hc'avy lock ^hat hung ovi'r his brow, 
Hudson noted that the fmgeft were \=^ry*long and 
thin. Thejt a thought^ passed through his nynd 
rapidly, and ire exclaimed— 

“ Mr. D' Arc}'— for I know ''.'our name, you see — 
you play the violin, do you not The men said so, 
I think. Will yoy ]>lay at our sing-song in the trades?” 
'* ” Is it a ccgicert, you mean? To be sure 1 will, 
tiicn, to please you ’ W’ill wc walk the deck together. 
Mr. Hudson ? I’m on watch myself ; we .all have tc 
keep watch by turns ; and the boat is* very steady 
now.” 


”,.>5-35, and shall we talk about music ? Fm «ver}- 
fond of. all kinds of music. ’i 

‘‘Of the melodeoif? ” said the musician, smiling 
‘‘ not of Olsen’s melodeon, surefy, Mr. Hudson ? Bui 
I saw you dancing to it the other night ! W^ill yoo 
call me Dominick ?/ I’m sure we will b^ great friepds 
entirely whifc we’re on the boat together.” 
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" Yes, Dominick, with pleasure ; and you must not 
call me Mr. ^iludson ; call me ^’at. Oli ! I’d do any- 
thing, and dance to a tii) whistle sometimes. Does 
your sister sing at all ? She might be kind enough 

to help us — and — she ” 

" Pa»t'*'is an Irish name,” said Dominick D’Arcy, 
“ and 1 fear there is some Irish in you, Pat. My sister 
sings the K;al Irish ; ah ! you should hear her ! ” 

” Your sister is very handsbme,” said Hudson, with 
enthusiasm. 

"Sheris,” said D’Arcy, with decision; “you’re 
no,t the fir^st that’s remarked it ! ” 

The two men wylkcu up {'nd (l<;'wn tlie main deck, 
pacing side by *'idc. It was a beautiful night, a 
serene, mild, health-breathing ni{^it, with a sinking 
iTioon, at this hour — a .njoon in her* first quadrature. 
The swaging* masts rAoved among the strf'ngthening 
stars overhead as the ship rqlled to tlic rhj-tlim of the 
swell. The burning tobacco in the pijie vf the Iftok-out 
man glowed orangc-rcvl against the; deep violet of thi; 
cavernous sky. Jlpst above the heads of the two men 
walking th(^ deck, the pendent reef-yoints of the fore- 
sail and toprfiast -Staysail swung tfige^^lier with their 
curved shadows ; svj'UBg toget]»«r witti the united 
movement of soldiers matching past on parade. The 
breeze was ^ steady •that a gentle strain kept staysail 
sheets as^ rigid qs iron rods, and there^was not a creak 
from bkick or sheave-hole ; only a* subdued hwujt of 
easy labour. .‘The whole ^hip murmured softly, w'ith 
a rcfiprocal plashing an^ gurgling from thd parting 
moon-spangled waves* under her bows. . , 

Tha group amidships had now gone below, and the 
wgteh kept a^t on the qnarter-dc^, smoking, dozing, 
or yarning. The poop was deserted, 1!.ave for the 
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second mate and the man at the wheel. The two men 
had the forw^a:^ part* of the main deck *all to them- 
selves. Pres^'ntly D’Arcy.^at the striking of the poop 
bell, left his companion for a moment, and going aft, 
called out, " All’s well in {he single men’s quarters ! ” 
The second mate replied, “ All right ! ” and 'err^ young 
man rejoined Hu^t^on. 

“ You fellows will soon g('t tired of that game ; it’s 
a shame to h.n't' passengers keeping w’atch 1 ” said 
Hudson. 

“ Ah ! we’re only, Irish emigrants ; not passengers 
like that lady and gentleman««in the cabin, Pat^l ” 
said D’Arcy bitterly. ^ 

“ mother was Irish,” said Hudson; “and what 
did you mean just ^low by the real Irish, Dominick ? ” 

” ’Sh ! just listen now, and you’ll see — whht ” 

A man put his head out of Hjc hatch way nvliich led 
to the fotjjvard '{ween-dcck, and Dominick D’A^cy 
accosted him,in the Gaelic tongue. . 

The man repli?d in English, that he thought his 
turn to watch had come round, and then retired, 
assured, for an^thei’ hour’s slceji. * 

’ ” That's th^ real Irish,” said DomiiTici, "and it’s 
rmall blame to the’p th(*y s|:n‘ak it onl}’ among them-* 
selves below.; sine, half of them ridicule ,thos£ that 
have it, like the County 5^orri,» and Wiiterford men, 
for instance. Ah ! Poor Ireland ! ' The honey- 

swepti- tongs of ^10 well-beloved Gaelic,’ as •Mivhell 
called ,it. You’ve never read John* S^itchell, I sup- 
pose — ithat ? ” * * ^ 

"Yes, I have. I did not think you meant’ the 
language, just now. So your sister sings the Gaelic? 
Does slie play ’em aju^? instrument, Domijiick ? ” ^ 

" Not at all ; she couldn’t tell the middle C on the 
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finger-board, but she sings in the traditional manner 
of the Irish 'peasantry. I expefct you^will not like it 
when you hear her at the sing-song — as you call it. I 
have M'ritten Englisli words to some t)f her songs, 
Mr. Hudson — Pat ; but the music can only bt' properly 
arrang»u*%vith a special notation for string instruments 
— like the ’cello and fiddle. I’ve li;ird some, arrange- 
ments myst'lf^ — for pianoforte — no good—ah ! ” 

“ Oh ! so you write verse and ‘compose music ! 
Whatever is taking Idiss D’Arcy and yourself to 
Atistralia ? ” inquired Hudson, ♦a.njirised, 

What i^ taking us,*;s it ? You must be an English- 
man to ask me tligd (^^aestiqu ! Jndecd, isn’t every- 
body leaving Eekmd ! There’s no living to be got 
at all in it ! But the organ is the^instrument I hope 
to start my living with. I have a 'silver medal for 
organ-pla3'ino, and I h^ive a letter to a bishop bc‘yond, 
whp knew my uncle. Father Timotliy (he’^ dead, (iod 
rest his soul !), when he \vas a student ^\t Maynooth. 
I'll be plaj'ing an orgjyii somewhere* no doubt. They 
do be saying how fine the churches are in Australia ! ” 
“ I haven’t seen any fine churc'nes there, except in 
one or two^ cities,” said Hudson ; ” Imt I wish yoil 
‘success. Where did you, study nskusic, Dominick — in 
Dublin ? ”, • 

” I did, in» Dublin, • My uncle (God rest him !) paid 
my, fees at the .(^cademjg and private Uiition, he did ; 
and*.vanrtcd me to go in for the priestjiood as weli^.,j.)ut 
I’m no good fbr'anythim^^ but the fiddle, and organ, 
and pianoforte, and 

” And you could Aot earn enough in Ireland, I 
suppof.e ? ” 

” It’s mortal difficult to earn b^e’s' living at music 
nowadays,” said Dominick sadly. “ The*artist is not 
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wanted in Ireland ; any thrummcr tliat fcan play an 
accompaniment^nd give tuitions can, to te sure, pick 
up an odd guinea like that ! But it’s writing music 
I’m thinking of for myself, Pat. I might become 
famous some day ! And I write the words, too. It’s 
dark, for all the moonlight, or I would sho'.-^j^ou an 
aria (as they i,'alHt at the Academy) set by me to my 
own words.” 

“ Irish words ? And will your sister sing it ? ” in- 
quired Hudson sympathetically. 

Is it the Irish ? •When I’m lialf ashamed to be 
heard spi'.akiiig it now, and .Kiy own mother ^thc 
heavens be her bed!) would 3»L‘at^me, and I a child, 
for speaking* it to strangers! And^ iL ’5 all Italian at 
the Academy 1 No ; when I write verses for mj; 
airs, I write English ; but 1 go to the Irish for in- 
spiration, Pat ” 

Then, aj^ruptly,* Dominick D’Arcy said : “ Is that 
an English l^d} that’s living along .w'ith her brothei 
in the best part of the boat, d,o you know? ” 

” The. lady that w-as with your sister this morning ? ' 
inquired Hudson, adecling a languid interest. 

" The very^same. She and you w«rt* talkifig to- 
gether up thtre b''vond. Slje seems as happy as tlu 
day’s l(»ug. She has the siyeet face and th^ light foot 
God bloss her 1 You and shi? arc acijuainted, nc 
doubt ? , 

“ No — — tlTaJ. is — er, yes — slightly. Ldoje aj’tht 
sinking, moon ! Is it not jovely, Bominick ? Come 
up herd on the spar !*” saief Hudson, evidently wishing 
to change the conversation as«abruptly as Domuiick 
and leaping lightly up on to the spare topmast ^lashec 
to the bulwarks. 

” Aye ! she’s sinking fast, going down like poor'ok 



88 


‘•‘ACT OF GOD” 


Ireland. Oh, wirrastrua ! going the same way, more's 
the pity ; ttic Gael is walking the vorld, and the 
, stranger’s in his house ! The days of Carolan will 
never come again ; he was the last of us — 

‘Last of our ancient minstrels ! thou who lent, 
buoyant motive to a foundering race . . , 

God lest you, dear Tlioi lough ! . , / 

Faith, I foKct the words ; and I’ll warrLnt you never 
heard tliem before, Pat ? ” 

“ It’s the nature of the Irish to assume that the 
]iiip;lish know nothing of their history and literature,” 
said Hudson evasivek: ; ” but look at the moon, 

Dominick, and never iW.nd Ireland ; the subject is a 
sad one, seemirtglv.” ‘ , 

‘‘ Moonsets are sadder than sunset*'.,” said Dominick ; 
‘‘ the music in that great dark cloud with its brilliant 
frTnge of light is tlie nnisic which 1 feel, but cannot 
explain. It is the music of the Gac’i ! ” ^ 

“'^Itlusic’s the same all the w’orld over,”^said Ifcidson 
curtly. ^ 

‘‘ But what a language is the Gaelic for musical 
setting, compared ho tlie Eng’'-?!!, for instance ! ” 
contin\ied Dtmunick. " The Gaehe is as lull of light 
vand shade as that moonset^ ; yet as ijibtle Sfnd as elusive 
in the^qualitics of its sounds as tliat picture before us 
• comnared to*a broad daylight seeqe — whai ? ” 

” Gm ! ” said Hudson. 

*icel something mysterious \yifhin me as^hat 
big cloud creeps over the moon, and drags its. purple 
pall past it ; past it, look ! 'as it is passing now* Ah ! 
Do you believe in presentiments, Pat ? ” 

“ If you read Walt Whitman the American’s poems 
you’ll find something about musiw and architecture, 
and' things that w'e gaze on, and all that .ve ourselves 
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put into them,” said Hudson sententiously, whom such 
scenes made j^ilosophical, rather than sentimentally 
poetical. He had bought a volume ol Walt Whitman 
before joining the Young Vrctcndcr. * 

” Ah ! you’d never iu1der?.tand me,” said D’Arcy, 
" but I heal'd Iht’ miisir of di'ath onl\' just najj- ! And 
that seaman's Latin is sounding in iny ears* Nomcn 
aniicitia cRt,%iomcn inane fidcs ! ” 

“ Nonsense ! said Hudson ; ” tliose waves are 

positively dancing in tlie golilen track of the moon ! 
And Carditt's Latin js about a.-^ apposite as his goat’s 
beard. It’s a wedding with ncli colouia# lady you 
should be thinking ot, i>omini^Jc ; not tlic Anisic of dead 
marches.” * * ^ 

They both reimiined silent for sAme time — the care- 
less seaman S'leking adventure and novc'l sensation 
wherever he listed, and fhe »imtra veiled, ^melanchfily 
Irish musician — Ixith looking lOH-.ardtlit' sinking moon, 
whicji, alter paissing th6 b’g cloud, liad now descAided 
quite close to Mie horizon. , D’Arcy leaned his pale 
cheek on his folded hands, bn'ast-liigh on the top- 
gallant rail of tlA: bulwarks. The pale yellow rays 
.shone weakly on las face, and the dark e»es, de#p sunk, 
looked myateriotT^ with unspoken thought and liidd<^n 
longing. The no longer golden lialf-moon was now 
close, dijrping its horn irlbo tlje horizon, and flie dc'cp 
shadows were creeping across the decks. The colour 
of the moon ’^as a tiery and bloody cfipper ► and s^viftly 
the ocean’s rim rushed up to drown it. For an mstant 
it’s upper horn gleamed Ske a glowiirg lateen sail, and 
then it was gone, as if for cv<;r. 

Dominick' D’Arcy breathed a deep sigh, and spoke 
slowly. . ' 

” Thcros goes ininslail ! all hopes? all endeaifc’our 1 



90 


“ACT OF GOD” 


Sure ! don’t they go just like that ! Ah ! O'Neill 
and SarsfioldS Tone and Emmet ! Smith O’Brien, 
^and all of them ! But Phoenix Park ! last May ! ” 
(abruptly) ‘‘ I wonder now) Pat, what a lady like 
Miss ” 

“ MissJPalgrave, do you mean ?‘” said Hudson 
curiously. 

'■ Aye ' " /rapidly) “ the lady in the r;ioin. What, 
in He;iven’s name, does she think of us Irish, at all, 
after that ? ” 

•• Wh at does it matter, Domiivck ? Worse things 
have hapjVmed in otlics/' Cfinntries — in England, the 
home of the ‘iree, and th^gem ci the sea, for instance ! 
The more men pjtv the plumage the more ihey Target 
the dying bird. \Vhat matters her opinion, Domi- 
nick ? '' 

^ Oh ! nothing at alU! said Dominick, changing 
liis tone immedjately, and desrtaidin/^ from the s])ar ; 
''but nf h-ionan biicith ar^bidlc ag'iis ar Jdn-hhvilc ! 
as we say whcrc*^ Johaiy^a and I co*me from, winch 
means there is a diiference fx'lween l)eing mad and 
being mad entirely,' Pat. And I vs (faldn’t have a lady 
like Mi^s •> 

Palgravc’s her nam<e’ said ^ludsctn, getting 
dow'Ji after the musician. “ I thiifn I shall go below 
and get an hoy.r’s .sleep it’s^ just sij: bells ! ” 

” Miss Palgravc — a lady like her — to think me one 
of thfj'cal,01d Irish, as Swift called tljcm 1 ”, 

Hudson laughed. •• Then he said lightly — , 

“ If 1 had saicl you were tliat, you and I would be 
enemids, Dominick ! ” i 

“ We can never be that, Pat ; we will be great 
friends. Sure, you are not the kin^^ of man to harm 
any dne ! ” 
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“ There, goes six bells ! ” said Hudson. " I|m going 
below ; good i^glit ! *’ * 

“ And 1 njust take a look at the place where we men 
sleep and make my report to the officer on the poop* 
beyond. Those count ryrhen of mine are vTry carelej.s 
with lighted mafehes, and they all smoke C'xcpt my- 
self, thougli it’s^ag.iinst the rules in the ’twceh-deck — 
you call it ? ’ • 

“ Not smoke ’bi low 1 is that one of your rules ? It 
wouldn’t do for us si-ami'n ! But I can see a glim of 
light down your haU'hway, Dominick ! ” 

They walked foiwuid (ogetl^'r, and Patrick Hudson 
halted a moment at Ih'- foreJratch. 

“,Some of them have a c.andk' l^'twcen tli^m, and 
play a game of eaids of a night,” said Dominick ; " it’s 
little use sayij.g anything.” 

"Why should you? Wlxit does jiiiyhody carr? 
Good night ! They will find the tiifle hang heavy 
between tigs nnd the 'Colonies if Ihey don’t pl3.y at 
something ! Gflod night ! ” 

" Good night, Pat ! Bcaiv\achi kat I There’s some 
more wild Irsh fin you ! ” 

" Good ni^it, 'Dominick ! ” 

Tiic muSiCian d'^cended to the conimed tween-decit, 
and the sxtman went straight on into the less foul- 
smelling forecastle. Situated above ^thc fore-pea}:, 
W'here all the paraffin and tish-oil, and hempen rope, 
and tar, ancf foals were stowed, tire coiftpiiunCating 
hatch was battened dowai and padlocked ; but in the 
singll-men’s quarters b(*Tow the cracks between the 
separating bulkhead allowed.the fumes from the fore- 
peak to diffuse themselves around the sleeping berths. 
Yet after the fia^i, swecT breeze this night-^and the 
conversatTOn with D’Arcy — the stuff>’*air of his narrow 
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quarters, hcavj'^ with fish-oil and tobacco-smoko and 
the out-breattiings from a score C)f hni^ts, mixed with 
the odour of salt pork, seemed exceptionally oppressive 
to the able seaman. Beady, in the n('xt bunk to his 
owm, was loudly breathing very much in his throat ; 
and Hudson struck a match and gently lifted the 
overhanging head, which his hands had touched in 
the dark as Ije gropi-d for his place. He slipped 
off his clothes, and put his rolled-up 'jacket beneath 
the butcher-boy seaman’s head, without awakening 
him. Beady, ceasing his gulteral breathing now, 
muttered "in his sleep,, as if half conscious of the 
kindness — 

* # 

“ She’s an ’only gawddoss ; t'nat’s wot she is — thank 
yer ! She ain't your sort, Olsen — straight gal, ship- 
mite — 'Udson — wish yer joy ! Fair f ly, 1 ses, fair 
piy ! ” 

Hudson lit hfs pipe with another match, and climbed 
into his bunk. Then he smoked away iic tlie darkness, 
till slumber began to fail -upon his ey'is, and the pipe 
fell from his teeth, and the glowing ashes burnt the 
blanket under his diln. The smell' startled him into 
sudden' wakefulness again, and tlu, beginning of a 
d^'eam in which the figiiri' of Joanrni, O'Arey ajipeared, 
was shattered immediately. He put the pipe into the 
c.'uvas becket nailed to the ship’s side; and had it 
not been pitch dark, anybody there might have seen 
Patrick Hudson, careless wanderer, adventurer, and 
.seaman, do a strange thing for one of that ship’s com- 
pany. And had not some rats been scuttling abUut in 
the bre'ad-bargc, and a dozen men been snoring all at 
once in different pitch, and one of them muttering in- 
coherently beside him, anybody ir?.,Tht have heard a 
stranger thing jiorhaps. For Patrick Huds-sn crossed 
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himself devoudy, and said two prayers softly, and in 
the Latin toilgue. 'But nobody could! have guessed 
their exact jntiartion from what he whispered, as he. 
turned on his side to sleep — 

“ That no evil may bclall her ! ’’ 



CHAPTER IV 

T he next evening, not only the ship’s company, 
but the whole cargo of emigrants, had palatal)le 
food for novel discussion, whatever other food imsuitcd 
them. Ahd the piccc. de resistance was, whether it 
was fit and' seemly for^jthe Captain to allow an able 
seaman to sit for, two hours on the poop* among the 
single women, and have his “ pictur Cook '' by a saloon 
passenger, whili* another saloon pass(sngcr smiled at 
lum and ‘"made free w^lch him in a ''disgraceful 
wxiy/' In the second dogwvatch, down rpnong tlie 
young women around the matron’s - tea-table.; the 
discussion was ciuitc ac?\’nionious. ^he matron had 
said that she had been in several ships, emd she " had 
never, never seen 'Sitch a proceedhig ! ” One of the 
girls Said, "‘What harm was the; e in it at all?'" 
Another said, " More pxj\ycT to the artist gentleman, 
but it was he that could take a picture ; »nd another 
sided wdth thf matron .and said, " It was against the 
rules that a seaman should slay on the poop except 
wheh^doing’his duty as a sailor, and that’ Miss Palgravc 
should be ashaipied to make so much of one of the 
men before them all, and she was simply made of 
brass ‘Itself, so she was.’* etc. One voice alone was 
silent ; it was that of Joanna D’Arcy. 

Down in the married quarters K^men.at one table 
calletd to other Svomen at a second table, amd those to 
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a third set, anithc burdf'ii of tlioir opiirion was that 
“ such goings dn wercT not docent at all.”.'^ The woman 
from Hackney, with the little boy (whom Hudson had 
petted the morning of tTie preceding day), was ex- 
’ceptionally virulent in her d<'nunciation of Mr. Pal- 
grave and his sister. “As I says to the German 
baker, mum. she ain’t no nice patten for our sect. 
She’s jast, tnat’s wnt .die is ; and I *'a1j; fast gals. 
Look at my Mfranda ‘ip there ; see the way as she 
beyives, not like that lydy. I-yd}’ indeed ! she ain’t 
no real lydy, to m^l'«^ eyes at a man like that theie. 
Wy, I seed ’er sinik' at ’inv^langrishing fikc ; and 
such a nice manias tlw^ T’d#5n^is, too.' The bak(!r 
says, as ’ow'he can .'.ay ‘ ’Ow ’yc^do.’ and ‘ It’s a fine 
day,’ in real Gcinf-an like ’isself. Ain't it sickening for 
a lydy, lilce \\-<A she thinks ’ersclf, I s'pose, to carry 
on with a nice well beyiv’ia^ young uiau like thaf 
'lldson feyer. I ‘calls it 'undecent ; thill’s wot I calls 
it.’’ 

Do'vn in the single men’s tjuarters they were more 
reticent, and most of the men seemed rather amused 
both there and iii the raarrii'd ffluriters. One young 
man sajd to ypmiJtick D’Arcy, " That»frS?rid oPyours, 
Dominick, is a hijdcy man., ''Vhat a nice lady that 
Miss I’algravc is m’ ami he* winked_ rnystenously. 
Another said, “ Stfmc women, have a ^ueer fancy^ 
now, why didn’t she settle on me P I’ve got a mous- 
tache.’’ .And'apiidst the laughter so'mebofly sh<ifited, 
“ Go diugaidh Din sonuachar maitk d^uit ! ” and the 
other Tesponded, ‘‘ Oh, bays, boys, listen to the wild 
Irish ! did y’ever hear the like J as if a lady o’ quality’d 
set her eye on the hkes o’ that gossoon ! ’’ and Domi- 
nick D’Arcy cried j^t in angry tones : “ And it’s you, 
Michael, yo«rsclf, that could say the soft thing in Irish, 
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if you . wero' not aslinnicd of own mollicr’s tongue. 
Is dcas an buachail in ! And Miss Talgrave would 
be a prize of tlic Ix'st man in the boat, God 

bless lier ! '' 

From these snatches of badinage and dialogue it may 
be gatlj-ered tliat Patrick Hudson had acc(^pted Miss 
Palgrave s invitation on belialf of her brother, and 
(with the Captain’s consent) liad been sitting in the 
first dog-watcli for his ]:)ortrait, posed by IMr. Palgrave 
in proximity to his vivacious sister. Mr. Palgrave 
had posed the seaman, standing against tlie mizen 
shrouds, with one arm^ resting on the pin-rail, with a 
background of deep <tlue ^oa and tradt^-wind sky, 
while Miss Palgrave stood by with her back to the rail, 
chatting to the model. A group cd girls sat on deck, 
tind stood around the artist; and'^thc chief mate 
walked to and fro athwiirtships with the Captain ; 
both amused at tlie nr>\a‘lty <'f such an incident aboard 
the old Youn^ Prcicndcr. Hudson keptJiis p(nse wrll, 
and k(‘pt it with such ii? com])reh(’n^ion of the artist’s 
interest in studied action, that Mi^s Palgrave, as well 
as her brother, was delighted. .Mr. Palgrave, how- 
ever, ex])rebb>ed his delight in rather a Gnguid manner. 
■»At first It amounted, \aTbalIy, ^'^'o little more than 
apostrophes to his jroltcc on tlK: small ennvas b(d'ore 
diim ; yet l\^s eyes belied his affectation of languid 
interest, they w(tc bright with an intensity of love 
for Uic art of creative drawing. To-morrow he would 
lay in rich twyni colour over his froticc, colour that 
was in his mdnd already. ' A rapid sketch hr colour 
was 'not necessary, he said ; this man stood as im- 
movable as a rock. 

Miss Palgrav(fs manner anV words contrasted 
vi\Oaciously with the affected languor of^her brother, 
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I can see you have posed as a model t^efore/' she 
, said to Hudson /showing her short whit/ teeth in a 
glad laugh. "You arc not a bit stiff or awkA^ard; 
you are as full of pose as a® Neapolitan." 

. " I have sat for my portrait before," he replied, 
smiling. • ^ 

"To whom, to.whom?" she exclaimed, \^ith the 
anxiety of on? wife had many artistic differentiations. 

" To a Mr. Pyper, Miss Palgrave, severaf years ago, 
a painter at Valparaiso ; he was slaying there for a 
year or two. lie came from Paris, or was it London ? 
1 forget." 

"To Pyper! to that dear ^j^'per — G -iMacNulty- 
Pyper ? Indeed ! 

" Vqs ; his name; was Pypci — perhaps it is the same. 
You tlhiik him u great artist ? Has he become 
famous ? " 

" Think ? Eustace, ch ar, the model *wants to 
know wlicthcr \ iliink I-\yp(*r .t great artist." • 

" Ah ! P.ylt>er J Hie world is beginning to say 
Pyper is a great artist now. We knew^ each other in 
Paris. I w’^as quite 4i little hoy at# the time I first met 
him ; but I knew bis greatness whei'^ 1 sa^v his 
etchings," ' 

" He was naintii^ pictures* of the sea at Valparaiso/^ 
said Hudson ; " his room where he worked was full of 
sea pictures." * * 

" Are you any judge of painting inejuired Miss 
Palgrave." 

" H*)w should an able ^caman be, Miss Palgrave ? 
No, I know little about painting. I did not •know 
that Mr. Pyper was a great artist. I had never seen 
pictures ]ik6 his bc^^re ; and 1 certainly did laot like 
the portrait he painted of me. He l^^gan it on the 
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beach and Wished it in his studio. I was hard up, 
and h^> paid iVie a dollar for an hour's Sitting/’ 

Ah ! ” sighed Eustace, you are like the rest of 
the unseeing world that Pyper had to conquer/* 

But it was not like me att all ! ** 

Indeed ? Perhaps it was like ’something which 
you had never seen in yourself/* said Miss Palgrave, 
as her brothel* only smiled and kept sfilent, The 
artist creates ; he does not imitate/’* she added, and 
as if repeating a proverb. 

Or should not/* said Eustace Palgrave appro- 
vingly. ’ Nature itni1|?tcs art, if it likes ; but the 
artist must leave imit<<*/ion tq anybody but artists.** 
His eyes looked n)und for a morntuit at the crowd of 
girls, and then returned to his canvas. Presently he 
continued in a less affected manner*, and speaking 
\vith evident ^intent to^ ’demonstrate a point of art 
with one who was fit to hear\um, he’continued, You 
will*see traces of the artless, imitation of nature in all of 
us, but more especially jfi women, for they are nearer 
to mother nature than we arc ; they have not evolved 
quite so far away Ir6m it, they — •-** 

'' Nbw, Eustace I ** said Miss-*^ Palgrave remon- 
rtratingly, yet evidently happy in a {bought, which, 
expressed itself in her face, that h/v broth^jr was losing 
the listless attitude to^everything whicli he had indi- 
cated of late. Mr. ’Palgrave smiled and remained 
sileri^. „ * ' ^ * 

“ Now, Eustace*! ** she repeated, but to urge him to 
speak more. 

Hudson noted the ^isterly pride in her manner, 
and in her very w^ords themselves. 

W611, look at this young lady'^erc— Miss D’Arcy, 
I think your kame is ? Don’t turn yoiy* head this 



“ACT OF GOD” 


99 


way, please ” Hudson) ; ” now she jje a child of 
nature ” * . 

" And a very beautiful child, too,” said Miss Pal- , 
grave. Joanna, who was the nearest of the young 
women to her, blushed* at being dravra into the 
subject of their* conversation, which she jiid not 
understand. ^ 

“ A beautiful,' artless child of nature,’,’ continued 
Mr. Palgrave, faying in his monochromatic frottee 
rapidly as he spoke ; “ but if she were sitting for 
portraits every day and looking at them continually, 
the life in her would begin tc timitate the art on the 
canvas ; imitation b^/ human :^ture of art would soon 
assert itself.*’ 

He worked awa^? silently for some time, and then 
said to his sister, who had turned to Joanna D’Arev, 
and another girl named Miranfla Jenkins* (tlxt daughter 
of the woiTjan wirti the l.ttle b^'V in the married quar- 
ters). '■ Wlijitc'-ver we are continually looking at and 
thinking about we partly hvCcome ; and if this man 
Hudson — your name is Hudson ? — if he were always 
looking and thinking about paiifting, and sculjiture, 
and the fine ^vts generally, he would fiot look the 
noble buccaneer he does.” , • 

At this Idudsou laughed pleasantly,, apd Miranda 
Jenkins pinched Joanna’s arm myste«iousl}'. Tht 
lieautiful, unkempt, red-haired Irish girl looked at her 
companion fro^ Hackney inquiringly. Mi1-anda»Jen- 
kins whispered to her, ” 'E says aS ’(jw 'e’s nowble- 
looking somethin’. Yer I'leedn’t git red in thq fice, 
Joanner ! ” * 

” Is there anythjjig in that Elgin and Tpwmlcy 
collection of niarblrs in the British Museum tliat this 
young lady* here reminds you of ? ” ssAd Palgravd to 
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his sister, turning his eyes for a ivoment towards 
Miranda Jenkins and Joanna D’Xrcy. 

" Which girl do you me^n ? ” said Miss Palgrave. 
Miranda giggled, and Joanna blushed hotly at his 
staring, and turned her hea(3 away from Hudson. 

“ I iiif'an this tall, slender, metropolitan girl; this, 
type which it has taken London cen'tyri^’ t<> evolve.” 

” Now, don^t yer git making no fun o’ me,” said 
Miss Jenkins tartly, and without the' least blush, yet 
her eyes twinkling with pleasure. 

” Fun My dear young lady k .You might have sat 
for vour bu;^J as Atys ;:r Aidoiunis, and the way that 
scarf is drawn around >^hur tlwoat ard over your head, 
in somewhat a p.vramidal form, heightens tlie re- 
semblance to that bust in tlie Musdum.” 

The girl Miranda looked uni'asily aV Mr. Palgrave. 
She felt tlrat he might juss^bly be ” poking fun ” at 
her, as she described it afler^.ards. * But sjie tittered 
with jdcasure wlain Constance Palgravf; s,aid — 

” It is a very beautifk^ head, Miranda, that one in 
the British Museum ; but 1 hardly think my brother 
does you justice in ’comparing if with yours. You 
arc much haiid^tomcr ! ” ' 

' " You understand what I mean^ ” said Palgrave to 
Hudspn. . ' 

" Hudson turned his' head a moment toward Mr. 
Palgrave, and looked at him steadily. ” I think I do, 
if tli£ bust is one of Atys,” he rejdied. ” I have not 
quite forgotten my classical mythology.” 

” AJi ! those wonderful Greeks ! ” said Eustace. 

He sighed, as it seemed, disconsolately. 

” Ah^ ! the days of Pericles, the days of .Beauty and 
of Love ! ” He sighed again. ^ 

“/•The hypoii'rite, and the envious pri5de, looking 
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between their epread fingers — they w^e there, of 
course. But men and women became beautiful 

because thay looked on, at unashamedly beautiful 

things. Alas ! that art should have created, with 
all the beautiful religions and moralities, all the ugly 
ultimate insincerities ! Oh ! to begin again .tWth the 
youth of ar% aji^d beauty, and religion ! Oh ! what 
an age ! What an age we live in ! ” • 

” How ? Theit; is no dearth of religion to-day, 

surely ? ” said Hudson, but half comjirehending. 

" Ah ! you mca’’ Ponventional morality, I suppose, 
like everyliody else ? The O^'ck religio^ was joy in 

life, like their art end lil'-ratuie, like their — their ” 

" Yes, dear, go on," spurred Mi^lS Palgrave, as 
Eustace began to'wipe his brushes on a piece of rag, 
and pour out Some turpentine into his little dipper, 
Eustace Palgrave sighed, and looked •stendfastly at 
Miranda Jenkins,* who r -turmal his stare with anather 
as calm and iulemotional. 

Go on, Eustflce." 

" That will do, Hudson, thank you, until to-morrow. 

^ # # 

The Greeks v'ere fortunate in having no Philistines.” 

” Le<- me vr])e your brushes, Eustaccr Wasn’t St. 
Paul a great Phili 'tine, nowfc? ’’ • 

" Yes, but he was three, hundred yf-ars too Jate — 
for the Greeks — C( nstancc.” 

Hudson loojred toward the Captajn and the fhief 
mate at the oldier end of the poop. Tliey wiire in 
close conversation, and the master svas illustrating 
diagrammatically some nautical problem with wet 
finger on the wheel- box. Hudson lingered a moment, 
and turned to Jogpina D’Arcy and said : Have 

you any message for your brother Dominick, Miss 
D’Arcy ?”" 
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" You ki^yW my brother, then ? «Is it old friends 
you are ? Or was he speaking about me to you ? ” 
said Joanna, a little flurried, at his unexpected address. 
She felt his sight piercing her own downcast eyelids. 

“ Well, we are friends now, miss. I thought you 
might ITce to send a message.” 

‘‘ Oh, I have plenty to do as much as* that for me, 
thank yo\i,” said Joanna, yet in a mariner that was not 
intentionally indifferent. 

” Why don’t yer let ’im give ’im ycr love, Joanner,” 
said Miranda Jenkins, with lifr'-arm linked in the 
othei’s. ‘‘ .Don’t galsy)ften send their love to their 
brothers ? ” 

” Tell Dominick, I am looking forward to Sunday,” 
said Miss D’Arcy 

_ Now Sundaj', aft'^r the ^idday meal, was the time 
set apart by t}ic regulations ,for all emigrants who had 
relatives among the single \?i)men to visit tliem on 
the poop. At aiiy otlu'r’ time commiKiication was 
forbidden. Never were' conventual novices so care- 
fully watched in the early days of the voyage as were 
these young women. Indeed, as Hudson was speaking 
to Joanna, the' matron, who was knii'ing a pair of 
stockings, sitting by Du mizen-mast on the deck, 
looked, across to the group, and called out^ 

'* Miranda 'Jenkins, come here ! ’’ 

Miss Palgrave turned and saw Hudson and Joanna 
standing together. 

Hudson’s eyes were full of deep and wonilering 
admiration ; any woman could see that. Miss Pal- 
grave quickly walked over with her brother’s paint- 
brushes in her hand, and joinedt’n the conversation, 
which now related to the projected concert. 

. ‘‘ I shall sing''you a song myself,” said MiSs Palgrave. 
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" Oh, Joanna 1 •let me hook the body o^ your dress. 
Why, half the hooks are missing ! ” 

“ Your brpther tells me, that you sing divinely, Miss 
D’Arcy ; we shall all be delighted,” said Hudson. 

“Your brother, ch ? ‘And does he sing?” said 
Miss Palgrave. 

" He doesjnoj:/ then ; but he can make songs, and 
he can play the violin and the organ too !.” 

“ Oh, ho ! he is very proficient ! ” said Miss Pal- 
grave, adjusting Joanna’s dress with a couple of pins. 
“ There ! that wilUde now ; you look quite proprette, 
1 declare I Well, we shall all yssist, even Mr. Hudson, 
I suppose ? ” ■„ 

"Oh, yes, do!” said Joanna, eagerly, returning 
Hudson’s rapturotis gaze, yet blushing again. 

“ The matroit ses as ’ow yer to not to speak to enny 
of them sailor fellers, Joy^nn(?r ! ” whisgerad Miranda, 
coming ov«r to th*e grouj/ (the whisper was very audible 
to all) ; “ bijt don’t yer nrnd.” 

Hudson smilecf Miss D’Ar^' blushed uncomfortably, 
and Miss Palgrave coloured crimson with anger. 

“ Really, tliat woman exceeds*her duty ! ” she said 
sharply. , , 

Joanna walked away y^ith downcast eyes, and 
Hudson tu.ned tc) Icavc^ the poop. .Miss Palgrave 
accompanied him < and when* he had descended ®n 
the lee side she leaned over the rail qnd spoke to him 
below OQ. the quarter-deck. Miranda JcTikins ^'ame 
and leaned over beside hej. She dxlilbited contempt 
for the matron’s injunctiofis. 

“ To-morrow you must giAse me the names of all 
those who are goingfto sing,” said Miss Palgrave. 

“ Dawnce as well,” said Miranda ; " you sho’uld jest 
see my fathter dawnce hke the 'talyanlbriggins.' 
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Hudson 'burned away with, a %mile. Miranda 
Jenkins had One of tlic most refined, if singularly un- 
intelligent, faces he had «ver seen. There was a 
subtle sexless grace in every, line of her features. She 
seemed one of civilization’s strange mistakes. Miss 
Palgra'T^’s loud, cheerful laugh follow’ed him as he 
turned away ; and looking over his skoult’er he caught 
her glance, -and raised his canv'as cap. The eyes of 
all on the poop w-cre fastened on her as she raised her 
hand and waved it pleasantly. 

Said the matron to the Captain f ‘‘ That sailor man 
seems to have taken tlU’^' lady’s fancy.” 

Said the Captain .jocosely '.o the ^'natron : " Ladies 
hav'e strange fancie.s. Matron ; now what do yoa say 
to Mr. Shackley, eh ? Ho-ho-ho ! 

^ Mr. Shackley, standing by, hearing h'is name spoken, 
turned tovVard* them. < 

V < 

The matron, a hard-featured woman, w’hft had been 
successive!}' a spinster schc^ol -teacher, a fnarried mid- 
wife, and a widow' in charge of enugrant girls, per- 
mitted the corners, o^ her lips to r^-lax a little. 

Mr. .Shackley rubbed his unshaven chin, and held 
his head sideways in his usual manner. 

^ “ Oh, it’s nothing, Mr. Chackleyr” said the Captain, 
winking at -tho matron, t Heie’s ' Biduy ’ ! Well, 
' ’Biddy,’ and’w'ould y'Ju like your portrait painted ? ” 

jpanna D'Arcy.took the Captain’s banter pleasantly. 
She simpfy replied, ‘‘ I sec you have a«name for me.” 

‘‘ Why, you’i::! all ' Biddys,’ ” said the matroi'i- with 
a harsh guffaw. ‘‘‘Biddys’ from Paddy’s land. 
However, you arc among white folk now.!’ 

Whe^:eas the banter of the Captdun, however W'anting 
' in the rudiments of good taste, was of a kindly quality, 
fhe/words of tfie matron were, the girl felt, those of 
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a natural enemy.* Bi;t she did not retort/and turned 
to Miss Palgrave and Miranda (who had come across 
the deck) with a mute gesture of indifference. But 
her eyes were bright with .anger. 

“ What are yo.u saying to Joanna ? ” said Miss 
•Palgrave. 

“ Ladies tllat* •! have known usually mind their 
own business,” refilled the matron. 

The Captain interposed. ” Will you take a walk 
before tea, Miss Palgrave ? Has your brother gone 
below ? Kee.ding i«iAich novels after his ligrd work, 
I suppose ? Ha-ha-ha ! ” 

He drew Miss 3 ’algra.o awa^ .from the matron; 
and rtic Doctor coming on deck at, that moment, the 
three walked the poop together. 

Thus it came about tli^t the painting of Patrick 
Hudson’s picture was tlu' cause of the feud alxKird 
the Youn^ Pretender. Douti in the after ’tween-deck 
the matron Ascussed Mi.ss Palgrave* and Joanna was 
silent. For the fn-st time; in her life the young woman 
from Kilnatubber fOt an agitatiyii .within her bosom 
which forbade, as it seemed beyond, sclf-examiijation. 
There might bf'an cTlement of doubt in Miss Palgrave’s 
'affected friendship \^but the«m in Hudson had sounded 
her soul’s ‘deeps, and she trusted unquest i-aaing. 
Joanna did not attach the idoafij flatterjfto the ima^e 
of Hudson ; far her own womanly vanity set it dpwn 
instantly as uimflected admiration. An(f whei* the 
matrop, with a kind of ohypercriti(ial compassion, 
referred to Joanna as Miss Palgravc’s ” waianing- 
pan,” and ev'orybody titterc'd^t the table, the young 
woman, sitting at thf* next table eating her brejd-and- 
butter and drinking her tea, smiled as she listened and 
heard. The matron’s metaphor ma^ have maanf 
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something iijafferent to the young w^men than to the 
ex-midwife herself — ^indeed, such labels of spite have ' 
often no clear meaning whatever — but Joanna D’Arcy’s 
red hair, that Miss Palgrave admired, and which 
Joanna herself could see Patrick Hudson admired 
still nPvjre, was in itself sufficient to make the matron’s 
words a standing jest for the future,, , this, girls 
would no doubt come below to the matron with such 
scraps of news from the deck as, “ Miss Palgrave is 
warming herself with Joanna as usual,” or, ” That 
sailor man Hudson looks as if Le. would like to warm 
himself too J” •’ 

Miranda Jenkins sj^okc hr, very freely, but 
without any colouring of personal dislike. She 
seemed strangely removed from ' all those stresses 
and strains of the passions which, in a society such 
as that aboard the Young Pretender, undermine the 
fabric of convention. Miraifda, in the first minute 
of acquaintance with Joanna, had said^‘'I like you; 
you’re Hirish, ain’t yer ? I like Hifish and Hitalians. 
'Ow old 're you ? I’m nineteen. Did you ever ’ave 
a young man ? 1 never seed one I’d like to walk out 

with, did you? Why, I'd rather l^ve a gal enny 
• day!” And Joanna hjid felt very uncomfortable 
for ji, few minutes. Hut R^iranda s total lack of good 
taste was akeady reannmending itself, as it were, to 
the^ Irish girl's^ natural love of sincerity. Miranda 
was,onf.\f}jo could never bcceinc ay enemy. From 
the matron’s tpa-Iable, tl^at second dog-watch, when 
the gonvors.ition was gro\Hng quite epilhetical, she 
called across to Joanna, “ We're a-talkin' about you, 
we’re givin’ of yer a ^rharicte: . and I 'ope 
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deserved, Miranda, who heard it indisti)?^!!}?, cried 
* aloud that they all had to get characters before, they 
were granted c. passage. “.But,” she added, “ I never 
knew as you ’ad a charicter. Matron ; did you ’ave 
to get one too ? ” And a’ll the other girls burst out 
laughing ; not witfi, but at, the matron this ti^jror 

The matron^s face grew harder, and, rapping on the 
table, she said grace with much unction. .They were 
all, nominally, Protestant girls, and as such, shared 
her table, and occasionally an additional luxury in the 
way of preserves for*t<fa or pickles for dinner. When 
the girls at the other tables ^dividually^ whispered 
thanksgiving andvcovcft’y bl*sse,d themselves with 
the sign of the cross (for few did it ojjcnly) , the matron, 
to show by contract how the good English Protestant 
conducted herseff at table, always prayed aloud in a 
high-pitched voice, so that all in the * 'tween-decks 
might heai» her (iistinctl'y. Slie had attempted the 
introduction of a* hymn at th'e conclusion of the evening 
meal; but Mirarfda Jenkins' had made the attempt 
abortive. Her fits ^ giggling were contagious, and 
they spread even to the other tables near the matron’s. 
To after reniO!*rtration, Miranda had respondc(5 that 
when the matron 'scupper teejh persisted in falling* 
down in thc‘middle of a v«rse, it put the girls ali,put 
of tune. To the matron’s ow'»^ severe words of re- 
proval she responded that she did vot "know ^ow 
it was, d'.yer know, but she always felt tidkUsh jfter 
tea.”^ . * . 

No, from Miranda the young woman from I^ilna- 
tubber expected no enmity ; but there were two or 
three girls from her bwn part of Ireland who curried 
favour with the matron, and from one of these she 
had already teceived a pin-prick, as it ^iere, of maltpe,^ 
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something ';jlifferent to the young wtmen than to the 
ex-midwife herself — indeed, such labels of spite have ' 
often no clear meaning whatpvcr^ — but Jojnna D’Arcy’s 
red hair, that Miss Palgrave admired, and which 
Joanna herself could sec Patrick Hudson admired 
still mt)re, was in itself sufficient to make the matron’s 
words a standing jest for the future,, , i^Jter this, girls 
would no doubt come below to the matron with such 
scraps of news from the deck as, " Miss Palgrave is 
warming herself with Joanna as usual,” or, " That 
sffilor man Hudson looks as if he, would like to warm 
himself too I ” • ’ 

Miranda Jenkins spoke he, minfl very freely, but 
without any colouring of personal dislike. She 
seemed strangely removed from all those stresses 
and strains of the passions which, ih a society such 
as that aboard the Young Pretender, undermine the 
fabric of convention. Miraiyda, in the first minute 
of acquaintance with Joanna, had said/,” I like you; 
you’re Ilirisb, ain’t yer r I like Hitish and Hitalians. 
'Ow old 're you ? I’m nineteen. Did you ever 'ave 
a young man ? i never seed one I’d like to walk out 
with, did y'ou ? Why, I’d rather K'-'e a gal enny 
‘day!” And Joanna had felt very uncomfortable 
for jj. few minutes. But l^Branda s total lack of good 
taste was akeady recommending itself, as it were, to 
thc^ Iri.sh girl’s, natural love of sincerity. Miranda 
was,onc.\iho could never become ap enemy. From 
the matron’s tea-table, tl^at second dog-watch, when 
the conversation was growing quite epithetical, she 
called across to Joanna, " We’re a-talkin’ about you, 
Joanner ; we’re givin’ of yer a ycharictej., and I ’ope 
you’ll like it.” And when the matron said, under 
he$; breath, thH it was a better character "than Joanna 



107 


“ACT OP GOD”- 

deserved, Mirancia, who heard it indisti/ctly, cried 
* aloud that they all had to get characters before, they 
were granted a passage. ‘‘.But,” she added, ‘‘ I never 
knew as you ’ad a charicter. Matron ; did you ’ave 
t'o get one too ? ” And a'll the other girls burst out 
laughing ; not witfi, but at, the matron this tiglCT 

The matronis face grew harder, and, rapping on the 
table, she said grace with much unction. .They were 
all, nominally, Protestdnt girls, and as such, shared 
her table, and occasionally an additional luxury in the 
way of preserves for*t<fa or pickles for dinner^ When 
the girls at the other tables ‘mdividually, whispered 
thanksgiving andvcovcft’-y bksse^d themselves with 
the sign of the cross (for few did it ojjcnly), the matron, 
to show by contrasft how the good English Protestant 
conducted herseTf at table, always prayed aloud in a , 
high-pitched voice, so that ^ in the^' ’twccn-decks 
might heap her distinctly. She had attempted the 
introduction ci a hymn at th*e conclusion of the evening 
meal ; but Miraifda Jenkins' had made the attempt 
abortive. Her fits giggling were contagious, and 
they spread even to the other tables near the matron’s. 
To aftcE remo?»rtrafion, Miranda had rcs*ponde(3 that 
when the matron’s upper teefh persisted in falhng* 
down in the‘middle of a v«rsc, it put the girls alJLput 
of tune. To the matron’s owb^ severe •vords of re- 
proval she responded that she did pot ‘‘ know jaw 
it was, d’.yer knew, but she always felt tidkksh after 
tea.” i 

No, from Miranda the young woman from I^ilna- 
tubber expected no enmity ; but there were two or 
three girls from her ftwn part of Ireland who curried 
favour with the matron, and from one of th&e she 
had already deceived a pin-prick, as it ttere, of mali^e,.^ 
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When theV^octor and Captain matte their morning 
round that day tlie matron reported that a half-used 
candle had been found stuck to the ^leadboard of 
Joanna’s hunk, indicating that she hud been reading in 
bed the night before, after the time for lights to be 
extin'^jished. And, as all naked lights were strictly 
forbidden, Joanna D’Arcy was sevonh}!' reprimanded. 
The information was supjdied to tlu''malron by a girl 
who slept in an adjacent bunk, who refrained from 
explaining that Miranda Jenkins had lit the candle 
and fixed it herself on what w;^s«the footboard of her 
bunk, so that both J^lnna and t>he might read in bed 
when the Hackni-y girl clualged itlie position of her 
own pillow to the.foot of her bunk. But Miramia was 
on deck when tlu* Doctor made Ins round, so Joanna 
. bore the reproof singly. , * 

“ Do ydu what would happen if the candle 

burnt down to the board, und you weit?- asleep ? ” 
said the Doctor. ' ^ ‘ 

“ We should all bo burnt to deatli.*” cried the matron. 
" The ship might, take fire,” '^^id the Captain, ” and 
wo have only .six boats, holding tvi'cnty -in each.” 

‘‘ Oh, goodness me ! ” cried the imfiron whli right- 
*-eous wrath, ” such a wieked yorj^ig woman should be 
Sf‘\“*fely punished when the ship reaches ■'jiort.” 

" " Easy, Mtitron, e??.y there ! wt; har'cn’t set fire to 
th» .ship Yet,”*said the Captain; “pud I’ll thank 
you« to be’ more careful in looking ?.fter tlie girls of 
a night.” . . 

When Miranda Jenkins came below again she had 
found Joanna in tears, -sitting by herself in the darkest 
corner, of the 'tween-deck. Slie'was holding a hand- 
kerchief to her mouth, as the manner Of women goes 
.when they cr5i, the eyes being beautiful when first 
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wet with tears, hut the mouth wrinklcdo-and ugly. 
•When Miranda had discovered the cause of her com- 
panion's wounded pride, the London girl went to the 
matron and confessed that it was herself^ who had 
broken the regulations, atfd not Joanna. And Miss 
D'Arcy, who coulfl hear them speaking, noto4^the 
matron’s mild^ tones of rciuoiistranc(% and compared 
them will] tla^sc she assumed wh(‘n many oj tlie Irish 
girls wcTe conceriled. -* 

When they liad finished tlieir evening meal, many 
going on deck, souk^ -fraur or five girls would gather 
roimd the matron (as fh' y \verc<i^^loi]jg this d(»g ’-vatch) 
and discuss the cv^enls «o/ the^Jay. As Joanna as- 
cended Hk" ladder leading lo the fore-cabin above, she 
h(aird her own narai' coupled with tliat of Hudson. 
The voire sjieakfrig vas thaf of tlie black-haired girl 
with the calm, rnajc’sric and IdiiH-grnen eyes, 

the girl froyi Kerry, \vho,liad K en spoken of by Miss 
Palgravc to lij^a^bi other as a brunette — ‘'mysterious, 
regal," with " somuiliing Asiatic, something Greek 
about h(a\" And as Joanna sknvly ascended the 
ladder slu' felt, some' pTeasure in tlfinking of the Kerry 
•“girUs incipient of hair on her uppeA lip. That 

r?iternoon on the poop the jia^'k young w'^oman had- 
been watchiug Joan?ifa clos^ely. It was^slig w'ho Jiad 
told tb(' matron alvjiit the can^lle. WIii?t w^ould be 
the deptli of the next unkindness ? ^They were no 
longer discussing^ Miss Palgravc or her brottioi* ; ^icy 
were talking about h(TSi‘lf. ^As she leached the fore- 
cabin %he halted a moment on her waj^ to the tvj^per 
ladder, and listened, b(dng as yiuch a woman ashiny 
of her sc‘X. She lieaifd the matron laugh contemptu- 
ously, and the. Kerry girl say in a loud whisper* In- 
deed, and idts true ! dey were making eyes at 
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other. I >iwouldn’t wonder if she a went to the bad 
completely when she leaves the boat ! ” 

Joanna ascended the fpre-cabin companion-ladder 
very slov.iy. She had heard enough. Her cheeks 
were hot with indignant pride. What act of her could 
hav*#i*"tirred such thoughts in another woman’s mind ? 
Act of her ? Ah 1 was it not rather son] “thing unacted 
within the other girl ? The uncharitableness of it 
made her feel quite sick at heart. Thank God ! she 
had a brother on the ship ; that was a consoling 
tliought. 

When she joined the. rest of the young women on the 
poop the 'sky was ifolaze „wTh cj;,]our. The further 
south the ship sailed the more beautiful the evening 
skies seemed to get. Miss Palgra/e and her brother, 
who was smoking a cigar, were leaning over the taff- 
rail and talking to each ot'jier. One of the Irish girls 
was sitting bn the saloon , skylight and pkiyii^g a 
melodeon ; two others were ]>laying quoits with the 
Captain and Doctor. The second mate, whose watch 
it now was, walked athwart.ships at the break of the 
poop, not to interiere with tlTe game. A dozen or 
more girls were perambulating the lee^ide, arm in arm, 
six or more linked together, jostling one am.ther 
lathing, jesting, and singing. '' Two or three more 
vbre seated, on the ^'rating behind the man at the 
wheel, knitting ^stockings ; and one of them had just 
pressed ’needle against the leg of the' quarter- master, 
W’ho seemed to like the sensation, and w'ho w’.ns grin- 
ning at the familiarity. Miranda Jenkins wa^ alone, 
stan&ing by the mizgn shrouds and gazing at the 
evening sky. To her Joanna wgpt immediately. 

“ You’re all alone, Miranda ! ” 

y Yes ; ain’^t the sky lovely like ? ” 
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" It is, surely ; it’s more than I can say -jfcr some on 
* the ship.” • 

“ My ! you^ro a lovely ^al, ain't yer ? And I ain’t 
so bad, am I ? What’s the Ole Chicken bt^n a-doin’ 
n«\v, Joanncr ?” 

The ‘‘ Old Chicken ” was Miranda’s pet name^fo?The 
matron. 

” Sure, there are others on the boat besides the 
Old Chicken,” safd Joanna. 

" Now, don’t you mind ’em, Joanner. Look at all 
them fish skimmin’ *i!*>ng on top of the wat^er ; the 
secon’ mate says as ’ow th('in»»f]yin’-hsh. ^ I wonder 
if they’re good to»gat. -I^Jt’s ^ an' ast ’im. Come 
on, m^ dear !•” 

The second mate* during his watch on deck seldom 
spoke to anybody but the crew, except in short answer 
to a question. The two gi'As %oon grew •tired of this 
one-sided tjjaloguc?*, and then interested themselves 
in the doings the main desk. 

Amidships a number of mdn, emigrants and crew’, 
were glaying a game in w'hich horse-play w’as pre- 
dominant, and skill unimportani;. *A long queue, 
1;he first man in^jwhith was blindfolded, ranged itself 
fore and ait. One in the row^of players W'ould spring 
out of it ancUbuffet !3ic blijidfolded maij on the ear^ 
right or left. The raan thus struck w'oulAthen, if hC 
could, after taking off the handkerchi^if, come do\yi 
the queue and pick out the man whom h5 thought 
was the striker. If successjul in flndjng the right 
man, t?ie latter took his place in front to be buffgted 
in turn. The men w’ould conlinually change theii 
positions (sometimes# immediately after striking), 
and by the time the eyes were unfolded it w’as 'quite 
impossible to judge the cause of any cht^ige, for three 
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or four o.hers than the striker 'vi'ould alter their 
positions at the same time. Some of the heavier 
and more resounding slaps of the prdms on the man’s 
check could be heard on fhe poop. A heavy north- 
country miner had just sent Beady the butcher-bey 
sear — m reeling across tlie deck to the spare spars by 
the bulwarks. • ^ 

“ Lor ! ” cried Miranda, “ what a* big brute ; and 
sich a nice young fe ller with +he ’ankercher, too ! ” 
There was no other man there with a hand like the 
miner’s. Beady immediately nicked out the north- 
countryman, who took his place. Poor Beady went 
to the end bf the queue holdir\5> his b.and to his crimson 
ear, looking dazedj as wall he might. The crowd of 
onlookers, men and women, laughed at every blow'. 
Dominick D’Arcy sat on the pin-rail, with his feet on 
a spare spar„ watching tin .game like the n'st. When 
he looked tofeard the poop Joanna waved her hand, 
and he returned, the gestyre. Th(.‘ norj^h-countryman 
w'as now receiving buLcts, the origin of which he 
failed again and again to discover. 'J'he weight of the 
other men’s hands was fairly uniform. Everybody 
shouied with delight as his face gr/nv re^dder and rodder, 
..and at length quite purple. 

" I doant saay tha be a loiar-iad,” he said angrily 
‘vo'i'Iudson, jtvho had uist sfiook his head, when singled 
out as the last,strikA‘, “ but ’tis in my thow'ts.” 

Well, you’re wrong again, man ! ' said Hudson. 
Bui the north-ceuntryman was evidently suspicious 
of the honesty of the "whole queue. At the next 
buffet he turned rourid fiercely, and tearing off the 
handkerchief, he savagely seized^upon Hudson. Hud- 
son larughed, and admitted it w'as a cor,rect guess. 

“ Aye ! tli^a dursent gi’ ma th' loy this toime, 
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lad ! ” he cried, f^rlling Pat out of the row#and giving 

• him the handkerchief. , 

Hudson loojred nettled at the man's doubting words. 
The rest cried out that the miner liad been»wrong the 
t«nc before. Indeed, it Rad been Bill, the quarter- 
master, standing rfb.xt to Hudson, who had stru:;’»-the 

blow. M • * 

• • • 

But the north-country miner was losing ^lis temper. 
He stepped forw'tird fr<*m his i>lace. fouitli from the 
front, and with his buKid fist, witli its great bony 
fingers closed (not opmi, according to the rules of the 
game), struck Hudson a savage, powerful bitav that 
made him staggei* into* the ariTis of one of the by- 
stand(;rs. 

“ Shame ! shamft ! ” cried Dominick D’Arcy and 
others, while th? majority only laughed. An Irisli- 
man cried, “ Good man h* the holy ! What a 
fist!” 

” Oh ! ” poop,.” that big black- 

guard should not allowed'to play. I declare Mr. 
Hudson’s ear is bleeding ! See ! There's Dominick 
W'iping it with his handkerchief.” * 

* When^ Hudsojj hc,d somewhat recovefed himself, 

1)0 walked over to the noryi-eounlryman and took, 
him by the irfni. ^ ' 

” You used your closed fist, my«frieiid, did you not 

” I dunno, lad,” said the miner. , 

” Indeejl, an^ you did,” said D’Arcy, ” rrlbBe sh^jme 
to yoi^! ” ^ ^ 

” You also called me a liar,” said Hudson. 

“ Aye ! I thowd it ; an’ 1 ha’ jiaw doot of it, or what 
maakes tha look sa nmd ? ” 

“ It was not play, but malice,” said Hudson. 

Take that.’* And he struck the miner ^ sudden blow. 
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in the mouth, which knocked out couple of front 
teeth. 

“Fair play, boys; fair,}ilay ! ’’ shouted Bill, the 
quarter-master ; “ give ’em room ! ’’ 

“ I’ll ’it the fust bloke as hintyfeers ! ’’ shout('d 
little Beady, dancing about madly. 

“ I yoost mind my own beesnoss,’’.sa'd Olsen, who 
was sitting on the rail working at his wool mat. 

“ Oh ! sejnirate them ! separate them ! Oh, dear 
God ! dear God ! Poor Mr. Hudson will be killed, 
surely ! v cried Joanna, the teats .starting co her eyes. 

?he turfied and pyt her head against Miranda’s 
shoulder, not to see the hgiiting,' Miranda hushed 
her cries ; but tb./' commotion on the main deck had 
now attracted the attention of the second mate, who 
went forward to restore ^ order. Then the Captain, 
Doctor, Mr. palgrave, and .'very girl on deck, crowded 
to the break of the poop, pushing and pulling each 
other to get a glimpse of ihe lighting.’ Miranda drew 
Joanna away, and told her it was'tiothing, and that 
the Captain wou]d stop it. 

“ Oh ! tell him to ; tell him ! ’’ sobbed Joanna. 
“ Oh ! I can hear the- blows ! ’’ ‘ 

But the Captain was already shouting to the second 
to bring both of the men a'ft. Th.it officer had 
proceeded very leisurely toward the scene of the 
cc-mbat ; he had seen many such in his time, and 
believed in the homoeopathic doctrine that like cures 
like. By the .time he airived on the scene the cure 
had^ nearly been effected ; and when he pushed his 
way through the ring -of men he found Hudson with 
a very bloody face leaning over 'the scuppers, his fore- 
head upon his bent arm resting on the pin-rail ; and 
the north-cou ttryman lying on the deck with swollen 
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lips, and with a wound in the back of his head, caused 
by a ring-bolt against wliirli it had struck wh'en his 
feet were tripped by thcciiimbler seaman ; and they 
had fallen together, locked in each other’s grip. 

‘ The sun was now set, and the liglit was failing. J^ut 
the Captain had eyes as keen as the youngest* aboard. 
He could see t')c,Gxpression of sympathy for the seaman 
in most of the faces present on the maid deck, and 
when he turned to those about him he noted Joanna’s 
alarm in addition, fh' turned over in his mind ttie 
form of rcjjrimand bfst suited to the occe: .ion, and 
waited, silent and patient, at ti/c poop rai]»l'or the ■'.wo 
men. Prcsonl.y r'tcy bo.h came dt, with the whole 
ship’s^company and the emigiants, hlling the quarter- 
deck from rail to rail. The Capttiin coughed im- 
portantly, hesitated, then, coughed again. He had 
nothing to say, after all, ti.at 'vas cvjdtint. 

” What have you been doii.g ? ” cried Miss Pal- 
grave, leaning* down over xhe rail ,* ‘‘ you look dis- 
gracefully interesting.” 

“ Th;ink you.” saidJTudson, jmiiing through the 
smeared blood around his mouth ; ” 1 feel^o, disgrace- 
ful, at locist.” 

" Ah ! ” cried the Captain* f-nding his voice, ” ah T 
yes ! disgraceful, that’s it, my man. I’ve a good rntTEd*’ 
to log you, striking a I)a^, — er — ^an emigrant, I mean ^ 
disgraceful ; aivi, er — it looks as if he Is hujt, too 
“ I hope he is,” said Joanna to Miranda, bclhnd*the 
Capta'u’s back. ■ • 

■piie Kerry girl, who had just come on deck.twas 
standing near by, and looked cutiously at Miss D’Arcy. 

“ Yes ” continued t?ie Captain, smiling at Hudson — 
when, strange to relate, the whole crew smiled in unison, 
as it were — “ yes, you've hurt him ; yo(i had no right? 
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io give a big’ man a fall like that ; w’hy, you miglit — 
you nfiglit have killed him ! ” 

“ Indeed^ and he deservesdo bo killed, ”‘said Joanna, 
her eyes quite dry now ; " Ijic hit Mr. Hudson first — I 
sawjiim.” 

The Captain looked over his shoulder, “ Sh-sh ! 
said he, “ keep quiet.” . . * 

Then he ‘ordered all hands forward, with a general 
reprimand in the following terms : "I won’t have 
fighting aboard my ship, and if I see any more of it, 
I’ll put hiOth men in irons.” ' ' 

As the C&ptain, likc,'tnc second mate, only saw what 
he wished to see in . cases of ’this kii’.d, it was probable 
the ” irons ” worked rust for want of use. Hovii'ever, 

t 

the master had done his duty ; he had reprimanded 
the ofienders. The pros<'rice of passengers demanded 
that he shoul'd. Ho turned' and walked thi deck with 
the Doctor and Mr. Palgravc.' It was now* quite dusk, 
and would soon te dark/ 'second dog-watch “ three,” 
for ” seven bells ” (half-past seven o'clock) was struck, 
and many of tlvo }',oung wc’"i.''n went below. Miss 
Palgmve rgmained behind with Miranda Jenkins, 
Miss D’Arcy, and the KiTry girl ,‘ Bridget Slattery. 

” We have half an hem longer,” said Bridgid ; “id’s 
TTiily half-past seven. Glory be, Joanna, what’s the 
matter with your eyes ? ” 

I see potliihg the matter,” said Miss Palgrave. 

” Well, they look queer enough to -night,’!’ said the 
Kerry girl. ‘‘‘•Have you 'b^en rubbing them with your 
hands, or what ? ” 

“ ’Ow mitey inquisitive we are, Bridget Slatt’ry,” 
said Miranda. 

” Inquisitive, is id ? And what would I be inquisitive 
'for ? Sure, we can all cry sometimes, I suppose.” 
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“ Cry ? ” excluimed Miss Palgrave ; why, what 
are you talking about ? ” * 

The Kerry* girl tossed k*er head and laughed. Her 
metallic cy^cs glittered \vith interior fife. Joanna 
alone felt the spite dormant in the affected merrim'^t. 
The Kerry girl so seldom laughed. • 

“Oh, Bridwjek,’.’ said Miss Palgiavc, "you do look 
beautiful in the^ twilight, when you show'* your teeth 
and throw back your hc*ad like that. It is a revelation ! 
Won’t you let my brother paint you ? ’’ 

“ IndeedT and I \viri not ! ’’ replied Bridget. “ I’ll 
leave that to others dat likes A. Is id nwike a show 
of myself, the sami as sd,’;.a I know- you want me to ? ’’ 
She VJalked to the ffirc-cabin comj*amon-ladder, still 
tossing her head and laughing strangely. 

“ She’s a quear girl,’’ sa^d Joanna, relieved at her 
departure. ^ / 

“ She has' a very handsome, lac<',’' said Miss Palgrave, 
“and how it’can change iff Olympian majesty for 
something passionately human ! But you have no- 
thing to be jealous of K'anna ; yymv’wn is as charm- 
ing as a Venetian lady’s of the fifteenth (iontury*" 

“ It was not h r ja[ c 1 w'as thinking of,” said Joanna, 
wondering at Miss Palgravc'e* meaning. * 

“ Vhat about tny ly'ce ? ” interposed Mii'anda ; ‘‘4t 
ain’t bad for a mungerl, is it ? ” ' * 

" My brother was admiring it onK this evening, 
Miranda but toll me w'hat B*ddgct Slattery mc^nt 
when ,j'he spoke of somebody crying.” • 

“ Oh, I clunno,” said Miranda ; “ she’s all myijteri- 
ous-like always.” • 

But Miss Palgrave needed no information : slje had 
the eyes of a 'woman. But she certainly had culti- 
vated the tolerant good-nature of th£)se who have 
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travelled aTlout Europe all their ‘lives. Her own 
interefst in men was (she explained to herself) an 
cEsthetic one. She look ai> aesthetic interest in man- 
kind — she 'cared little for^tlie .spirituality of man, 
or of woman, indeed, except it had a visible expression 
througlk the flesh. An ugly saint to her was a con- 
tradiction in terms ; a beautiful simv^r,! a wiong wviy 
of putting ’a right thing. When she looked through 
her brothel’s asthetic eyes (u’nd she looked through 
them at everything) slie only saw beauty or ugliness ; 
morahtjwas but a word in a eoh\*entional Vocabulary. 
She had se* n a tiger d/ice tear a tamer in a cage at a 
circus. She scrcarwc'd at i'.rst with the rest of the 
people ; but, in a second, she cried : “ Oh, isn’t the 
beast grand ! Eustace, just look at his pose ! Oh, 
isn’t it a shame to burn^,hyn with that red-hot iron ! ” 
When the tan^r had stagg'ded out of the cage, bleeding 
profusely, and fell fainting in the arena, '.die clapped 
her hands, like we arc tolv’ did the wom'eihof the Neronic 
period in the Roman amphitheatre. 

“ Well,” said jVIibj; Consta’'’Ci.' I’algrave, as she put 
her a<rm arcymd Joanna’s waist, ” Mr. Hudson should, 
have washed his face, I think.' Is'ne not la hand- 
‘some man ? Don’t you* think so, dear ? And that 
■.€)^her man ’has such a clumsy figure ! Ciurnsy people 
always fail !' He’s like a — what H he like ? ” 

' i cannot ttfd what he may be like,,.Miss Palgrave ; 
it i.'* all the same to me ; but I don’t know in. the world 
.what would Mr. Hudson^l^c fighting for with s'inch an 
omajjhaun as that other man.” 

” Why, who would you have him fight ? ” said Miss 
Palgrqve slyly. ' 

” Oh, faith ! Fighting is bad business ^for any one ; 
'j.vhat would I lisiave him fighting for at all ? ” 
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“ I don’t knov", dear ; but men seem .t?) delight in 
settling their differences that way,” said Miss Palgrave 
indifferently ; then slu' wlysf)eicd softly, ” Why should 
you cry about it, my dear ? Tell me, were* you fright- 
ened ? ” 

“Is it me cry ? Indeed, I did not. then, '’•'■hat 
should I troi,;h]e about one of the sailors for ? ” said 
Joanna, affecting a tone of indifieienci' hev^^elf. 

” Oh. Joiuina*' JoatMia ! ” exclaimed Miss Palgrave, 
smiling, givdng up the inquisition in despair even 
before she had seid Jmlf the things in her mind. 

” Let me do up 3'oiir hair..dear ! It is po.si.tiveIy 
towzlcd, like a bo’K'h < f red seaweed! There, that’s 
bcttt.'j 1 How cau-kss of your gi.fod looks you seem 
to be, dear ! " * ^ 

‘‘ Ach 1 I'll shon be in bed ! ” said Joanna. 

Presently Miss Paigravi ^afll ; ” Do \'»m know what 
an old Irivh ser\^ant of my motlicr used to tell mc 
when I was fi child ? Sh '^^used to say ‘ One’s own 
story is everybody’s.’ ” 

■' ‘ A sgeal jcin sgeal gach aoinncj ” said Joanna. 
” Faith ! that’s true for her ! Iflit 1 * have no story ! ” 

” Is .that Ir' ,h j’ou are speaking ? ” *said Eustace 
Palgrave, joining his sister, at the moment, the Caf^- 
tain and Doctor ontinuing their prmnenade by 
themselves. 

” Speak sonje, Joanna ! Let us heex a few word'-,'’" 
said Miss Palgrave. 

” rj.nd for you to be making fun ojF me ! Indeed, 
and I will not,” said Joanna quickly. " Come, 
Miranda ! ” she called to thaj; girl, who was lo'oking 
at the first weak gk*ams of the moon on the darken- 
ing waves. -She walked across the deck and took 
Miranda’s arm ; and the poop bell ^t that moment 
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being struck by a boy — eight bell'i — the two girls 
went below wdth the other emigrants ; and the matron 
(after a close scrutiny oi the persons remaining, 
followed whh her jingling keys, and locked the hatch- 
way door behind licr. 

'"Huip ! she’s a strange girl,” said Mr. Palgravc 
to his sister; ‘‘fine hair, nice ski.ii„ tut decidedly 
beefy about* the hips.” 

‘‘ Yes, she’s of the voluptuous type ; there is 
something in the character of her eyes that I don’t 
quite understand ; but the colo^ir of then!, Eustace ? 
They are not blue, na»: grey, nor green, nor brown ! 
They are all of those coh.ui's in concentric rings ! 
They are wonder/ul eyes, and so soft, so liquid ! 
And her' mouth is like the BlesseO Damozel's ; and 
her hair, like burnished copper reflecting a setting 
sun ! ” 

‘‘ Yes,” said Eustace languidly, ‘‘ shc^ has good 
points, I admit, and I Ijkb her slattcYflly style, too. 
I think I shall make a study of her head. Is that 
Hudson on the jnain deck, forward there ? He is 
w'ashing his hice in a bucket. Fine effect, that group 
in this light, isn’t it, dear ? ” , 

‘‘ And look at that .m m lighting his pipe,” said 
Palgrave,. drawing his«gaze Ai another direction ; 
‘‘ look at the glow onl his face ' A*hd the faint moon- 
light on the corner of that big sail behind him ; and 
the last of the sun’s rays in the sky, above the water ! 
And the west is quite dauje ! What a strange gEtct ! 
I suppose tin; sun wall be setting earlier every day 
that we draw nearer to the Equator. I delight in 
hot weather, and long nights at siea with golden stars, 
don’t you, dear ? What a soft, subtle light still 
trembles in thf, east ; and the west so’ dark ! See 
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, it higher up, nearer the moon ; so so{t( so pure ! 
Look below at the water just beginning to catch the 
moon-rays on the summi^. of each swell as it rolls 
toward us ! Yet it is not a moonlight effect exactly, 
for there is the light of tfie sun in it still. Ifow un- 
common ! Fill your eyes with it, Eustace, ck-^r; 
sleep with it./ ap,d rise in the morning and paint it 
from memory.’' 

Eustace Palgrave yinvned. He had heard all this 
before ; it was an cclro of himself — in the past tense. 

His sistCi'^ontinu<'-c^ : “ See in this direction again ; 
everything near at hand abo<«-d the shig, not jdark 
and solid now, b'wt pale almost transpeaent. It is 
changing, even as w^' look ! Look at that dim form 
of a woman sitting on a spar, with an ait^reola of 
visible air aroufid her ; what atmosphere, Eustace ! 
All vulgarity is lost in fiii;? transforining twilight. 
Make strong mental nc-tes of the tones and values, 
dear : it is wtntli it. Ah !- ^if 1 could caily paint it ! 
like you will, won't you, dear ? ” 

" Hum ! ” said Eustace. " rather good atmospheric 
conditions, I admit ; quite a i1:;prcsentative Typer, 
I declare ! Ho j nature does imitate art, ‘does it* not ? 
•Why, an hour ago, the spnset was a second-raiA 
Turner, as >^jung Ed^ar Wyse would say.!’ 

He playfully paited his entkasiastic sister on the 
back, and thep went below to rest himself on thj 
lounge-settee in his state room, and to read, 4o repeat 
tho-4jftiotions that filled hi.m with joy, through the 
vehicle of art alone ; in this case the art of a French 
- minor poet. In a few moments he was burning ’with 
a strong passion fof a woman he had never seen, 
and who probably never existed ; and the “ecstasy 
of it w'ould’keep him awake for hours. He would 
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probably fkl.l asleep on the settee worn out, as it were, 
with the passion for the iinattainablc, with the sorrow * 
for the death of her he loved for life in,, a moment of 
emotion, snd with an immensity of self-pity that 
seemed to purge the sorrow' 6f its semblance to remorse. 
Tff-iiim art was the source of his j’oy in the only life 
that he knew' ; the life of perpetuai^, imagination, 
where facts were facts because they could not be 
demonstrated like mathematical lies. And there- 
fore he held them true. 

On deck his sister laughed ’ a^id talke^d with the 
Captain,*the mate, and, the Doctor. Robust, cheerful, 
stilJ young, educated, traveled, IVI’ss Palgrave loved 
life for the joy it brought her ; she would nol-rr-nay, 
she could not — ^“permit it to bling sorrow. Her 
temperament was similar to her brother’s ; but her 
constitution »w'as difftierir. Never having experi- 
enced any of the pains of life, she Could sot compre- 
hend them in others. Herd>rother had know'n physical 
suffering, and life to him w'as a thing to be avoided 
in its callous horse-play witli_the nerves ; but Con- 
stance Palgrave roved life, because it had given her 
perfect healtn, a keen mind, a irpsh pink cheek, and 
jyhitc, sound teeth. Il^r one altruistic part — the , 
only part of this nature tlp-t sht had ev^rr played in 
Tier life — wa,s sympathy for her brother. She had 
’ci^en alw'ays be.side him since they ^w'ere children. 
She w'ould'-have had him a great pajnter ; and her 
constant desire was to stipiulate him with suggosV'ons 
and proposals, that he might never lack subjects for 
work: In Paris, years .before, she had (though in her 
teens) played the part of housekeeper — or rather 
studio-keeper — with the help of a domestic servant, 
so that she mig^it be near liim after his day’s work at 
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^ Colarossi’s or Julian’s. She had given dinners in the 
large studio, and suppers in the smaller dining-room, 
to a dozen of artists at time, insisting, with her 
acquired and irreproachable Boheniianism,. that they 
should bring their {('male® acquaintance to the feast. 
From them, and her brother, she had acquired mo:-:h 
of the jargox, of ^painting, and a little insig'ht into 
art. When the, -brothiT’s health had negded travel 
to sunnier winter.^ than Parisian, with their cold, 
grey skies, she. liad accompanied him to Syria, to 
Southern l»dy, to tSjcily, to Egypt, lierself full of 
physical energy, of joy in life,,'.*! love for her' brpfhei. 
Of what compla'id Ikr.brotlier suffenu she had 
never , decided, nor had it been ueccssary to visit 
but one doctor. That one, in London, had s^iid that 
her brother noc'Jcd climatic warmth and change of 
scene ; and as they had Tx)fh the meaais to obtain 
these thing , therf was no obstacle to "prevent thi'in. 
They had rela'dv'es and wea’^iy connections in several 
lancls. They had'been orphans since their childhood, 
and had years since inherited their patrimonies ; 
their guardian’s control had erased when Eustace 
(the younger) l*.ad j-eached the age of 'twenty-one. 
They were autocrats of they" own destinies to act sfi. 
th”^ y chose. • And xlfcy bofh chose to travel, and so, 
perhaps, to see tla* world: Eiwtace, for, the purprise 
of avoiding i^s winters; Constance, to be alwarr 
with hinj, who had become a habit as* well as a 
broths, , 

Perhaps the true world* of men and women giving 
in the one of make-believe is i\ot accessible to such as 
these two ; or but in %udden gleams — in moments that 
come and go -like the flash of a mirror, reflecting for 
an instant a’ phase of childhood. For, with Eustace 
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Palgrave, hie emotions of the imagination had usurped 
those of daily experience ; and with his sister life 
was a song of joy which was set to no music of immor- 
tality. j 

Yet the very selfishness of their natures contained 
wWiin itself less power for evil than the complicated 
intentions of struggling souls who emvitvd them. The 
potentiality for evil is commensurate with the depth 
of character, as the depth of the ocean is with its 
power to hold its terrible secrets. And this brother 
and sister were like the sha^laws of « tidal sea, 
in which, ^ if we strwid upon an eminence higli 
enough, we can discern cue:y tm'n of the curix'nt 
by the direction of the clearly visible weeds ?t the 
bottom.. 

But at this moment is not Miss ‘Palgrave jesting 
with the Captain abodt 'the ills of life ? And the 
Captain, than ‘whom no man had stiff eredttmorc hard- 
ship for twenty [yxiars of hiis life, is ans’u'^ring jest with 
jest ! So let the fine old ship, the* Young Pretender, 
sail on, to the burden of la ppin g w^ave shimmering in 
the moonlight ; ' to Ahe burden of the steady wind 
hollowed in* tlie weather-whitened flux of tfie sails ; 
4^'^ that of a mother sipging her child to slumber 
amidships ; , and to the burden^ too, of* that gentle 
murmur sri^ng fronwthc after ]ia»tchway ; the Irish 
■*f<^alter of Mary — the ll^osary of a Queep whose throne 
is wisdom*,' whose high tower is ^as one of in- 
corruptible ivoiy ; wiiosQ liouse is of untarnis^ti'.ble 
gold,, and whose realm is the eternal heaven. 

To that burden the sljip shall sail onward this night ; 
onward and southward. And Joanna D’Arcy, with 
a dozeh other women, loieel in that obscure corner 
of the after ’tween-deck which they liave selected 
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for the performance of their night and morning de- 
votions ; and the loud murmur of the refrain , rises 
through hatch and venl^ator, giving a moment’s 
pause to Constance Palgrave as she passes it with the 
Doctor and the Captain ’in her walk before bed- 
time, (“ House of Gold ! Gate of Heaven ! Morni,:g 
Star! A reult:na iiiaidhne!") 

“The stars are growing larger and brighter every 
night,” she says. * ” I am sure the nights in the tropics 
must be one glow of golden lamps, as they arc in 
Egypt. Wl»t a lieavcn of constellations, and galaxies, 
and lustrous planets shedding.light like moohs^.were 
the nights in Eg’^4pt t «Were you ever taere, Cap- 
tain ?.” 

‘‘Not me. Miss Palgrave! But tlic tropics^are not 
so heavenly as 'you may imagine. Wait uistil we 
strike the doldrums ! I doiPt think we sha’ll find 
them nights# of heavenly beauty ! What, Mr. Shack- 
ley ? ” 

The mate stanfling by the quarter-master at the 
wheel grins in the light of th e binnacle lamp, and pokes 
out his never-shaven (yet alwayS stubbly) chin side- 
ways. No, sif ! Not exactly. I can’t say that I 
.ever struck anything heavcijy aboard ship in all m.y 
time.” 

They all laughcdr Heaven a:rf hell ar.e the startd- 
ing jests of the.uni verse. 

And d^wn bejow, on her knees, the young woman 
froi!:^Kilnatubber is looking, (as she prays in the 'dim 
light) at a little piciure-card with the Madonna upon 
it wreathed in roses, and the. words, ‘‘ Nullus potest 
ccclum intrare nisi p%r Mariam transeat tanquant per 
portam,” on the golden marge. ' 

So, onwa'd in the moonlight and starlight, pro- 
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pcliod by'^Uic friendl}?^ broeze, buoj’ant on the kindly 
sea, , lot the- old ship sail southward, unconscious of 
her mission, though she l^-ive been near upon half a 
century performing it. And her mission this story 
is related to duly set forth'. 



•CHAPTER V 


A t the end of.'tlie following week Ike Young Pre- 
. tender lias *ent(‘n'Ql a latitude of sunshine and 
lighter breezes. Nobody being seasick now, every- 
body crowdiifcOn tin; cutnlx'red decks from morning 
till night. There is little rooyj for them, but there 
is less below ; aii*j^ mariy^of them atteinje tolireak 
the nipnotony of tlie voyage by Itelpmg the seamen 
to haul on the bwices and halliartls. Loafnig per- 
forccdly most oi the day on spars and booVs and 
hatches, they spasmodically* try to ^ustif}e their 
existence by a little exerci>e of their tnuscles. “ /s 
aluinn an aiiitsh’ i huidhea^har Ic IXia! '* they say, 
some of them: ‘iLet us be doing something.” All 
the male emigrants have been employed for an hour, 
twice a week, at pumping waterf or'drawing it from 
the ship’s side, afid f^assing bucketfuls along the deck. 
.The Captain calls this latter exercise ” lire drill,]^ 
and in orgwizing i|iie cyiigmnts fur the purpose 
he has thereby actad in accordisiice wiih^the instr’tc- 
tions furnished to every mastt^r in the emigration 
service. The crew to-day are occupied with the six 
boahii(f k)d^ening1.he lashings of them, rigging up tacKles 
on the main and fore yards, and those m the hanging 
quarter boats putting on cork jackets (that fitted 
none of them) viith nrnny coarse e.xchanges of nautical 
humour. The emigrants are pumping. All the 
• It* beautiful weather, thanks be to Cod ! 
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womenfolk ,are looking on, amuscfi at this singular 
biweekly spectacle of relatives with saturated trousers 
and bare feet, filling buckets of water on one side of 
the ship, and emptying ^hem over the other ; of 
seamen hurrying and si, outing aloft and below, 
and the boy at the poop bell ringing it like one sud- 
denly aemcnted. Jest, laughter, and noisy badinage 
accompany the performance. 

This boy had once put a cork inside the copper 
nozzle of the force-pump hose. The third mate 
suspected the second mate. To-day’s , Ore drill the 
second mate’s boat-lashing pegs are hammered into 
their sockets so tightly that tlie boat cannot be, cast 
free. It is consolatory to the third mate when the 
Captain more reviles the second mate on account 
of the boat than he had the third by reason of his 
burst xorce-pump hose. 

But despite such incidents as these, and the rough 
games of an evening in which the erv.w had joined, 
the time aboard the crowded sh’p begins to hang 
heavy upon all. The projected concert (or sing-song, 
as Beady and nis iliipmates called it) is spoken of 
daily, and opinions expressed, in which doubt and 
ridicule have clashed with expectations of real musical 
entertainment. For already ^oteries , and factious 
hace been formed; and ill-humour, spite, jealousy, 
and envy run their course neck and neck to an in- 
visible goal. Had there been no ciuarrels the daily 
monotony had been unbearable by many. - ^ 

Among these daily diSLiactions, Bridget Slattery, 
the ' majestic Kerry girl, and Joanna D’Arcy had 
begun to hate each other as women alone can begin 
to hale without there being anv rational and overt 
cause of it. 
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To-day, as Hudson sits astride tlic main* yard fixing 
a tackle, and the men rush hither and thitluT at-itheir 
fire drill, the two girls wat,ch each other with furtive 
eyes. 

Patrick Hudson was the last man in the world to 
be attracted by a placid woman like Bridget Slattery. 
But, in liis p( iir;g for I'lis portrait of an evening on 
the poop, he liad^* certainly lookt'd toward ker, stand- 
ing or sitting among tht^ group of surrounding girls ; 
but he had look<^d through her, as it were, with the 
eyes of abstraiFtion ; Mdt at her with those^ of r,>i>serva- 
tion or of admiration. Pie k^d been u^iavvarc ,,of 
Bridget’s existence on the ship ipitil the portrait- 
painting had begun. But one evqiing, looking in 
lier direction — a direction not of his own choosing, 
but one neccssit*ated by his pose — lie had Become 
suddenh^ conscious of a sleaSyVeturn ga/a^from a pair 
of metallic grccnish-ldue eyes that mado him shoiien 
the focus of his own, and te lile at their searchingly 
earnest expression? Bridget Slattery’s calm, regal 
features relaxed their in^yf^sty, and Jier lips smiled 
,in return ; and then her face grew pale f^is if ppwer 
had fled •from it; as » she cast down her eyes to the 
deck at her feet. For the firsi +imc in his life Hudsoir- 
feh a magnetic Ihrih through his nerves" that was 
both pleasant and jiUinful. 

At the conchv>ion of the '' sitting ” he had turned 
round ho say a few words to Joanna D’Arc/, Adio l^id 
b(^.eix '.standing with Miranda Jenkins near the artist, 
their arms around each other’s waist ; but she •had 
disappeared. 

From that time onward he had found his eyes 
straying in tlj^ direction of Bridget Slattery, when- 
ever his duties or Mr. Palgravc’s convenience called 
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him to the poop. Her immobile; statuesque face, 
Avith’ the magnetic eyes, continually drew his gaze 
toward her. . 

Miss Palgrave had chatted about Italy, about art, 
about the projected concert ; but Hudson’s eyes 
were continually straying in search of those of Bridget 
Slattery, and when tlu'y had found ,thtm, they found 
them fastened upon his own. If he were speaking 
to Joanna, as he attempted to' do at every opportunity, 
and he raised liis eyes from her face, he found his 
gaze c nfronted with that of Lhe Kerr;, girl, and he 
had east dcjwn his eyes as if detected in thinking an 
evil thought. 

The Kerry giyl, Bridget, was, as Miss Palgrave 
said, possessed of a “ mysterious, regal, calm, pe- 
culiarly handsome brown face,” but it was a face, 
in its frame, of dark hair, that had no attraction 
whatever for the seaman adventurer. ' It was the 
expression of those g.venish-blue eyes— blue like 
the blue of a hedge-sparrow's e^g, or the blue of 
a sky in an old Florenti’]f' picture, blue overlaying 
the , green ,pf Limoges enamel — that drew his gaze; 
so often toward hers. There wai something en- 
treating, as well as penetrating and repelling, in 
the expression of them.* And" when Bridget’s e3^es 
looked at him, Joanna’s looked fearfully at Bridget’s, 
as they were doing this very day at fi^'e drill.“ 

fHudion had not so much as spqken one word to 
Bridget Slattery, nor hrd he felt tempted to t!»thange 
one with her. But with Joanna D’Arcy he had 
become somewhat familiar, and this familiarity had 
been ^ strengthened by his cofniianionship with her 
brother Dominick, who sent messages by the seaman 
to his sister about the concert to be held this evening. 
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.Already the thml^ht of parting at the 'end of the 
passage was a painful one ; and already he had' half 
determined to'leavc the slrp himself, and thus lesson 
the chance o? a parting, lie had never ‘deserted a 
ship for such a cause, bidore. 

But why should he not leave the sea altogether ? 
He had deten.aivJtl to do so many a time. lie had. 
But he had always found himself at sea,* before or 
abaft the mast, not mai^y weeks, or even days some- 
times, after his determination. Ilowi'vcr, this time 

he would deoidg ; foi* he had never been, in 

(he looked down from the nr^in y:ird ah Joanna). 
The thought gave him ‘pause. ‘‘„Was he really in 
love, t4ien ? Did he love this beiiutiful, unkempt, 
unculturi'd sister of l>)mimek D’Arcy — the d'^an for 
whom he felt a daily strengthening frieneVilnp ? 
Was this love for his sister he felt ? 0ne of these 
days he would spe*ak of it to him. He had never 
“loved a woman befoie,” i>.’ was certain of that; 
not even that pr?tty, refined, and educated little 
Scotch chambermaid at 'V" hotel in .Glasgow where 
,he had stayed once. He had met her Qpc Sunday 
evening, and talcen h'-r for a pleasure trip down the 
Clyde. But then he excused kimsclf by a plain, opcif 
statement to 'himself, he diad never told her tljat 
he loved her, and he had not spoken eff marriage. 
(Again he looked dovm at Joanna, and she looked 
up.) Hut , this J.oanna, ah ! she was different, a«d 
her Dibttier was his friend. 

“Vast pumping! Tackles down! Put away\all 
the gear ! " 

The fire drill ended, all hands, crew and emigfants, 
go to supper ; ^nd then the evening of the concert has 
arrived. The weather is warm, and the breeze is. 
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steady, if light ; and the ship sails*almost on an even 
kech “ It is beautiful weather,” as the emigrants 
have ternu'd it — the weather for love and song. 

Heady, ' and Sydney Rob, and Bill the quartcr- 
^Tuaster, and Ol^en the Norwegian, and Mr. Jenkins 
(tli(' Italian with an English name), had forgone their 
supper and had becai working alj Ihe dog-watch, 
preparing^ the quarter-deck for the entertainment. 
Mrs. Jenkins — or ratlier Mrs. Giacomo Giansenio, 
for thus her husband's name had been registered 
on 1ft. marriage to liim a few* days before the ship 
Imd 'i^ailo.d — Mrs. J tonkins and the other married 
women had been, busily e^mpk.woA the last few days 
in sewing bits of old flannel and bunting andj canvas 
togetW'r into giotesque costumes for Bill the quarter- 
mastfr, Sydney Bob, and Olsen. * These three had 
been rehearing ” negro-minstrel ” ditties lately in 
the forecastle, much to the disgust of tile boatswain’s 
mate. Olsen had wov^ft some kind of melodeonical 
pattern which he called an accompaniment, and Bill 
and Sydney Tioh sang 'ird danced to it. Then it 
had been arranged tliat Bob should clatter the bones 
in the breaks of the negro n?elod5'^ To-right they 
' would blacken their frxft-s in approved minstrel fashion. 
Cardiff Pric\3 was their Lomief man— he would make 

*7 

a classicarstump speech. ' 

Horatio Beady was down on Misr. PalgrUvc’s pro- 
gramme 'for “ When otlier Lips aqd other H^earts,” 
and “ Mother Kissed Me in My Dream. Me had 
co^isc.ientiously rehearsed these every night on the 
look-out, as he paced to and fro. His voice floated 
to Iqeward in charming breads of melodious tremo- 
loes. Hudson and Dominick D’Arcy,\as they walked 
. the main deck together, had looked up at him and 
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Jistened with appreciation. The voice transformed 
the manner. , 

Among several others, including Miss Palgrave, 
and Hudson l^msolf, came Joanna D’Arcy^ with her 
full, rich contralto voice. The. title of her song in 
English was " The’ Snowy-breasted Pearl,” and stT 
it appeared c 1 ,t]ie programme, as Miss Palgrave 
confessed she wa.s unable to write it in Jii.di, and 
Joanna was unatrle. to Write it herself. ” Ah fairla 
on vrullcc vawn ! ” said Miss Palgrave, writing it 
down at JoauaaJs div tStion, ” looks like no language 
on earth. I am sure it is not isjrclled likc^Jhatj We 
must put it into L .glish.” So ” .1 phairJ ’’ an bhrol- 
laigh Uiain,” appealed in equivalent English on Miss 
Palgrave’s pr ogramnie. 

'■ Your name lias a decidedly French appcurance, 
my dear. How do you accoulit for that*? Are you 
of French di scent ? ” inquired Miss Palgrave, whilst 
preparing the piogramme. ■ . 

” Sure, Darcy’s fis Irish as the pigs in Drogheda,” 
said liridget Slattery, whp was overlooking ; “ id’s 

,only dat little tick of a ting betvt’een the D and the 
Ah that makes id look like a French name ; id has 
no right tlicre, anyway.” 

” Indeed ! ^tiad Dou.lnickialways spells it dike that,” 
said Joanna. 

The odicr giirl had laughed spitefully as usual, 
without hardly any movement of lip or cheek? Then 
she said" to Miss Palgrave, ” Id is a foolish language ! 
You wouldn’t know the name if you saw id in writyig ; 
my name’s O’ Slattery, and her,s is spelt with ah O 
as well. French ! is iS ? Ach ! ” 

Joanna had^ ‘turned away discomfited. She kpoke 
her native language and she loved it , but she could 
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not spell a single family name in Irwh. Had she seen^ 
the name O'Dorchaidhe in cither the Irish or in the 
English character, she would not hewe recognized 
the name as her own. ^ 

^ She felt the growing hatred for tliis calm Kerry 
girl whp lost no opportunity for wounding her pride ; 
slie felt it gathering strc'ugth and period. Any way, 
Budget Slattery could not sing, and there was never 
a priest in her family, or they would have all heard 
about it long ago ; and there was hair beginning to 
grov. her upjier lip at the eo»ners, jis black as the 
hajr on h<jr head ! These were consoling reflections. 
“ And how she cast her evil eyes «ii Patrick Hudson ! 
It was not becoming for any girl to look at ,a man 
. like that ! How she detested— and feared too — 
that ly^'own Kerry face ! Bad luck fo it — God forgive 
her 1 ” ’ ^ 

And so the night of the concert’ had ilrrived. The 
quarter-deck, as stated, * had been prepared for the 
entertainment. The Captain hinf.self had lent his 
personal assistapee, arranr^g seats on the poop and 
hanging flings over the rail. A platform of hatches 
had been raised a few feet frpm ^iie quarter- deck, 
ttnd a large sail stretgligd behind it, and other sails# 
at the sides.- The jdatfoi-m wys for tlAi solo singers. 
The deck in fronf ,,of it for the " minstrels ” and 
dancers. Seats on the spars and ppi-rail /n either 
siejp for* tile married people, and single men ; and the 
single women, and officers had the poop anvrlne two 
poop ladders. 

Thus a kind of amphitheatre had been arranged.. 
Two riding lights and half a* dozen lanterns from 
below made a row of footlights for the stage. The 
performers (among the crew) made their exits and 
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^ their entrances through an opening in the sail which 
hung bchinfi the platform. Miss Palgrave and Jo- 
anna D’Arcy. would descend the poop ladder when 
their respective turns arrived. Mr, Palgrave had 
languidly consented to act as Master of the Revels, 
or Ceremonies ; he* had not been abl(^ to decide which 
was the more explanatory title. His great fear was 
that he might 1[eel bored. He had been for some 
half-hour hiddei! behind the big sail stretched from 
main shrouds to main shrouds, painting +he face of 
Cardiff Price _^with ochre and vermilion and a little 
Prussian blue. ' And when all. was n'ady, and the 
audience settled in, ther olace?;, he reapp*'ar<’fi, hnd, 
with programme in hand, stood ht one side of the 
stage and introduced the first peii'ormer to, the as- 
sembl}' in terms- of hiimorons raillery. 

This first performer was«(tt6en the Norwegian, who 
appeared w- ':h his nnidoch on. 

“ In intioduving this dijilingnirhed foreign in- 
strumental'st to you this evening, ladies and gentle- 
men/’ said Mr. Palgiave, fUanishing the programme 
(a copy of which, with a aecoiatcd border by himself, 

* had first been presented to ;he Captain), “ iii' pre- 
, senting Herr Signor Olsen t> this refined and ip- 
dnlgcnt asse’^ibly, allow rqc to request of you not to 
applaud until his melodeonicai rwerture Jwhich 1 am 
informe-i by one of the couipaiiy has always evoked 
enthusiastic applause — even from the captipus musical 
critics the Irussian Eagle) — not to applaud itntil 
the Uisi notes have beer- played. The Doctor in- 
foiii-.-S me — I moan Surgeon Benjamin Clyster? our 
respected medical sfficer, not our renowned chef 
de cuisine — that there is but a limited supply of 
cottonwool ill the ship, otherwise each person in the ] 
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audience would have been supplied Qratis with a small 
quantity on taking his or her seat. However, I may ’ 
be allowed to point out that nature has^ in supplying 
us all with^two ears, also supplied us wdb two little 
fingers ; and if M'C i*cservc our applause until we no 
l<?ng(T set; the marvellously dexte^rous movements of 
Monsieur Olsen's owi digitals we sh.^11, all of us, 
ladies and ^gcaitlenien, feel tluit the\(bsence of a few 
pellets of cottonwool has httle^or no power to destroy 
our pleasure in the perfoimance. Tlu‘se few words, 
Sigrior Olsen will, I trust, aec^-'pt as slight token 
of my own aj>preciatiop^for the concertina and kindred 
machines ior the distribution of-' sound. Could I 
entertain you all with a full verbal expression of 
my thoughts, thl. tropical heat and length of my 
'words , would blister my tongue and dislocate my 
jawbone. Got to woik,- Olsen, my boy ; let us 
have it ! ” ' ■ v 

He lent across the dais, and, with unusual animation, 
patted Olsen on tlic hark. The Korwegian seaman 
grinned. “ He speak more goot dan I play, ladies 
and yentlemen,” he '.aid, expectorating tobacco-juice 
sideWays info tlie folds of the canvai^ sail at the side 
.of the platform. 

” No, no J none of yer\)le gu^ ! ” shf^uted half tlie 
men.bcrs of, the ere*’, sitting on the deck, abaft the 
footlights, leaning tiiVir hacks against the bplkhead 
of the cabin ; “ give us ‘ Sweet Cliymen Bejjs of 

Loilgergo,’ Olsen ! ” ‘ 

“ I play dot 'for noncor,’'' said Olsen, expanding his 
melodeori. 

“ Weil, let her go, my lad ! >’ cried the Captain ; 
•“ we’re all waiting ! ” 

" Sh-sh ! ” from Mr. Palgrave, sitting on the flag- 
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, covered harness-ersk — tlie seat of honour— and holding 
up his hand. 

Olsen therflupon played some of his specialities, 
holding his mstrument in the various positions as- 
sumed by concertina p]ri5-crs, above his head, side- 
ways, down in frortt of his bent knees, and with ainfi 
extended in •'roni ; sometinies sweeping it ‘through 

the air from side to side in a wav tliat drew sotto voce 

* 

expressions of d('light Jronr the greatcT part of the 
audience. 

" Ain’t 'e lovely ? ” whispeied Miranda ^Tcn kins 
to the second mate. 

The second mate (’"ho rolaxea liis pr(>icssiona] 
tacitiynity on such occasions as this) sijueczed against 
her and pinched htr arm. lie snio soinelhing under 
his breatli, anu pushed hi.s feet against the girl’s.' 
“ Go ’long with yer ! ” ♦v'tiispered Miranda. The 
second mat.*' pinched her again, but not so hard. 
Miranda nudgTci him witli h<‘j- elbow, and told him to 
" Stop it ! ” 

The officer smiled. It vas the introduction to 
a flirtation on the part of lh« second mate ; but 
Mirandc^ seemed unwilling, for she slipped her arm, 
on the other side, around a girl’s waist and hug^e.d 
her. “I do s lo\'C fhem concitcenars, dear, don’t 
you ? ” The other girl nodded I'^'T’head^ 

“ Sh-'ih I ” f|om Mr. Palgrave again. Olsen was 
dcscri^bing arcs in the air, lingering on one^note. The 
secoud'xuate was thinking that it was passing strirnge 
for a girl to hug another giil as if one ol them had^been 
a man. He had carefully chosen a seat in the -back 
row on the poop, sb that there should be nobody 
sitting behind him. And when a cloud covered the 
stars above, it was quite dark up there. He turned 
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and pinched the girl on the others side of him and 
said Sh-sh !. ” like Mr. Palgrave. 

This girl giggled, and reciprocally pinched the 
second ma+e. She was a servant girlitrom Dublin. 
The second mate slipped his arm around her waist 
5tnd the girl made no attempt to rermove it. 

Olsen' finished, and rising from the b\;.tter-keg upon 
which he had been sitting, bowed his a'cknowledgments 
to the cries of “ Encore ! ” and to the prolonged clapping 
of hands. 

if- Vn he sat down again and idityed ‘‘^weet Chiming 
Bolls,” which was a selection ” that permitted of 
much air-sweeping. Wlu'p this „was finished, the 
applause was redoubled ; but the jicrfonner nhired 
modestly, and pYesenlly putting* his head through 
'the opening in the big sail, he cri(«d, ” Ladies and 
yentlefnens, -I biescntiy'hiake you laff ; I gome again 
mit my face black.” ■ -v. 

Mr. Palgrave consultc^^ the programme. Then he 
rose from his seat and said : ‘ Tho next item, ladies 
and gentlemen, is a very affecting solo ly a dis- 
tinguished tenrif — Mr. HOTatio Beady — late of the 
celebrated Evangelical clK)ir of Listiehouse Chapel- 
.^of-Ease, I am told ; and as you are all probably aware. 
To-night we arc not to be^f avoided with one of those 
soul-stirring,, mdoaisc with which he has moved so 
many thousands of humble dockers’ hearts,, in days 
goneby,-bfat ” , 

* Oh ! cheese it. Mister Pelgryve ! * I nevet^red no 
dochers in ahr 'church ! ”h<iid Beady, waiting to begin. 

“But,” continued Mr. Palgrave, ‘‘we shall all be 
profoundly touched by such a ‘selection as ‘‘ Mother 
Kissed” Me in My Dream.” We have all had mothers, 
and we all dream ” ' 
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" Not so much chewin’ the ole rag,” shouted Bill 
the quarter-master, from the other side of the c^invas 
screen. He And Sydney Bob, with blackened faces, 
were helping Vlsen to change, his character., " Mother ” 
is the most sacred word in any Wnguage aboard ship. 

” Let’s have, tin! song ! ” said tlie C.iptain. 

“ Aye, chuck the j)ow-wow ! ” cried Hudson coarsely, 
sitting on the top stej) of tlic port poop la.dder, where 
he could converse (befcwecn the turns) with Joanna 
D’Arcy and Miss Palgravc above liiin, and with 
Dominick D’^ey rpsv, who was sitting on tbe--+ 0 'p- 
gallant rail of tTie main deck beside him. 

” Sing, then, Horatif, wc hunger for Aiy voice!” 
said i^ustace Palgiave, sigliing affectedly, and regain- 
ing his scat on tlie? harness-cask. 

Beady tlicn Saiig his song, and sang extremely wclf. 

Miss Palgravc, Dominidk-^t’Aicy, and the ‘Doctor 
a])plaudcd 5\'ith Evident since? it y. /in encore was 
demanded, add Beady saie’Jw' would sing ” ’Er bright 
Smahle ’ornts M» still,” if they had no objection. 
Later on he would appear ag^^in with ” Uvver Lips and 
uvver ’Arts.” 

” Sinj; what y-uu like,” said Miss Palgrav*e graciously ; 
” your voice will transform anything.” And she 
spoke with 1»he quief, appreciation of critical discern- 
ment. 

So the quaj'ter-dcck once more rcsoundctl with 
BeaeV’s clear, round, sweet tenor voiftc. Hudson 
began tt) feel quite sentimental. He looked u^ at 
Joanna in the dim light, and she looked down oi^ him. 
She wore her best gown, and^ Miss Palgravc had ar- 
ranged her. luxuriaiA hair in becoming coils looped 
low on her jjare neck. They smiled at each other, 
and both thought of ” alien skies,” and of ” desert 
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paths,” where they would be haunted by each other’s 
smile. He pressed her foot on the step beside him 
unobserved. She did not move her foot,. Her hand 
hung down^'close to his neck. He ino*fed his head 
so that it touched hdr hand. A few weeks of idleness 
hipd softened that well-formed hand. She did not 
take it awaiy. Hudson felt a thrill t’liroVgh his whole 
body. He j)ut up one of his hands to adjust his rap, 
and touched hers. She did*- not shift her hand ; 
and when he did so a second time, he was gratified 
to ^i-«i.:i'er fingers toy and niirfgle willjjpgly with his 
own for a few momentr. 

As Beady concluded with a A’cll-takcn octave above 
■ — his own invention — ana there followed much, clap- 
ping and general loosening of tension among the 
audience, Hudson took the opportuftity of pressing 
the hand of Joanna agaih’,*and this time without the 
excuse of cap-adjustment. She returned the pressure ; 
but as their hand's still lingered in each" other’s, Miss 
Palgrave (pushing past them on htr way down the 
ladder) rested her own "pon them. H.ad the light 
of the. nearer of the kfnterns (below on the main deck) 
shone upon his face, as well as iipon'that of a young 
.fa-w^oman a few yards away, leaning forward over the 
poop rail, vaitching liis own as n?uch as •.;ou]d be dis- 
cernc'd of it in the oft^curitv — had 'Hudson’s own face 
been clearly visible, one might hav,e noticed the 
conscious' rt*ddcning of it. But he rose to his^feet, 
and calling to those bener^th him to ma'ke way,*dianded 
Miss *'Palgrave down the poop ladder to the quarter- 
deck.’ 

“ You should hide your hantls,” whispered Miss 
. Palgrave ; " the matron is just behind yo^u. Naughty 
■ man ! How do you like Joanna’s hair to-night ? ” 
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"Thanks!” s^'id Hudson ashamedly.. As he re- 
gained his place on the ladder he saw the face, not 
of the mati|>n, but of the young woman, Bridget 
Slattery, looling in the direction of him .and Joanna 
intently. It was her face whirl)/ the lay of lantern- 
light fell upon a few yards away. Next to her s.-^ 
the Captain, #and to the right of him the* Doctor. 
Miss Palgrave had been sitting on the top sjep between 
lilts matron and Joanr*a, and both the girl and the 
man felt now the loss of a very useful screen. 

“When sh.^has •L'iftng her song she will b.re 
again,” whispered Hudson, , standing 011 tlje step 
below Joanna, lif!' head ieverwith hers. There lay 
an unspoken Ihougiil in his words. “What a charm- 
ing woman was Miss Palgrave 1 What disisit crested 
toleration her vords exhibited 1 ” h(‘ thought. 

“Wdiat do you mean?*” 'said JoaniiA, whb know 
cjuite well 'de only meaning of his spok('ii words. 

“ Sit down* hiy good in^wi ! Sit down, please ! ” 
said the matron* in her high-t)itched voice. " We 
can’t see behind here.” ^ 

“ I beg your pardon,” said Htidson, dropping^down 
upon the step, * ^ 

" Sh-sh-sh 1 ” cried Mr., Palgrave and Dominick.- 
D’Arcy and* othersi, D’Arcy had deseended from 
the rail and produced his violin: i\Jiss *Palgrave had 
mounted the li^tchway platform, and was waiting. 

Tlmt Dominick D’Arcy should play sen^obbligato to 
Miss Palgrave's “ Voi die sapc'te ” seemed the mo.st 
fitting thing of the whole, entertainment to Patrick 
Hudson. On such a night Dominick the musician 
might comipand the*stars ! 

D’Arcy (ty« student, in his still receptive 'and un-. 
creative stage) had composed (or arranged) his violin- 
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part from the music of the aria (wliich Miss Palgrave , 
had lent him), and from some pianoforte music of 
the “ Marriage of Figaro,” wiiicli he p^-ssc'ssod him- 
self. Miss .Palgrave held a copy of tlicf' whole of his 
arrangement for voice and ohbligaio in her hands. 
Cardiff Price held Dominick’s for liim, and Mr. Pal- 
grave held a lantern, so that both i'ustrumentalist 
aild vocalist could sec their respective copies. 

Flap-flap-flap suddenly went the sails above them. 

“ Silence there ! ” cried the Captain. ” What’s 
th;ii.4«f^Iow at the wheel doing, liireSha^ley ? Shiver- 
ing the topsails like that ’ W ait a spell. Miss Palgrave ! 
she’ll fill again in a minute.«’ * .r 

The matron began to .snigger. The sails went on 
flapping. ” Why don’t they begin ? ” she said, in 
a very audible voice. ” I’m sure a little noise won’t 
spoil her sinking ; he-hc-Lc'-eegh ! ” 

Hudson's face flushed with angfcr. He could feel 
his cheek burning ; bub .^at the saiiic time he felt 
glad that the darkness prevented Others from seeing 
the cause of his anger. 

“ ^i-lencej Or-dei ! " roared the Captain. 

“ Lor’ ! ain’t the Captin \vild !'■' said ^liranda 
Jenkins to the second ipatc. ” Why don’t you go , 
an’ ’elp Mr; Shackley make thar feller at the rudder 
keep the ship quiet '* 

" Too many cooks spile the broth, jtnd it ain’t my 
watch on dt,ck, ducky ! ” said the second mate, p 

It takes oply one tp spoil our pea-soup — ’orrid 
muck ! ” said Miranda, “ and I’d rarthcr be a drake ’n 
a duck, enny dy ! ” . 

“ That’s it ! Keep her like fhat, close, but don’t 
shake her ! ” cried the Captain, as tl^e sails filled 
steadily again. 
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• “ He moans yo«(i,” whispered the second mate, with 

a chuckle, as he again pinched the Dublin girl. Tight- 
ening his arm around her waist, he pushed one of 
his feet betwwn her heels. 

" Ah ! g’ along out o’ that ! You're making gam^ 
of me, so you are,’’ whispered the girl, but letting hijR 
foot slide bet*reeii her own feet, and then holding it 
tightly between them. 

“•Now, then. Miss P^rlgrave, my dear ! Now, then, 
young fellow ! you with the fiddle ; get along with 
the duct ! ’’ cr'4*d the (*ta plain, as the sails filled 4—?# 

Miss Palgrave smiled at tJio Captain,, an<J tli,en, 
turning toward D%\rcy,' \,dio was^about to play the 
prelinjinary part o^ the obhli^uio, she could not avoid 
looking at the face*of the seaman Cardiff PricT' (whos^^ 
back was towafd the audience), with its grotescpie 
painting, the work of Mr. I*al|rave. 

“ Oh, for ‘lie lo\^e of heaven ! ’’ she gasped, " change 
that music-stand, Eustace > d shall ‘go into hysterics. 
Oh ! ’’ And Iut '^hole figure quivered with the effort 
to suppress her laughter. 

, " Wot’s the matter naow ? ’* came fjorn Beady, 

who wax listcmiii^ solemnly behind the screen, 
c “ Oh ! ask somebody ^se to hold Uie music, 
E’ stace,’’ safd Miss«Palgmve. ‘'_It is ioo bad of 
you ! ’’ • ^ 

Cardiff Price; turned round and grinned at the 
auditflce. The row of lanterns shone upon»his hideous 
make-up, in ocfire, and crin-j^ion, and ^lue ; with^is 
goat’s beard — of natural growth — on his chin. • 

“Faith! Between us and, harm ! but he’s' the 
dead spit of. a Pooka*! ” cried one of the young men 
in the audienge. 

His companions from Ireland laughed aloud. 
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Beady made his appearance. He had finished 
decorating Oison, so he volunteered for the office of 
music-stand, and Mr. Palgrave accepted, pushing 
Cardiff Price behind the big sail. a 

” Now, then ! pei':;iaps the prima donna wll oblige,” 
^lid the matron taitly. Miss Palgrave looked up 
into the darkiu'ss before her and tighfe'ued her lips. 
The malice in the matron's voice quelled the merri- 
ment. • 

“ The Ole Clhcken ’as a narsty way of S5dn’ things, 
? ” said Miranda Jenkisis to the girl whose 
waist she was clasping.- 

" Sh-sh ! ” whispered her ».omp; nion. 

I'here were many other cries of ” Hush ! ” 

‘‘ You seem to ^oe the only one that can hold your 
tongue,” said the Captain to Bridgef* Slattery, silting 
on his left hfmd. Her cnc('k was resting on her folded 
hands upon the rail, and she was lookuig sideways 
toward the poop ladder. Her eye's shone like 
“sapphires set in snow.” 

” There do be otb.,:’'^ iust as quiet ! ” she said, 
raising and turning her head, “ and they can be sitting 
in the dark corners, too.” 

She spoke in a very low tone, but the first notes on 
D’Arcy’s violin hushed seme obiter wo*. .Is coming to 
her lips, anch tnd v liole audience grew suddenly quiet. 
. . . The arched mainsail caught the sounds and sent 
them sighi/ig, trembling, to the stars. The I' ictor, 
who had been. both a violin and a pianoforte player 
of same domestic importance in his younger day^, 
was noticeably interested in the accompaniment 
when Miss Palgrave had begun twinging her own part. 
This aficompaniment consisted of a sof*^ arpeggio by 
Dominick, who continued his bowing when the voice 
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jfxiiised. Tlion hr^b(‘gan again, and only the Doctor, 
by his ear, and pcrliaps Mr. Palgrave, by his, eye, 
knew that b^h lady and accompanist were taking 
liberties withVlozart. 

But the song and the obhligatc/wcrc very success- 
fully rendered. Mtss Palgrave had not any othetf 
than an ordifary clear mezzo-soprano voice ; but 
she sang with axt'istic h'eling ; she “ kn(‘W ” iniisk, 
and*slie sang accurah'lyb uhat slie had to sij^g. Tlie 
Doctor was enthusiastic in lus demand for an 
encore. .. 

I declare tliat youTig nian’^ .violin a( <'on'i]>annnent 
is simply perfect, ’’^le s.«d to the CapLii’-, “ and his 
instriiyient is of an (‘xcellent cjuaTuy ; it is like an 
‘ Amati ' or a ' Strati/ I declare.” * • 

^ ji 

Captain Jessup, whose little daughter at home was 
learning the pianoforte, t^i<*'Pight som(‘ ^'riticiMn of 
his own wo.Ad be* appr()])riate to ilie ‘^occasion. He 
was daily becotiung irritatc'd by the Doctor s sujicaior 
manners in the atiloon, and esj)ecially at any ex- 
hibition of knowledge b(']^Qud» his cuvu purvi( w. 
Being the commanding oftic^'r (;\s»\vcll as the chairman 
of the eniertaimfient), everybody nc'ar him listened 
attentively to lus words, when the a[)]dause had 
sul^sided. 

” Urn ! I don't •tiiink that fijdler fellow 

gave he^ a prop^^r cliance/' said the Captain .Jowly 
and iw^portantly ; ”lie always seemed to coming 
in where he \vu^ not waiite^; and she had to \\^it 
until he was done ! Of course, it may have been 
jaiade up between them, but l^don't think that *st)rt 
of thing is quite regular. Music is all right by ilself, 
but I like a so^ig myself without the music.” 

The Doctor lifted his eyebrow's and smiled, but 

L 
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said nothing. He could find iiotliing to say tliat^ 
would seem to fit in. 

“ Let’s have an encore, Miss Palgrave, without 
any music,” said the Captain. r 

” Mr. Jenkins is^oing to favour us with his dance 
'hrst,” said Miss Palgrave ; ‘‘ after that I will try 

and recollect another song, and sing itvw'ithout — er — 
“^'ithout any music. Captain.” 

” I think your brother’s ]»laying delightful,” whis- 
pered Hudson to Joanna. ‘‘ Docs he accompany you 
5 K««:^yOU siug ? ” 1- , 

Dgmin.ick couldn’t, do that,” said Joanna, ” be- 
cause I sing in the Iiish ''•vay, which I learned from 
the people in our part of tlie country.” 

Huds'viit seemed perplexed. ” But he is a clever 
musician ! ” he replied. • 

“ liidecd' he is,” sai'cl *joanna D’Arcy ; ‘‘ but he 
says himself 'that he doesn’t understand the Irish 
music as we do. He was,. brought u]) i'n Dublin.” 

” Well, he knows all Moore’s mel* idles, 1 suppose ? ” 
” Oh, Dominick says^hat they have all been turned 
into. English music,” said the young woman. 

Hudson seemed more perplc.xed Lhan before, and' 
shook his head. , 

Just then Mr. Jenkins, tfie Itf^han, began his “ Danse 
des lirigamds.” . • 

Miranda stood up on her seat, and the seepnd mate 
offered to support her. :> 

1 can see tvithout 5^00 ’oldin’ of ni'e,” said Miranda. 
” Aqn’t father funny? just look at ’im slappin’ of 
'is ’ands be’ind ’is back, and over 'is ’ead ! Ain’t 'e 
lovely ? That’s something Italian what the young 
man’s' a-playin’ on the fiddle, ain’t i.t ? I’ve ’card 
father whistle it orfen enough.’ 
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* " It do sound bit foreign like,” said -the second 
mate, standing up willi the other girl. 

Dominick |1aycd away on liis violin, and Mr. 
Jenkins threw ^lis body into strang# attituck^s, moving 
his feet flatly to the ihvthrn of fhc gay Italian lilt.., 
Mrs. Jenkins, down on the main deck, .looked 
disgust. “To‘si'(i an ole fool like that a-cuttin' 
capers ! ” said she, quite audibly. It had tak' U Mrs. 
Jenkins eighteen years ‘to bring her Imsband into 
the Marriage Registry Ollice, and tht're being no 
retrospective legjlimatton law in Engl.ind, she' had 
never forgiven Inirr for his delaj’, and (‘veay t>pini«n 
of Mr. Jenkins and las doings was cc/ioured with a kind 
of slumbering spite. ^ " Y’ll be junqiin’ on somebody^’s 
'ands in a minnit ! ” sIk' cried. (Men and ‘women* 
were leaning foiward, resting, on their arms, sitting 
on the deck.) 

But the uaii^hter was very fond of licr father, 
though she had not any ]eg<,» light to bear his name, 
whether Jeirkins or'Giansimin ; and slie had inherited 
some of his light indifferenc’ .u'the eonventions of 
society and his gaiety of soul, which had ' volved its 
own moral code. She clapped her hands delightedly, 
rr.d laughed till even the matron’s wooden nerves 
beg.m to show some evidence of Ivine jiifected. 

” That girl Miranaa will be n'aking nik laugh in 
a minute ” said tiJie matron, allowing a smile to flicker 
along t.ie straight edge of her upper lip. 

” Then Miranda will have* worked a miracle ! " 
wdiispered Hudson to Joanna D'Arcy. * 

The second mate, to w’hose (conquering spirit the 
Dublin girl’s non-resistance had brought no joy^ now 
turned sidewa;fs to Miranda and held her waist, 
spanning it with his two big hands. 
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" You'll fall down if I don’t,” said the officer. ' 
” Xh ! That’ll do, let me down ; ah-ah-h-h-h ! 
father’s lovely when ’e dawnces ! "ftm know, we 
'ad a fried-fish-ani-chip-’talcr shop iir ’Ackney, and 
■^an ole Italian fellow used to briyg ’is organ outside 
sometimes, and father used to dawnce for the cus- 
4,vmers ; and then they’d all mike.iuc'ileclion for the 
grinder, who was an ole pal of father’s when they was 
boys in Italy.” ’ ' 

‘‘^ hat made him chuck it up ? ” asked the 
second mate ; ” there was ihoney in it, w’asn’t 

there 'r ” ’ 

“ Oh ! ’e used 'to give too much tick ; and ’e 'ad 
to py j pound ta week for ’is sl^op,” said Mir.inda ; 
” but we’re goin’ to start another chip-tater shop in 
Orstr.aylyef. I loves «shj;-ps like them, you see .so 
many people*; blokes Irringin’ tlieir g;i.ls in for tasty 
suppers, y’ know ; and it’s gay, I te!lj 3 a!r ! don’t you 
like fish and cliips, and" music ? ” 

” I do, now and agen,” said the second mate warily. 
” I often thought omnicking the sea and ojrening 
sonfiC kind of eating-house myself-; the sto’od says 
there’s money to be made at it ; but 1 ain’t had no 
experience in business, ‘and the gals might take ad- 
vantage of my-ti'Siigrsense, d’ytfsee ? ” 

” Oh, you go along with yer charf ! ” said Miranda, 
turning to her companion on her other side. ’ 

” I ain’t kidding you,” said Mr. Parrish, th^' second 
mate; ‘‘not me! V/ken it's money, I’m dead 
earnest.” 

" Good man 1 ” shouted mai^v voices, as Mr. Jenkins 
finished his dance, with extended arms and open palms. 
‘‘ Good man ! Faith 1 ye can shake ^cr brogues well 
for an old Eyetalian. More power to ye 1” 
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t “ My i:,istcr will now kindly oblige w^itli her encore/" 
said Mr. Palgrave. 

Oh ! sr^ercid the matron, the frima donna 
will certainly fOiit ns all under si^h a debt of obli- 
gation that we shall never recoy/r from it. What 
is it now" ? More •Royal Italian 0])era (luinmery ?' 
Why do("sn’t *slie sing something wa* can under- 
stand ? ” 

There was a mnrmni of appowal among several 
of the girls sitting near the niatrorr 

“ Si-lence ! ” roaivd the Captain. Those that 
understand can slmt their ear'- 

If slu^ can’t sirg an Enghsli song I can ceitainly^ 
cover with my fingers/’ said Ua* matron. 

Loi ! Don't llie'Ole ('hickeii lovi' Mi-^s l^ilgryvc ! 
said Miranda, ‘hand the Captain's ears ain't too srnorl, 
are they ? " • 

'' Si-leiicc ! ' from the Ca]>tain again. 

"'The (dd Aaii’s gelting^ •wild!’ whispered the 
second mate to Mknnda, trv-ng again to put his aim 
around her waist, “ I'lie \Mne*’- 'titling uncertain. lie 
^kept in too close to Cape Wrd f ‘•ihis time of the year ; 
w(‘'ll be striking die sou ’-wee, nonsoons to-morrow, 
and get a lot of rain and thuj" .ag and no wand, I ex- 
pire!. Doldni as is all ^ery fur cleaning paintw"ork 
and waishing clotho , ; but wa i>ox-auiuiing dl the 
yards do tiy th^ temper, I toll 

U.a ! ” said Miranda, releasing hersoi^f, nnd not 
understanding a wwd, " LisUai ! she’s^ singing sonle- 
thin’ English now ; ain't it pretty ? '* 

no mote, ladies, sigh no more ! 

Tslen were deceiivers ever, 

O^ie foot in sea anil one on shore, 

To one tiling constant never, . . 
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sang Miss Palgrave, to the setting of Stevens, anc? 
singing it very well. 

“ Tlien sigh not so, 

' , But let them go. . . 

V ^ , I 

Hudson’s liana i.ropt up to foH for Joanna’s, and 
when he had found it he pressed it, ^es if he would 
“T,CAivey a thought tlu reby tliat he, af h'.ast, w.as not of 
the deceiving, sea-and-shore-Ghangiug variety of man. 
But the wordh (thougli not the music) of the song 
'•'Wid-niade a sudden impressior, upon Joanna, and she 
did not rejiurn her lover's hand-pressure. 

Hudson withdrew 'his hand ar.d whispered, “Do 
you doubt me ? ’’ „ 

“Ah;’’ sighed*’ Jo.xnna, “ sure, ^ all men arc alike; 
everybody knows that ! ’’ ' 

“ I' am not like othfr Inen ; I can be true to her 
I love,” said*' Hudson, wondering' at hY-, own words, 
which yet seem(?d to be oot his own) aiid to be words 
that he had learned by rote. • 

“ 'Will I trust you -aad Biddy Slattery making eyes 
at you ?” ^ whispered Joanna. “Sure! she has the^ 
evil eye entirely. Don’t you know ? ” 

“ She is looking this,.way how,” replied Hudson. 
“ Why do you speak of h«r ? ” ,, 

“i\!li!”~Ta iTih^ passionate sigh, half-f earful, half- 
despairing, from Joanna. „ 

There was sudden applause. Miss Palgre^c had 
finished singing her son^. During the general com- 
motion and hand-clapping, Joanna, speaking hurriedly 
and’ passionately, poured out the stream of accu,- 
mulatcd emotion that she coulfl keep back no longer. 
“ I hate her ; I hate the sight of here she wants to 
. -;;-to — she wants to take you from me ! Oh ! I don’t 
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* think you love me at all, or you would hate her as 
much as I do ! And she’s cunning, and mean, and 
spiteful, like,*ill the moimtainy people of the place 
where she’s fiom. If you don't lyite her I shall hate 
you! Won’t you hate her, P'lt ? I’ve seen you 
smiling at each otluT often enough. Oh 1 indeed, 
and 1 was a man. I’d set her about her business. I'll 
trust you if you* bate her — God forgive^ mo!— :'.rd 
I’ll Jove you for ever and ever. Won’t you ? 

Hudson fc'lt for her hand as it hung by her side, 
and grasped it. Tlr' passion in her whispered vor*’. 
aifected liim deeply ; it was 5 sudden revelation or 
unsusjiecti'd char,.' Her, .md lie felt the torci* of licr 
selhshlove foi him in the jealousy *]ic had so suddenly 
laid bare. He was^gralificd, thougli*he was astonished, 
and he pressed iier hand with fervour, and replied — 

“ I sliall love }'ou alwa>.^ ;* I shall be true to you ; 
and so — wh.it matters about other women ? Let us 
love oadi otlnV. Joanna ! ” • 

His words sceiiK'd now to be quite his owm. 

The applause died awav . Joanna D'Arcy had 
barely time to say a lew mc/e passionate words when 
there was silenct again. 

" God be betw'een us and all harm ! she has the 
evil eye ; but _\ou'll hate her and love me lor ever ? ” 
she concluded, and with a question still.. 

Then the Doctor, who had been most applausive, 
and the Captain who had left his seat tc look at the 
comjiass, and nad now returned, were both shouting 
“ Order ! ” and Silence ! "* * • 

Miss Palgravc regained her place above Hudson, 
the latter rising and*handing the lady up the ladder. 
Her hand lins^ercd in his longer than the circumstances 
justified, he thought. ^ , 
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" ‘ By my iroth, a good song !.’ ” said Hudson, 
affectedly. ’ . 

And an ill singer, my lord ! ’ replied Miss 
Palgravc, pressing Lis hand before she released it. 

“ ‘ No, faith ’ — \^mt is it ? — ‘ thou singcst well 

enough for ’ — something ” * 

* “ T see you forget your Shakesjieai^r,” said MLss 
-Palgravc, taking her s('at. “ ].''ust*are, my brother, 
has insisted tliat the dramatist put a double entente 
into the mouth of Don Pedro. (Your liair is falling 
again, Joanna !) ” i 

Ah ! — er — I forg<'t — what does i')on Pedro say 
about tne song of that st.ige ].)ag : in Much Ado?” 
said Hudson, fetching a deep sigh, as he felt, Miss 
PalgravC' arrangm'g Joann.a's tresses. 

That the sing{*r did wi'll enough ‘ for a ” 

said Miss Pidgravc. “ Yi.'u see, it is always a woman 
who sings that song in Much Ado /'^wut Xuthiii". 

It is an old-fashiolicd nai»u for a very useful gaunent,” 
she continued, laughing merrily. ‘Joanna remained 
imperturbable., 

“ Well, I deeJare ! '> said the matron, with a very 
loud Voice. " She’s a nice lady ! ” 

“ How solemn you arc^, Joanha ! ” said Miss Pal- 
grave, unheoding the matrwn. ,, 

“Writ you people, over there tbc quiet?” cried 
the Captain. “Get on with the cor\cert Mr. Pal- 
grave ! I'Vho’s nc.xt ? Rouse ’em mit ! Whirl’s on 
the^programme ? Oh, John Thomas Llewellyn Morgan 
GriffUh Price ! Lord send us a fair wind, what a name! 
I wouldn’t have shipped a man with a name like that, 
if I’d known. It’s enough to pfrt the ship down by 
the head ! ” v 

As there was some delay at this moment in getting 
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, Cardiff Price to come forward, one of the men among 
the married folk, a thin, consumptivc-iooking^, but 
powerful Coijjiaught man, volunteered to sing. His 
voice was likj a d('ep-toned bell every note steady, 
round, and resonant ns an Italian’s, yet vibrant with 
an emotional quality which sui(:ed the Munster aii 

and the worcljfk of Thomas Davis — ' 

• • 

“ When all beside a vigil keep, the West’s asleep, the West’s asleep/ 

« 

But his wife came across to the platform before he 
could begin the foii/th verse, in which the 
awakens. “ Ach ! d'you want to anger them sailor- 
men ? ” she whisju'i-'ccl, /' Is it-pulitics w^' waifrt, then, 
on a night like this ? ” * 

Cardiff Price hhd now reajipcirrcd from behind 
the canvas scicvn, and Mr. Palgrave took him byluc 
hand with mock gravity,- rend assisted »the seaman 
to mount th„ hatchway. * 

“ Allow meVo introduce Pi^jfcssor -Llewellyn Morgan 
— er 'I'licmias — cf, ei — ccter.i i’rii 1', er — to your 
virtuous Captainship. Tco lorii^, have 3 on remained 
in blissful ignorance of the exist e. ice of one of the 
most enlightcne^l, and one of the most profound, 
and certainly the inctst entertaining of scientists that 
the nineteenth century h/Js piuduced, . And 1 can 
only hope that the, foolish wisdom w'liich will 'accom- 
pany you^ discovery of l*is talents may fully com- 
pensr'.o for yoiu 'former blissful ignoraijce .of them. 
He will delivw a short lecture entitled, ” Nautical 
Astronomy for the Masses," as stated on the. pro- 
gramme, though I am privately informed tha-t the 
printer unfortunately detachc*d the letter m in the 
final w'ord :^om the e of the penultimate,- ahem ! 
purely iu the interests of English grammar. I am 
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sure we shall all, at its conclusion, krjpw quite as much 
about the subject as Professor — cr — er — Price docs 
at present.” v 

There were cries " Sail in, Cardiff,! ” and ” Re- 
^member thc'ladics ! ’i and ” Good ole ‘ Chew-the-rag ’ ” 
(one of the classical Cardiff's sobriquets). 

‘Cardih Price, the Naval Reserve mav, was a very 
-goo^ mimic. He had dtdiglited maVy a ship's com- 
pany with his stump specchc's, full of indecent sug- 
gestions. He could also imitate the manner, and 
a&'Ct the phraseology, of tho pedagogue with the 
art of the born actor. , He had added a large pair of 
wire spectacles (without le«ses) to his make-up ; 
and, as he stood rhere coughing, and looking ove,r 
his notes, and stVoking his goatef beard, even the 
bfasf* Mr. Palgrave was comp(iled to smile. 

“Hem! Attention, plbiisv ! ‘ Torrem, dicendi cofia 

muliis, ct sua thortifera cst facuiidia; as flic renowned 
satirist, Juvenal, ‘observi-s, and therefore 1 purpose 
to restrain my inclination to cnteitain you with an 
exhibition of r^ngiie rij- v erbosity ; and to adapt my 
language to the capacities of my unenlightened 
audience, f shall commence with ’ a definition of 
‘ Nautical Astronomy,’ to simjMify my sulrject as 
much as pofisible. In th-7 beginning >f the world 
there were al^va}^ nau^fily-gals, and there wtTc always 
asses — jackasses, I mean — fond of gazirj,g. ^^at the 
stellar configurations above them as they rHlined 
by ‘the seashore on the primrose banks, where the 
wild ;thyme grdw-s, and the nodding violet modestly 
closes* her eyes, and so forth, in the balmy nights of 
midsummer holidays — *er — and ftfter a time people 
began to entitle this innocent recreation of stellar 
fontemplation as ‘ Naughty-gal Ass-on-to-me ’ ” 
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“ I say, Cardii|, none of that ! ” shouted Hudson. 

The seamen on the main deck Liughed loudl}^ and 
shouted, “ on, ole ‘ Chew ’ ! ” 

The Capt^n himself was au<jj.ibly amused ; but 
the Doctor said, ” Hear, hear ! ’’to Huds'on’s remark. 

“ Ah ! you go back to the Royal Navy when you 
leave tliis s>iip !' ” said the Captain. The Doctor 
sniffed and pulfed his moustache. 

V Go on, Proh'ssor ! ” ciied Mr. Palgrave ; “ never 
mind them ! ” 

■' I mean As-r.tar>«ig-to-me : for this reereat’^T* 
often led to consideialde struggling end tussling—ail 
among the uodviibg violets.* etcetera^ c^eteruA ; 
and ,it its conclusion the naughly-gal was genei'ally 
in a position to sfudy more of flu* science- than the 
jackass ” • 

” If you don’t ” began* Hudson agjsin. • 

Miss J’alf,rave ’was laughing <pnetTy behind him. 
Hudson coulci ‘faintly heatj;* her. •Joanna smiled in 
a perplexed waj*, she w’as wondering what amused 
the Captain and the other stgjmen, atid especially 
Miss Palgrave beside her, whoir* she could feel shaking 
with laughter. * 

" Go on, Professof ! We’ll make a note of that 
'derivation,” %aid Eiijjitace Palgrave. ‘‘lye seen you 
before in a story by Solomon Lascifon^e. Ihe waiy 
n.-iture imit atej; art is remarkable ! ” 

” (to on, payy/tiit the lingo ; etcetera^-.' »tccteiah J 
go on, ole. ‘ Chew -the-ra{^' ” Shouted many aiiiong 
the seamen sitting on the ^eck under the’ bre^ak of 
the poop. 

” But many pco]91c have (icrived the word from 
As-WTong-to«nc.” said Cardiff Price discreetiy, ” be- 
cause they are, of opinion that the wrong in this word 
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agrees witli the naughty-gal in the other, in number, . 
gender, and case. Weil, boys, such was the origin 
of ” 

Flap-flap-flap word; the sails again. 

“ Keep her clean full ! ” roared the Captain. 

" Dam that man h.t the wheel !' ” said the second 
mate. '■ Just when he’s getting funny !V’ 

C^:rdift Price struggled along tludugh his stump 
speech, with many inttTriiptions ; some of them 
brought about by the man at the wheel, some of them 
i^his own allusions and double., meanings. 

'■ Yori're a prime {Jay-boy ! ” said an Irishman, 
wlum hc'-had concluded. “ Dwoi.i;-’n’t trust you with 
a widder woman as' old as Methusalem.” 

Hudson had suddenly began td fet'l e.xcecdingly 
virtuous. Though lie had ofh'n hrnghed outright 
(in thcr forecastle) at Cardiff’s buffoonery, to-night 
he felt that he* would have liked to {mil the man off 
the platform and kick higv 

" I think him very amusing,” said Miss I’algrave, 
in the inte'/.-.-^i, 

" What has that irsan been talking about all the 
time ? ” inquired Joanna. ‘‘ Sure, lie seems a great 
scholar lor a sailorman ! ” * 

"My deax' Joanna, yommus^ have been horn in 
a parsley-bedj ’’said Miss Palgravu 

"Oh ! can’t we be innocent when \ye lijj£j_” said 
the matron tC). one of her satellite's. 

I^idson caught her weirds, ai d he flusi’cd angrily, 
and turning hislicad, he said very loudly — 

" If we could, there might be some hope for you, 
Matron ! ” ’ * 

"You* low, bad sailor!” said the matron; "keep 
your evil tongue quiet ! ” 
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Joanna pnsho^J lur foot gently against Hu(fcon, 
and whispered to him not to reply to the matron. 
The young ’.foman was perplexed. What cause of 
dislike coiild»lie between the matron and this hand- 
some young Englishman (for he was conceived as 
such in Joanna’s mind), whonr she had loved from 
tliat morning when they had first looked upon one 
another ? That all women should love Jiim se<?^nK‘d 
so •probable, llud it assumed a certainty quite bear- 
able — nay. desirable' — when the woman was one living 
in a different world* her own ; or wliere a gulf 
years or of ill looks sf'parated^securely, 

Hudson reiriairi(«^f^ silent . INfiss Palgra%e's ‘approval 
of Cikrdiff’s stump spivch seemed an echo of sr>me- 
thing tolerant, or mdithTcnt, within Nct^one 
fleeting, antipathetic thought associated itself with 
any w(;rds other owau 

When does^ turn arrive^, dear ? ” iiujuired 

Miss PalgravT? of the j/oiiRg woma*n. “ I have lost 
my programme/'* 

“ Not yet/' said Joanna. “ miTistrels, 

do I not ? " • ^ ^ 

“ Is i/iis your programme ? " whispered Hudson 
to Miss Palgravv', producyig it from the bosom of 
his loose shirt. rt - * ^ 

'' Yes ; you -.av keep it — fur a sOTvenir — from 
me/' wliiiij&cTcd Miss Palgra/c. 

The “ minst‘?^s " had i>o\y appeOiJ-ed-^-Bill the 
Cjuarter-mas^k'4, Olsen the^ Norwegian (with, his ntelo- 
deon), and Sydney Bob with a couple of beef bones, 
tlie weight of which had been included in his allow^- 
ance, acccy'ding to Act of Parliament/' All of 
them had blackened their faces, leaving a wide margin 
of white flesh around their lips, in the approved nigger- 
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minstrel slylo. Tlicj? danced, and they sang ; they 
laugiitd “ Yah ! Yah ! Yah ! ” and Sydney Bob 
asked “Mr. Yonson!” (Olsen) qnestiorts, which Mr. 
Yonson was .unable to answer, and whicli Sydney Bob 
himself answered, to^^the delight of the younger emi- 
grants, and to many of the crew, wlio had heard them 
asked and answered before. Their ^\\ry staleness 
"added a clasjiic elegance to their natural verbal beauty. 

Mr. Palgravc was now “terribly bored”; minstfrcl 
entertainments “ always bored him excessively,” he 
fold Dominick D’Arey. But hls’^ sister, who seemed 
to extract a, joy from the. most trivial of amusements, 
laughed 'with the others, and clapped her hands at 
the time-worn jcti clc fnots. Olsen’s attempt to mimic 
a Jtf oore-and-Burgess minstrel gave her especial 
pleasure. “ Vy is leetlc tog mit long’hairs vot valks 
on hine'Ieg lilee Took of Vt*ll*ngton ? Mi,';1er Yackson, 
I do not know vy leetle tog like 'Vellington Took. 
V(;ll, s’pose }'ou tell lackd:^ and shentR'inen vy him 
like Vellington, eh ? ” Then Sydm'f Bob, mimicking 
Olsen, 'get ans\¥er in traditional maniKT. And 
Bill the quartor-ma.steV’s “ Yah ! Yqh ! Yah 1 ” had 
an effect on the company analogous to that recorded 
of audiences who used, one/' upon a time, to go to fairs 
to see igountebanks grhuftng through hoisc-collars. 
Bill’s remarkcible cachinnation was indeed so con- 
tagious that, despite his boredom, event M»i><-E;^rave 
was compelled to laugh at last. X 

Al the, conqlusion o^ dhis part 6‘f -the enter- 
tainment Joanna D’Arcy was culli-d for her song. 
She descended the Igdder, and was , handed to 
the platform by Eustace Pafgrave. She stood 
.there in 'the lamplight, feeling happy in^ her Sunday 
attire, and with Miss Palgrave’s brass hairpins holding 
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•Up her heavy liair in the approved mode of the 
period. ^ 

''An 7m/^.»song, ladies and gentlemen ; silence, 
please ! " Mr. Palgravc Ifmdly. There was 

some whispering among the young emigrants, both 
male and female. Sure, the lAsh is only what the 
poor old wori:m used to speak where I come from,**' 
whispered the ^iii next to Bridget Slattery. ^Tla*. * 
Keivy girl shrugged lu'r shoulders. " Faith ! Ellen, 
she comes of as poor a lot as any, I don’t doubt at 
all, at all ! ** 

Said the otlier girl : Did ever see siuh^airs^as 
she can put on ? i uc v u* sa\?' be^' tidy 1-ei^ie, the 
slut ! Among the single 3^c>uiig^ men tlicie w^re 
many Irish-spcakihg peasants ; bfit, as l*^.)mi’'^k‘k 
D’Arcy had said cO Hudson, " they w'ere half-ashamed 
of their owm language.” T'fey nudged <5ne aciother 
in the dark/ and •tvhen Dominick stt'pped forward 
with his vioJiif,*one cried Ah i tlicn, we don’t 

w^ant none of them old come-all-yers ! ” 

Hudson remembered that Dominick li; : there 

was no written musical not ili^m to suit the music 
of the Gael. And when he hoard this air played on 
the violin (an air that has been set to Englisli words 
of Dalton WiWams, “^Adiea to Innisfail he could 
understand the dnfercnce between Thoijias Moore’s 
conversions ^ind^ those beainiful originals which he had 
iniitilaLvd ; not <.rone by deliberate transposing of 
notes, but by Lhe fact that* the*'accepted European 
notation was unable to reproduce the original rrHisic 
at all. But D’Arcy’s violin allowed of an ihter- 
pretation as flexible a? that of tlie human voice. 

And that wWch Dominick had also said, that those 
who heard Joaiina sing would not like her singing,- 
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Hudson soon discovered was a corie^t prognostication. 
In two instances it was faulty, though mainly true 
of Joanna's audience. At least Mr, l^algravc was 
delighted, and Hudson himself was slr.^\ngely moved 
by Joanna’s sweet yoice, and the singularity of the 
tonality^ of the song. Here and there, during her 
singing, he found his mind dwelling ui an incident 
of his yoiifh. He recalled how, one evening on the 
river Menam, near the city of Bangkok, he .had 
strayed far into a tliicket of bushes and trees, and 
lie had heard the singing of several voiees in unison ; 
singing S(np,ewhal nas;il ,yet full of a weiid and subtle 
beauty ihat drew him to ‘-ea. cli ai aiind tor the source 
of it. He had found the source in a little bamboo 
biyUing, altached to a Buddhist temiile, and the 
voices were tliose of a luimbcr of boys who were 
standiiig in' a semicirclt'^# m front of an old man in 
a yellow robe, who was ejaculaiing, between the 
phrases of music, shorUa and more guttural sounds. 
It stcnud then to be, to Hudson’s mind, tlie old 
man's '—.v: h ” at.dlu- end of every vers(‘ of some 
Siar\iesc ps:ilin. But*, after peeping into tlu^ building, 
he had retired into tlie adjacent thicket ; and there 
sitting down, listened, for as long as it lasted, to this 
strange music. ^ The gliding of one tone subtly into 
another, and the halt-heard harmonics of some of 
the notes, impressed him so much thc^it 1^^^ had never 
forgotten the incident .nor the U ‘ble and self-con- 
demned attempt to” imite-jte the singing.nvith his own 
voice. 

There was indeed somelliing suggesting Oidcntal 
chanting, when Joanna D’Arcy sang in the manner 
of her^ country’s peasantry ; mysterious tones that 
seemed at variance with tlie accepted European 
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^musical scale ; and Hudson, who had a fair knowled^’;e 
of music, seemed to be listening to an iiiliabita^^i of 
another worldgr-one who was speaking another musical 
language to his own. Mr. Palgi>ive, who presently 
insisted that Joanna must sing anothef song, was 
reminded (he said)- of some old ^Ircgorian music that 
he had once '^^eard sung by nuns in a convent chapel 
in Italy. But •the fact was that Eustace Palg^'av{^ 
had received a new sensation and could nol explain it. 

Joanna D'Arcy needed persuading before she 
would consent to sing a second ^^ong ; the applause* 
was confined tdialf a dc^zeii, cUiid ihe r »]dness of the 
reception accorded ! “r ^‘nging of ‘ The of the 

White Breast ” ^Ihough t'vidcmtly a Tec(‘pti()n ex- 
pected by her trolher) disheart.,ned the young 
woman. 

WTdl ! if that is /m7/' si«ging/' said 4 .he ipatron, 
'' give me natij/e English/' 

“ T)eed, tli^tc an' beaut i^yl EnglTli words to that 
song,"' said an I^idi girl 5' ifs only the common 
count ry-p(‘ople tliat sing them word-^ "liat.'* 

Well, my dear, they waid civilizing, 1 suppose; 
we canT expect mucli from a country that hve!s on 
p>otatoes/’ 

'' He-hc-he * tittered in* girl ; wlui^ , would tliey 
do at all withovit the peaylies *1 ^don’t know, 
matron.” 

SikmceV’ *crhxl Mr*. Palgrave. ''Jfliss. D*Arcy 
will sing th^,' — “^-he — er • % 

''The ' Couliny said Bdminick, firompting.him 
sharply, almost irritably. 

"Ah, pardon me®! The 'X/oulin' ) and in my 
opinion (as a'l artist) 1 think the lady is inteff jireting 
a very subtle and beautiful folk-music, whether she 


M 



i 62 


‘‘ACT OF GOD” 


is Conscious of art or not. I had no idea that Ireland 
had a** musical ort of its own,” 

” I believe you are serious now/’ said Dominick ; 
“ and I am pleased see that even Ireland can teach 
you sometlhng/’ 

” Nay 1 don’t be annoyed, Mr. D’Arcy,” said Miss 
PaJgrave. ” He is really delighted ‘with the singing 
of yaar sister.” 

” It is a great pleasure for me to hear you say tha.t,” 
said Dominick etfusively. 

The Captain had left his sea^ <m the poop. Tra- 
ditipualolrisli music liad no charm for him ; and the 
Doctor had also vacatc-d his pha>. to go below for 
a pipe. The Captain stood behind, looking aloft 
anx'kiasly at the iiiivering leeches \)i the sails. The 
ship was breaking off her course iHoro and more, 
and Captain Jessup misse*d liis evening glass of grog, 
which the prolongation of the programnie had separ- 
ated him from. « * i 

” You may have another song, or maybe two, and 
then I swing the yards round,” he said. 

” And all of us go to bed,” said the matron, yawning. 
”I’m tired of this,” 

Under disadvantages such as 4110 feeling of unrest 
created witiiin her, Joamiia sang the beautiful 
" Coolin,” that song known to Englishmen as 
” Though the last glimpsb of Erin,” bv Thomas 
Moore. The, Coulin (o,n An Chmkhionn) , as* sung 
by^joanna, was a rCi>torati:on to origin'll beauty and 
honos.ir. Mr. Palgrave, who knew the English words 
of air Moore’s melodies — though lie could not sing 
one of them, except m monotdne — was touched in 
. his onlyVulnerabki spot, and that w\as his art worship, 
forgot straightway about ” cold-hearted Saxons ” 
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tearing chords from Inirps, and locks from ha’.‘, in 
hot-hearted passion, and only thought, or allowed 
his mind to 'dwell upon the v<)calizatif)n of musical 
ideas. Wha'* an uncommon sensation i How per- 
fectly this tinknown language seemed to embrace, 
as it were, t^c form of the uncommon music ! “ ^^h, 

sing again, sirig. again ! ” he cried enthusiastically 
when slie concluded. Miss Palgrave said nothing. 
Sht^ merely clapped her hands with tin; others. 

“ Yes,” cried Hudson, “ sing once more ! ” 

” One more song, ' slionted out many of the Irish 
emigrants ; ” one more English song ! ” 

Dominick D’Arcy,' who had played Die alr^ of each* 
of Jf Mima’s songs, but had not attempted to accom- 
jiany her while singing, now began to play ” i^rink 
to me only with thine (‘yc's.” 

That is ^^otir S(jng,” w'nisperod Miss Palgrave to 
Hudson, '* and it*is the ; so IJiopc 5^011 will do 
justice to it. cJicr 

Joanna was asc^aiding the ladder to u'gaia her seat. 
As Hudson pnss(*d her on his way down ne wjiispcred, 

“ The angels iiu’st sing like yo\i ; I cou\l lisle>i for 
ever/’ He really felt as sentimented as the words 
indicated. • 

Ah! you rc making game of mc^like the rest of 
them/’ said Joanna. ^ • 

Did dtiever learn music ? inquired Miss 

Palgrave, as Joanna took he* ^ ^ace bcsi(te lief, *hDid 
they not teav// you the piaaqforte at s^rhool ? 

“ I did not, then, Miss Palgrave. How I /wish 
I did ! And I never ^went to s^diool.” 

“ Yes, it is a pity 1 ” replied the lady. You would 
improve your singing very much if you would study 
music/* 
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PljiQr Joantja felt that she was very ignorant, and 
she said so to Miss Palgrave. Perhaps, now that she 
and Dominick would be living together 'in Australia, 
he would teach her. But then had m>t Dominick 
himself said that he could not teach her Irish music ? 
A musician who coulci play the music op his violin, 
too ! And it M'as only her own Jrish* music that 
seemed to occupy the same mental sp’ace and time as 
her own soul (Joanna had unsymbolized conceptions 
pf time and space). Yet the rest of the w'orld must 
be right, and her singing was ofiiy a }cind of “ come- 
all-yer,’' as 'Ihey call('d' it ! Didn’t the people them- 
selves la'ugh at it in Ireland ? '’Tlirhaps if she had 
learned music, lils>; Miss Palgrave,^ she could erplain 
wh 3 ,”‘'chc frish music seemed to fill her soul space with 
its peculiar beauty. She said so, but’ in other words. 

Where explanations bt gin mystery _ ends. Miss 
Palgrave’s referer;ce to wlyit she ednsidered Joanna’s 
defective car for Miss P;i,1gr.ave’s ow'i musical no- 
tatioivdrew' no explanation from Jdanna. She could 
only tlimk oY a knofvvicJgc of Miss Palgrave’s music 
helpmg her io express Her own Irish musical traditions 
more acceptably to her hearc-rs. Two civilizations, 
a thousand years perhaps, .might have been a solution 
of an enigma whose existence even was Anappreciated 
by both of tlfe womens this .night sitting there, talking 
about the singing of a song. ,, . , 

The Captahi was wa’hi.^g up and ^iown the weather 
side of tlic poop waiting jnipaticntly for 'lht; conclusion 
of th*e. concert. Half of tlie audience were not listening 
to Hudson’s song at all. The words of the Captain,, 
and his vacation of his place, and the Doctor’s dis- 
appearance, was the signal for a general break-up. 
While Patrick Hudson, the seaman adventurer. 
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struggled tlirough his song, only too conscious - chat 
his voice was irrevocably coarsened by years of singing 
chanties on -vfindlasses and topsail halliards, he raised 
his eyes to*the poop. Miss Palgrave^and Joanna 
were in darkness ; but the face of Bridget Slattc'ry 
was quite visible to him in th^ray of light fiom one 
of the latiU'rnSj The young woman was looking 
at him with her lustrous metallic blue t-yes ; and her 
hetiring seemed strained for every sjdlable of his 
voice. The suggestion of self-abandonment in her 
calm, mysterious j.'kc, and the deep interest she 
exhibited in his singing, flattered his ■'mnit'y' ; ..and 
it contrasted so Strojigly with the^ general inattention* 
that Hudson gratefully smiled at the girl as he con- 
cluded. Slowly a gentle smile ovTrspread Bridget 
Slattery’s inscrutable face, dimpling its placid con- 
tours in a d'"zen sui prises of form. She* clapped her 
hands, for the fi^st time that evening. A vocal ex- 
pression of satts faction succe»eded the smile on her lips. 

“ That gill ovef there!' said Mi^s Palgrave to Joanna, 
" seems great ly interested in the* song.” 

It seemed a si ib in the heart to Joanna these y^ords 
of the lady beside her, spoken so indifferently ; a stab 
from a weapon that had been hitherto enveloped in 
r silken sheath. Bit Joanna felt t^e weapon (as it 
were), and not the hand that was wieldi*g it. 

When I}ud*on descended from the platform all 
the girls on the poop were l-'aving thfrir setits to go 
below, at the matron’s o/ders. Jpanna.had ftis- 
appeared from her place at the top of the laMder, 
and there was a hubbub of voij'cs. The emigrants and , 
the crew on the main deck were likewise in motion, 
and, in response to the chief mate’s orders,* Hudson . 
and a dozen of- his own watch ascended to the poop.to 
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stah«^ by tlie main braces. The wijid had fallen to 
a faint air, and the Captain had ordered the mate to 
veer the ship, as there was not enouglt headway on 
her to put Jier abc^ut. Thus Hudson «unexpectedly 
found himself presently at the side of J.oanna again, 
who was among the 'crowd of young women filing, 
one b}’ one, down the narrow comp/nion-way to 
’their'(]uartiTS. 

He pressed her arm, unobserved by others, and 
whispered " Good night.” .She turned her head to- 
waui him, and then swiftly tifrned it away with 
manifest, disf^leasure, but made no reply, and followed 
silently the other ^ chattering -grrfj below. A little 
further away he found Miss Palgrave in the darjeness, 
who-^)ut her hand lightly on his arm, and bade him 
” Good night, and happy dreams !”’ '* What has 

offended Miss ^D’Arcy ? ” whispeied Hudson. The 
lady laughed and went b^low to thc^ saloon without 
another word. ® 

Hibson went to the braces with the other men, 
and h^^'ondcred at the sudden excommunication 
he bad suffered. Ah, well, wome,n were strange 
creatures ! Let men work and play, and whistle 
them all down the wind for was not that how he 
felt just th6n ^ He began to sing in tlie rhythmical 
manner of seamen, as they pulled ‘the yards round till 
they were square. , 

".yo-dii, yo-oh ! 01-',. aul-a-way-ay-ay-ay-yeoh ! 

Thiat’s the way ay-ay-ay A my bully y-oy-oy-oys ! 
Yo-dh-oh-oh-eooh ! Oh, the gals are kittle fish, 
my boy-oy-oy-oys ! Sjng, my bully boys, sing and 
square them there yards, I say ! ” (Hudson never 
improved on orthodox sea grammar ; only an un- 
fledged tyro would attempt that.) “ Haul ’em round. 
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♦ I say- ay- ay-ay ~r*y ! give me a gal, I say-aj^-ay ay I 
Yo-oh-oh-ee-oh 1 what is gay-ay-ay-ay-ee-ee-ay-ay 
-ayay-ee-ee-c#oh-h-h-h ! Pull, my bullies ; pull for 
the Rat cliff c^Higl way, niy bully^boys ; yo-oh-oh-oh- 
ee-oh 1 Me to-day and you to-morrow, that’s the 
way-a 3 ^-ay-ay 1 Square them tiiere yards, I tell you, 
square I say-ay-ay-ay-ay-ay-y ! '' and so bn, 

yo-hoh-ing and *say-aying his thoughts ^in orthodox* 
sailor manner. 

The patent blocks rattled as the men swung the 
yards round. Meii the main deck were swinging 
the mizen yards above the h^ads of the^mew on^Ahe 
poop. The first '' Lv x-iiauling ” of the vo^iige came** 
as a sudden surprise to the emigrants. What \vas 
the matter with the ship at all ? 

The decks wt re soon deserted by ah but the crew. 
Tlie matron had locked Azf door of the' companion- 
hatch, and the women below wt're all going to bed. 
But some of llte little scuttks in the after Tween-deck 
wane open ; and one beneath the mizen channels, 
neai Ji/anna’s bunk, brougl'l in thii voic\: of her 
lover. Her eyc*^ were full of tears^ though she 

was kneeling beside her bunk saying lier prayers. 
She found his voice comings again and again between 
)^ T and Godf whom she w^fts addressing, \md to wdiom 
she was making her nightly offering of her heart and 
soul and all IJiat she possessed. Yet how far away 
from God her prayers seamed to travel •! What 
was that '^Tidson was finding nj:tty ?** f>ho nRist 
listen a moment — just one moment, God excuse 
her ! ^ ^ 

Gals are kittle fish, I say-aj^-ay-ay ! To hell with 
the goJs, my boy-o^^-oy-oys ! You lo-day-L\y-ay-ay,. 
and me to-morrow-ow-ow-ee-cc-oh ! Yo-oh-oh-oh-pe- 
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oliV I say-ay-ay-ay ! Give me a gal^ I say, what loves* 
you-oii-oo-ee-oli al way-ay-ay-ay ! " 

Yes, that was Hudson’s voice ! ©]i ! how she 

hated Biddy SlattiTy for making her^so unkind to 
Hudson, wlien he wisliod her '' good niglit ” on the 
poop. That black-h.ur('d creature, how she hated 
her ! And how slie loved this man that^^was shouting 
* in that str^,irjge way up tlierc abov(^ h(T head ! 
rattling of the sla'aves in the new patent blocks •'ex- 
cited her imagination. And the voices of other men 
^weio shouting and singing wit^^^ him now. All was 
paiideixonijun within., lier breast ! She could not 
pray, it/ was no use trying f Vac mu^t let the tears 
flow just as thf‘y chosi^ ; she must give way to her 
emohonsi or shi would scream “ aloud ! Then she 
wept as if her heart would break. 

‘‘ Indeed,* it’s little cah^e*you have fop crying, with 
a brother and^all aboard the boats said the girl in 
tlie next bunk, putting eway her rosef/y beads under 
her pillow. If you were like me, now, with ne'er 
a one ttr care about you at all, you might feel lonely ! ” 
“^1 don\fccl lonely,” sobbed Joanna; “it’s only 
a weakness I liave that makes nic cry a little some- 
times to myself.” ^ 

“Oh ! ” responded the {>irl. i‘ Well, it’s tlic will of 
God, I supjYise. Get, into bed a<ad let other people 
sleep ! Fm dead tired.” ' . . , 

JpaniTu undressed hcicself, throwing hcT garments 
irrt.o a CQrnei ; and, fulling out the brasic .hairpins, her 
hair* fell to her waist in a disordered mass. ” Oh, 
what' harm did I ever do that devil’s spawn, Biddy 
Slattery, that she should want to take h.ipr from me ? 
God forgive her ! ” she was saying to herself. "Is it 
any wonder that 1 hate the sight of her ? ” (The 
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t)rass hairpins wc’^e tlirown after the clotlics on the 
deck.) “ And I, never to be looking for any man, 
and be to be sSying he will love me for ever, and I to 
be telling him the same thing without meaning to 
tell him at all ; and one day he'll be making game 
of me, perhaps, and it’s all the# fault of that Biddy 
Slattery, tlic^'black beast ! How' I hate her ! Oh, 
God forgive mc‘l ” She lay down in her^ bunk," nn- ' 
kempt, weeping, and wrathful. 

" Hanl-away-ay-ay-ay ! A gal what is gay-ay-ay 
ay ' A gal from Rat.''kffe. IIighwa5’-<iy-ay-ay ! Pcjinl*' 
them there yar ds, 1 say-uy-ny-ay ! Hfr-oli^oh-yh- 
ee-ee-oh ! Point ’t-iii" bully boys-oh-oys oh-4')ys, for 
the g:ijs of the tdd Ilighway-ay-ay-ay ! ” sang Hudson 
with his shipmate's,' a few feet abo\'e1icr head, bf. cing 
up the main yard on the other tack ; and the rattling 
of the blocks , bet ween ov(.-j ‘burst of cha'nly seemed 
an imprecatory refrain, certain in its 'own power of 
fulfilment, nevVv varying, suse, monotonously direful. 

Ah ! God Ahnigtity be good to her ! She had n ever 
loved a man bi'fore ! But what, was that soiig he 
had sung about, a woman’s eyes? She. Jiad never 
heard that song before. Perhaps he had cln^eh 
that song because Biddy Slattery was always making 

-s at him ! ^ • 

Ah, that girl ! She had a soul as black as her hair, 
to look at ^a ijian with I’er wicked eyes like that ! 
What harm had she ever done Biddy Sktteiy-at all ? 
Well, God fi.'-givc all black->fieartet|^ w£UT>m. said slie, 
for they’d never have luck m this world, anyway, 
and the devil had ’em when they died ! 

So thoughts. succeetied thoughts in Joanna’s mind, 
and the night seemed very long to her as 'she lay 
awake. The matron had closed the httle scuttljj. 
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and she could no longer hear the voices of the seamen'; 
but the breathing of her companions, and the squealing 
of rats foraging under the bunks and' among the tin 
plates and dishes' kept her thouglits /company. The 
ship seemed to be hardly moving at i}\\ now, Wlien 
would this dreary woyage end ? Yet^ a few hours 
ago, she had no Ihonghls about ihat^; she had felt 
content to sit bedside Hudson for ever ; there on deck, 
under the steady stars that witnessed the plighting of 
their trotli ! Well, no woman should come between 
luT and lier love ; or if she tlie black moun- 

tainy*lhiqg — let her .see to it — h't her ! or any other 
womaT> ! Ah! how those /enible rats made her 
sliudder ! To ihink that she, who came of gentry, and 
slic^who liad liad a priest for hn uncle ! a pxirish 
priest ! — sliould be com])(‘lled to tihvel the world in 
an old emfgrant sailing-ship, instead o^j^in a fine steam- 
boat with beautiful cabins and st(''wardesses ! — a place 
like this was fit* enough lor a girl likf that mountainy 
Bi^ly Slattery, but not for such as she and Miss 
Constance Palgrave, .bcT friend. She, Miss D’Arcy 
of^Kilnatubher, who'^e grandfather had been a magis- 
trate and a landed gentleman ! She would tell 
Patrick Hudson that at., the next opportunity. Per- 
haps he did’ not know lli..t slie came of gentlefolk, 
like Miss Palgiave !, But then she had be(‘n cold to 
him at parting for the night ; would lie now speak to 
her ag'ain ? -.* She would ask Miss Palgrave to help 
her ; they y<r> ionO of each other/ It was all 

the fault of tiiat black Biddy; the devil d ; oh ! 

there she was beginning it all over again ! 

These circles of thought, that seemed as eternal 
as the" symbolic circle itself, becoming units of time 
the restless mind, were the hell of self. Joanna, 
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Ifke most Irish woiueti, was no mystic ; she had no 
power to release herself. She lay there suffering, 
as thousands efi others have suffered, and she, like 
them, created her own hell and her own suffering. 

When morniyg dawn(‘d Joanna had prayed herself 
to slumber. ^Vhen the sun had i.irisen, and she had 
ascended to tAe poop, her soul had arisen too, and 
the first thing tlial she did was to say, Go' mheari'- 
nuighidh Dia dhuit a Brighid to Biddy Slattery. 
And Bridget Slattery smoothly responded, May 
God and Mary save you* kindly, Joanna; but you look 
pale ! " * . * - , 

Thus arc cycles Ox soul but worn-out cycles of 
thought 



CHAPTER VI 


T he disastrous advic.e of the , famous na\ngator 
La Peroiise, that sailing-ships do well in keeping 
close to the African coast wlicn outward bound, was 
followed by many commanders, as recently as twenty 
or thirty years ago ; even in the months of August and 
Septcpiber. But the Youfm Brcicndcr had not in 
the course of her existence eaaa* siitlercd sucli lengthy 
delay north of the Equator be fore. The doldrums 
(proplu'sied by the chief mate) veerc exceptionally 
prevalent. The north-cact trade wirui had left them 
at a higher latitude than even that experienced officer 
could remember durii^^g his whole nautical career. 
And, with light airs and sudden squalls from the south- 
'wgst, it was tacl<^. aiifj tack about till the wind gave 
out altog^cthcr, anddhey found Ihpmsclves some ten 
d??grecs north of the Equator, in a region of constant 
rain and electrical disturbance, and with an unex- 
pected norm-easterly cuTrent fj gainst them. 

The rain^fcii in sheets (rather, than drops), flooding 
the decks ; and the sails hung^stiff ai\d dark with their 
foot-cloths ^sagged, full and heavy with rain-water. 
At night lhe,j^^ards anc rigging were luminous with 
co'^posants (composants), when the lightning ceased 
to play among the walci spouts for a few hours ; 
and the old Spanish sailor wotild cry. Salve ! corpo 
Santo ! ** and pray aloud for wind. One night this 
, fire of St. Elmo streamed in a long flame from the 
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nfainmast head vvitfc aims of crackling sparks. At 
this spectacle those emigrants whose duty", or desire 
for a mouthful (fi fresh air, brought tlu'm to the deck, 
and who were ®iostly Irishmen, blessed and crossed 
themselves devoutly, and one had cried aloud, “ Oh, 
Christ Jesus, ^n of Mary ! will } ever see dry land 
again!” The' county Fermanagh seemed an arid 
spot compared wifti this ! 

Stetimships run through this region of baffling 
winds, and calms, and rains, in two or three days, 
and can avoid a wat'efspout as easily as ]'assing 
another steamship. But sailijig-ships arc^^as much 
at the mercy of the* D^wion Doldrum as evef tlu'v 
were ; ftiid those to-day who sail in ships suffer as 
sorely as did Dutch dr Spanish marinclr three hundred 
years ago from tRat demoids sighs, and tears, and 
magnetic paSbior> ; and anoft kom his callous placidity 
and glassy indiffcrenl'e. i * 

The Young frUrndcr drifted hither* and thither in 
the sudden squalls from norfh, south, east, and west, 
and would tnen lie for hour;i».togethei, becalrhed, 
with waterspouts ^rising around^ her and freaking 
above her. The crew were drenched day and nightT 
The weather being warfn, th^ wore no oilskins, and 
M'orked below aTid aloft*in cotton shirts^ and dungaree 
trousers, with bare lrt.'ads and sodden hair, and feet 
all puckered^ wjth ^ojitinucd soaking. The fore- 
castle steamed with wet clothes but they were clean 
clothes, for everything had bt^n scjjjjji)ad.»#nd washcci 
that could be. Down below decks, in the emigrants’ 
quarters, life was not so bearable as in the forecastle," for 
men and w'omen .and children huddled together among 
their old unwashed garments waiting for dry wt>ather 
again ; and the windsail at the main hatch had to be,. 
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taken down, and the ventilators elsewhere turned to 
leeward at every rainy catspaw of wind. The single 
young women’s quarters suffered most from the con- 
lin('d air, and the temper of the matpm and of most 
in her chargi' grew visibly worse day by day. Their 
quarters were abov,;' a large consignment of ale and 
])orter barrels in the alter hold, and the odour at limes 
became unbearable. Sometimes, for.‘a short breathing 
si>acc, the girls came crowding to the poop, only to 
be sent below by a heavy thunder-squall or a breaking 
waterspout, to again inhale the stinking air of their 
prison. 

The saloon passcng('rs a’lso- kept below ; but their 
quarters were better ventilated, and they were more 
spat'ioua. Yet ‘all but Miss Pal|l^ravc grew’ irritable, 
and sometimes quarrelsome. Tla" Doctor and the 
Captain had not spoDdKto i;ach other for three days. 
A breach bettveen the two men had been a likelihood 
from the beginning old:he passage.- The chief mate 
^^rowlea at the second mate, and «the second mate at 
the' boatsw’ain. Mr., Palgrave, who, to make the 
time loss tedious to himself, had- asked permission 
'of the Captain to continue the portrait of Hudson in 
the saloon, was curtly refused by the master. Mr. 
Palgrave rekdly wanted to begin another ; for a plcin 
air effect 'vas not possible in tlie saloon ; but the 
refusal included any sitting by_a member of the crew. 
So the arti.s-t made pencil sket'ches of ’the Captain, 
Ov'hich weU'„|pte.r!tional caricatures, -and hung them 
against the bulkliead of his state room. Except 
for 'the tact and abundant good-humo.ur of his sister, 
there had been an open ruptur?: betweeii Mr. Palgrave 
and the Captain. 

- “ The deck is a slippery horror of gliding serpents. 
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these days/‘ said^ the artist plaintively. Trying 
one French novel after another, as an . alt(Tnative 
to conversation •made him more plaintive than ever. 

If I put on a horrid, hot waterproof, and go on 
deck, I arn continually being tlirown dowd by some 
of Die moviu^^' ropes under my^feet, and bufl'cted 
by those aroui^l me, or drenched by a waterfall out 
of some sail abovc^.ihc ! Witc it not for the charrmng 
idionit of some of tlie sailors, life would b(‘ unbearable ! 
Last night, when I thought I saw a few stars appear- 
ing, 1 went on deck cO Msti^ n to that Ol^en ; he cheered 
me a little ; bat We gets tirec] of ' gol-fam,* and 
words bt ^ginning wit6 r;ij/ital B, though sq ^varied 
in sound when pioce<*ding from tiic mouth of a dis- 
tinguished oreigner. Olsen had eight «'cn swear-wiuds 
beginning with l b last night ; but that boatswain's 
mate has a more ])ictures<['ie Vay of expressing his 
opinions about womankind. ^ I must admit he in- 
terested me so'iiVwhat last ©night. ‘Down on the 
main deck a coupkji of wivi*?; were scrubbing clothes 
on the deck, between the show^s. , The boatswain's 
mate trod on a liy lc piece of sc^ip, appareptjy, and 
‘he fell into the arms of one of the women — Mrs. 
Jenkins, the Italian’s v#ife, I think she was, judging 
from }’‘er voicc.^ When the 5xnitswain’s ‘Tnatc, with 
the rest of the watch, came up op the popp, to pull 
the ropes up there, he was ifiniig^liis views about the 
sex in general? But he ./ants leaching tli^t repc^tition 
of a decorative unit can be carried 
A little instruction in fundamemt^s would donblloss 
improve his art. Then we had all those luminbus 
things on the yiyrds a^in. I wonder if it would be 
worth wdiile painting an inipression of them, between 
two flashes of lightning ? No, Pyper is the only man. 
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that could do that ! Everything icems to have bccu 
done in art already ! Is it any wonder one feels 
despondent sonietime.'^ ? Really, Constance, I think 
I sliall liave to take to black and whit.e for the comic 
papers ! 1 shall begin with Sliacklcy and the Cap- 

tain. Just look at them standing o\..r there under 
flic skylight arguing about a bit of hy-dirt on the 
chait ! Shackley’s scrubby face ! .Quick, I feel in- 
S]>ired ! Give me a pencil ! ” 

“ Yes," replied Miss J’algravt*, as the two officers 
looked round towiird Mr. tlkdgravc’s state room 
(in uliicb brotluT and sister were sitting, the door 
of the. room being open). ‘YYes, Eustace dear, 
Mr. Shackley, as you remark, has a very interesting 
head; jierbaps ’he would lik(' you to draw it. But 
you must do him more iustice than you have to the 
Captain.” i 

“ If I’m anything like that picture of me which 
your brother did last ieveiiing, Mi^'s" Palgrave, he’s 
far from justice as wY- are from Australia ! ” said 
the niahter. The,, eju'd mate grinned, and pushed 
out his., bristly chiu sideways to\vard the Captain, 
'^'he Captain, who had mislaid his spectacles, had been 
measuring up distances from a spf'ck of dirt on the 
chart. 'Ihe'true sjieck of dirl .was a rocky islet twenty 
miles from, the other. The chart in the, neighbour- 
hood of the ship’s position was now a network of 
interlacing /md criss-crossing lines. Txiis day they 
diad been '-.•.pfilyiug Sumner’s method cf finding the 
longitude, for tlicre had been no observation of the 
sun for some three or four days. Neither could agree 
to the ship’s position, within a' margin of a few miles, 
and the chief reason of this was, of course, due to 
■ the unknown strength of the currjmt, setting more 
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t)r less to the nor^hw'Urd at this time of the year, in 
the neighbourhood of the Sierra Leone coast. 

" We kept too close in on Cape Verd,” said the 
chief mate. The wc was the ne’rest thing to you 
that the mate dare allow himself. • 

“ I’ve hugged it nearer tlian that, this time of the 
year, before,’ ‘Said the Captain ; but it’s that current 
this time that ^eems to bo setting us back on the 
Afrk;an coast ! How is she heading tin.! last time 
you were on deck ? ” 

‘‘ Every point ot tliftrompass, sir ! ” said the mate. 
The Captain stowled at the Doctor, who had just 
comi' below, hungryi, tuit nnrultk d in manner. Time 
for dimier, steward,” the master cAeJ ; “ the^'Jonah’s 
hungry.” * ■ 

The Doctor flushed, but thnwv u|^ his head con- 
temptuously, and went .ii^tb his beith, hupiming 
a tune. ” The longer the vi^yage, the iMiger the pay,” 
W’erc the audiMj'words he to tht; tune presently, 
as he washed his bands and brushed his hair. 

The, Captain had aln^ady Ivgun to feel that cue 
man of science jnd the man j>l art (that \Ya.s Dr. 
Benjamin Clyster and Mr. Palgravc) wereVwo staud^ 
ing obstacles to that iiutocratic government in every 
paTicular, frdin settyig i]*(^ course oP the ship to 
naming the courses ©f the dinner^ whicn iwery captain 
should enjoy. ^The Doctrfr, who knew a great deal 
about navigation, having beim trainc^ as a naval 
cadet in hie youth, had been h»ard_^J^ say to ‘tljc 
second mate that no captain, fit f5iril'*tiftic of tiie >a‘ar, 
on a colonial voyage, “should keep in close to -Cape 
Verd, though jn the'early mohths of the year they 
might run between thi^ islands of that name and 
the African coast, and still have the north-east trades 
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to the very ]inc‘, and somelinies irarry them righh’' 
across it/' And lliough the Captain liad kept close 
in to find the south-west monsoon, ’'whicli usually 
prevails troin Juno to Sept(‘mber in this part of the 
Atlantic, the unexpected loss of steady winds alto- 
gether, and the strength of the adverse' > current (with 
th‘e exceptional and northerly cxtensioiv of llu.' limits 
of tke doldrums), seeiiu'd to give the words of the 
Doctor a weight of wisdom whicli ovtabalanced , the 
technical knowledge of the Ca]>tain. dhcTe is usually 
no doubt whatever in the mkids of seamen that 
“ what' sliould have been done is never done ; and 
that he who knows “ what sliould have been done ” 
is a better man than he who does it. For the doing of 
it imiuediatedy remove-, it fromMhe region of the 

sliOuld have been.'’ The* lemaiW of tlu‘ Doctor 
(overheard by the crew/diS.d l^ten alnMdy tlu' cause 
of more frictioh between l;im and the (. a]a<dii. 

Mr. Palgiave seemed aijjotlier obstacle Yo tlu' master s 
rigl itful autocracy ; but Miss Palgtavic laid sufficient 
tact to kt'C'p the (',g])t^ajn on speaking terms w'itli her 
brothon.^Still, the coiifmenuait to the saloon wms 
" nTaking the critical jiassenger sc) sarcastic at llat dinner- 
table, and th(' Doc tor — and ncwo-vcai ihct chie f mate, — 
seemed so amused at Mr*. lYi]/.,mavt‘’s 'remarks, that 
the master grew mont irritable wvery moment of his 
existemce, Weie it not for Miss Patgrave’s abundance 
of anira-al spirits (ratlicr than for her prVsenre there 
a«' a an ■"I T j^ he wiloon »)f the Younf^ Pretender had 
been aS'Storniy as the council chamber of the Dublin 
OjrjKjration. 

“ Every p<ant of the compassf, sir ! ” said the chief 
mate ag^iin, rolling ujj the chrirt ; “ there ain’t a capful 
Q^f wind within a hundred miles of us, ! But Captain 
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TBerluT, R.N., in his i>ook says that at tliis time of 
the y(‘ar ”• 

The Doctor •had come out of Ins berth and gone 
into Mr. Palgicive's state room. Thc^ steward was 
preparing Ihe ratable, winch a]x)ard* the Younc; 

Prcfcndcr * serv(‘d at one o’clock. To-day tlie 
meal wa:: dvTiyod J)y the consult at irai over tlj(‘ chart. 

'‘Why Can’t * these* nautical }H‘(»[)le settle their 
errcH's of calculation in tlie rnast'n ’s slate room ! ” 
said the liungry Doctor lomily, 

“ Listen to that Uu.' Lint Jonadi ! ” said tlie ina. tei 
to lh(‘ mate. • 

“ Wlkit would you sev^ to luui'iing o bop^ and 
heaving tlie log ? ” ^.aid tie' mate to the jnaso.a. 

The Doctor v;as iiuianna to the inate eviaently, 
for ln‘ replied loudly to vi letnark l>y Palgrave 

about the we.aP er, “ Yes, ai s^ Palgi.iv*-, a dea.d calm, 
but not a rav suiihgl ’ Ira* ineTiPani allitude ! 
and we sliall diiit back at tire rate of lihy miks a day 
so long as it lasts! But why does not the ina'^fer 
Send out a bcait with a st* i- ’-•^li^r and tlie l(\g~lino, 
and test the curn it, if he io not -Uiro of his r^' 

“Why, Doctor, of course tne Captain knows ber>l 
vhat to do,” said Miss Palgyive in a louclei voice still, 
lo<>King sicLlut g into die saioon. 

“That's mere clnkhs play, tie kind (A thing they 
do in the Royal said the master contem])tuously 
to the chief 'mate, However, if you wunt to bxergise 
the watch, and t(‘st th(^ boads. yoo car lower: the t\^ 
lifers tliat are liane;in<;^ in tlu' davits, and pfill a^vay 
half a mile, and liiid the current. 1 wouldn’t put 
much faith in that* Bi'chcr’s Atlantic Ocean; it’s 
only a Royal Navy book. I took a star la^ night 
for latitude, and we can lay off current course and 
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distance from that when you find ti'em, Mr. Shackley.* 
I'll wager that Bccher, k.n., is wrong ! ”• 

” Yes, sir ; quite likely, sir ; after diiiiier, of course, 
sir ? ” briskly from the mate. ^ 

“ Why, of course, Mr. Shackley !^” replied the 
master. “ It will qmuse Jonah ! Si^'h a bit of 
foblery like what tli'ey })a^s the time with in the 
scientilic Royal Nary i^ bound to" amuse Jonah ! 
And we'll have all the girls on the poo]> to hear him 
lecture on na\igation and seaman'liij) ; ha-ha-hah ! 

' Bo.s}i ! 

” The Caotain is re.illv deliglitful,'" >aid Miss Pal- 
grave. “Confess, Doctor, you af'e only a dilettante 
navigator ? ” , 

“ A’diK'ttante,'*' interposed Mr.' Palgrave, “is one 
who is too wise to incounuode Infnself with what 
he loves. Now, the Dorlt-r doesn't j->\'e navigation 
any more than I do; do ''ou, Doetiir ? 1 think it is 

beastly uninteresting stuft altogether.-” ' 

Doctor said that lie was interested in every 
science. - - 

'' dg'-fic'encc has h'-cn the bane i if life ever since 
days of Socrates.” said Mr. Palgrave. “ Science 
has created the Idiilistine ! Look at Shackley over 
there; he’s got a snub n'ose jivd like ?sociates ! He 
does not bekeve that Helio.s diir--T a chariot drawn 
by white horses across the si.ar -strewn lirmament, 
not. he*; nor'^that th,,'' horses bathe themselves in 
the great stwAnj^d Qceanus evairy nigl/c — not Mr. 
Socfatei; Shackley ! He does not believe that young 
, Phaeton, unable to control his father’s liery stei'ds^ 
brought the chariot too near Africa, and. so burnt all 
. the peofile into nt-groes — nut- .scientilic Mr. Shackley; 
nor you either. Doctor, dear, any more than you 
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•believe that at Jc.ohua’s command the sun stood still 
u])on Gibcon .and the moon paused in -the valley of 
Ajalon. Oh! ‘this v\x::irihomc science! Even a com- 
jajsant, a cor-hus sanctum, is 01113? a few sparks of 
electricit3’ ; a' d St. Fimo's fin* can be exhibited in 
a lecliire-riKsi ) without the aid of the saint ! ” 

The Doctor smiled ; he was a scientist, and also 
a rationalist. 

‘•Mr. Slijrklt'v’s Hiblo is Litniteiianl Rapcr's Navi- 
liaiioJi, and liK Praver ]a.)f)k is Coptain BccIut’s : 

sound Royal Pavy bo<lk■^, both of thf.in/' said 
hv ; “ but a litllt; inon* luatli'-inatics, and ■ knowledge* 
of what Mr. Paid ag<' iias writ bn, would perhaps 
convin^'C van, Mr. Paigiavo, that the sun and moon 
standing still w<is no iniraclo at all ! 

Mr. Palgiavo threw back his luwd, and drew in 
a long breath, and said i.odTiug. He was not going 
to argue about lie* iiUMUin* of tie' \\rrd “ iniracKa’* 
Blit I don t*beli^ VC the ‘artii is ilal. nor tiiat the 
sun is a chariot o 4 tire drawn by ^^hite liorses driven < 
by a god," said life L)oct»)r. , 

" But you be'H‘ve there is a cm rent Ihc sea 
hereahoiits drifting us back at the rate of fifty miles 
a day ? " said Mr. P.dgrave, as the dinner bell rang 
1( Lidiy, and ihe coloured stmvard apix^ared in the 
saloon with his anir. krided ^^it^ dishci:. « , . 

My su])porJ couics from the most intelligent race 
in history the Gnadvs them^el^^s," conknuod Eustace 
Palgrave, following tlie Doctor a\id Ids sister in%o 
the cabin, wheie Mr. Sliackley and the mas^.-er ^’^cre 
awaiting them. 

“ Except Sociatf's,* said the Doctor, sitting down. 

So you don’t like -navigation ? " inquired the 
Captain of Mr. Palgiave, as the soup was being served. 
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The Captain spoke as if he were Ispoiling for a hof 
argument. 'The artist deftly turned the stroke with 
a parry about what he understood — dhlicate cookery 
— and said — , 

“ No more than I like tinned mul\c;atawny three 
times a week, Captaip.” 

'Tlie Doctor had firii>h('d his j)late{ul in a moment. 

“ Moah ’gittawny. sah ? ” said t'lie steward, re- 
moving the plate. 

'■ Tlie best soup I ever tasted in iny liff,” said 
the Doctor, “just like that ;.'t used to get in the 
Royal Navy.” 

Now the Captain w.is in senuu^'hat of a quandary ; 
he could not clifrnd the coolo rv, because be .was at 
variance with ^ file Doctor and ’ the Royal Navy, 
and he could not diprecate it, becbuise that would 
seem to be agreeing wltia Mr. Palgrcvic So he fell 
back upon that one unfailing argunient in all ship- 
board complications — i]w ar'^nnicnium ad homincm. 

_4. y Sotne people don’t kiiow wher. soup is good or 
bad,” said he ; " they t’-iven’t any taste at all ! ” 

Thf ••-lijef mate gri’^ned and jiiished out his chin 
toward the master in his usual way. Now how would 
the delicate Mr. Palgraye turn that ? And did it 
not hit the Doctor as wi*!! ? Roth these idi'as were 
in that facial motion of the mate’s, and the Captain 
understood, and repeated tile words, “ Ijifo taste at all ! ” 

Mr. Palgravc, howeyer, w'as quite willing to mystify 
the simple-tlwwigiilt'd old Cajitain ; for, *liolding up 
his *umK-;ed spoon with a magisterial manner, he said 
^ .affecfedly — 

“ Ah ! my dear Captain, kiiidly inform us what 
, is taste? ” as if ,he had been Pilate asking “ What is 
truth ? ” 
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* The Captain’s iame ad homincm reply that the 
artist had bettor go to school again and learn, was 
but a feeble ^roke, and Mr. Sliackley kept his eyes 
down on his plate. He must come to the assistance 
of his .superior nr he would be worsl(‘d in the fight. 

As the Capta n hesitated — 

" Is it good taste, Mr. Palgravc, to find fault with 
the food that everybody else cnjoy.s at the table ? ” 
said the chief inat<'. 

" Ah, Sliackley, how Socratic ! ” said Mr. Palgrave, 
smiling good-naturi vlly ; “ but, please n niernb'm 

1 did not Jind lault with mulligatawny ; I ''merely 
stated my dislike for .nnilligatawiiy three times a 
week.”, 

” What is good once is good mani^ timos, and it’s 
true of victuals, is it not ? ” said the mate. 

” Moie Soar, 'tic still,” s. id Mr. Palgrave ;• '"but 
I dispute tha^jioint ; and vlnit is good is only what 
we believe to be.goud for oivx'lves.” 

” One man’s nutit is anotner man's poison, I suppose • 
you mean ? ” said tlu' Capta and one can have 
too much of mea soinc'times, , 

” Precisely, my charming Commander,” said Eustace 
Palgiave ; "your p.overb^al philosophy is w’orthy 
of Tapper hiihself ” 

The sarcasm in liis voici' gr.ited unpleasantly on 
all present, anc^ Miss Palgrave hastened to interpose. 

"Oh, Captain, how sharp y|'u are tocateh^i ppint 
like that ! ' she said, with such elyvcr and piactisod 
note of admiration in her voice that the iA»ite ’and 
the master WTre deeply flattered. Then she a'ddcd«« 
before her brother colild feint again — 

“ Who is goihg in the -boat tliis afiernoon ?* Won’t 
you take me ? ’•’ 
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'' Oh, Mr. Shackley in one boat, a.nd the third mate* 
in the other, -with six men in each, 1 suppose,’^ said 
the Captain, 

And can’t / go ? ” asked Miss Pa]gr;i^vo plaintively. 

And if you got caught in a \vat('rr)jj^>iout, what ? 
said the Captain. ^ 4 

'' There has been none in sight to-duy, Captain.'' 

No, no ! Miss Palgrave. I can't let any passenger 
into a boat; but you can look on frran tlie poop, 
and — and you can listen to the I\o^^a] Naval ](‘cturc 
on navigation,” said tlu* (\i[)(*aai, looking sid(*ways 
at the Doetpr, who was now crranmihg potP-d chicken 
and ham into his rapacious hjoutlfi 

The T\‘)ctor grew ifd in the face, but he grinned with 
masticatPry accoi\ipa ament at Mns Ikilgrave. 

The lady changed the subject agaih. 

an unfortunaft^ lane it h:\s ber*n lately for 
the })oor einigfant girK !?)’ she s:nd to tla‘ Doctor. 

How do tliev manage 'down 1 m low in that stuffy 
place ? 1 can hear th^an c'on}])laining and (luarrelling 

half the niglit I 'Ihoh* voices come into the saloon 
thi'w'u’gb'-JlioM' thin iPoaiaD — tberci; beliind tliat — 
that companion ladder.” 

- ” Yes ; I sliah have to physic sr)ine of theun if they 
don’t ty^liCive tV oiTisf*lv(\s/*j r<''pli<^*(l tlu* Idoctor ; ” the 
matron is fidl of cr/Piplaiut^ (W'.y mc^^rrnng. Some 
of them will not gtd out oi theji bun,ks at all ; and 
those that gevon deck, get wet tlirough, and cliangc* 
their soaking garJ^^Iits vvllen tliey come below, and 
get \vet»througli again when they go on deck.” 

Hiey can all come on d<‘ck this afternoon, any- 
way,” said tlie master, speaking to Miss Palgrave. 
'‘It is n6t raining now, though I expecl we sliall have 
the clouds growing hc-avy again toward niglit.” 
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* Poor creatun!:^, how lliey innst suffer in that 
crowded plac^ ! I do pity poor Joai^ina D'Arcy ; 
she is growinj^' so pale and riiclanclioly. This fore- 
noon she would not ^])eok a word^to anybody* You 
sliould ask liuslacc, dear, to let Joanna 

come down ] /o' inti) tla^ saloon, and then you could 
make an oil study (4 lier, and cinild read some* of 
those funny slofies l>y La'-rivamde lier/' 

'•No u,-,e for lujii to a^k nn* that," sctid the Captain. 
'' Why, you’ll want that man Hudson down here next, 
and be reading to li#n/! (“an’t allow that, ^vlhs Pad- 
grave; and coifsider the ‘ ()ld Clucken/ too! Slic 
would make mLsth;*>i (n(Miga,you lake my vord foi^ 
it, or ^'m not Jonathan hh Id.O'ter ]\I^mcr/’ 

" Tliat matron Ltis a iiio^t mltrtsVrng U'Oil.dity/' 
said I'.ustaee P:\lgia\'e. “ 1 raii’l undersUind why 
everybody di^!jkr> la-r : shv''^ia^ rewaled to n;t- 
of the feiuiihiie fn\.-^l< luo than aiiv (Ulit'r person 
I luive met. '^S]i ! luden 40 Ik r ifow ! that is the 
voice! she is in •the foi^‘*val;in now, t'ollier side of 
that matchbfeirding,’' 

''Now, girls, not raining; get on decV^ 

()n(‘ of you. ^'olu Miraudi Jenkins ! you leave that 
p<iir of drawers iK'luyv ; you can't dry them on the 
poOj,y for lh;fi imTnode-.t #uowd <:)f men to gaze at 
them; hang tluau nj) lier^ jvith *th^se chemires. 
Mary JoAcpliuio I'l.uKip^in ! did I Ti>d ti ll you to 
chaiif^i' yudrs ? If you'vi' o^ily oiu- .{lair. >ou can 
bonovv anotiu‘1 ! Snch a dirty ^ot of Irisli^pigs Jit 
was never iny bad fortune toTt’ave'nn'der nnybekirc ! 
It’s been raining for a week, and not six of you Lave 
wtished mote than* your hafids and faces. You, 
Statia Heggarf)?! your, legs are like a red* Indian’s 
from the dye of that petticoat. Get ou deck with 
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you all ! You, Biddy Slattery, y(<u’rc the only tidy 
girl among - that lot. Why, Katty Dooley, I could 
sow potatoes between your shoulder-blades, they’re 
so grimy ! There, get on your sha\yl, and go on 
deck with you. Hurry up, all of yo\^^! or ’twill be 
raining again.” t 

■” She is often mo\e descriptive than that,” said 
Eustcvce Palgrave ; ” but 1 pn-h-r it 'at night, before 
going to be’d ; at meal-times it is not quite so enter- 
taining. But the Doctor doesn’t secun to mind ; 
he's a hardened sinner. Arn you not, Doctor ? 
Miss Palgrave was laughing. 

' ‘‘ That's enough,” said hjie iP,aster. ” I’m glad 

I fmishe^l tir>t. ‘ May tlie Lord make us truly ■thank- 
ful, uhi-er-um-er! Amen ' ’ All nnished ? Get the, 
boats lowered, Mr. Sh.aekloy ! ” 

- The , meal ended abl ‘ptly (thongli the Tioetor 
still lingered o\*er srune p imjikin ftnt.^and then put 
a piece of cheese, bn some. buttered biyruit and carried 
.it from the table in hi-^ h.u'id, nibblmg at it as he fol- 
lowed the others to ,r!iLL poop). 

again Mbs l-'algrave vreathed freely; 
*b,'nd her vigilance rehi.ced. Everybody seemed in- 
terested. and ipany were amu->e'l, at the de^patehiI;g 
of the two quarbT boats, «.vith heavy lumj) of iron, 
and a hundrid fathor;H of rojie, «r.i(l a log line, and 
the little s< ( ond-glass like a'h egg-boile^, in each boat. 

Mr. Sliarkli.;^' took y'ommand of tlu’ 'port boat, 
atid Mr. Somerville,* the third mate, of the starboard 
boat* The surface of \tie sea was liki' a dark mirror ; 
the ufiruffled swell was as bandy piuceptible as the. 
rising and falling of fhe breast* of a sleeping tiger. 
The eloifds were ^ugh and motionless' for the most 
part ; but, lierc and there, descending in darker 
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'stratiform layers,, their quiet liorizontality broken 
in one or twp places by jagged points like sharks’ 
teeth. Many 'miles away could be seen a streak of 
sunlight on the water, and tlie slanted rays from 
the hidden su,».. Presently this streak 6f light dis- 
appeared, a ( zigzag Hashes of electrical disturbance 
played about among the indigoAroloured clouds. 

The tliird mate’s boat had headed for the streak * 
of iumlight, the chief mate's in the opposife direction. 
Patrick Hudson was pulling stroke «.iar in the latter 
boat; ami as it du Ai* away from the diip he lifted 
lus left hand a moment, and waved it towy.rd the 

* , * 'ft 

crowd of young w anen 'it-anii’g over tiic jHiop taff- 
rail. Joanna D’Aicv, who wa- there by thfl^^side of 
Miranda Jenkiu'., affected not to -i e him*, but. to 
both her surprist and chagrin, Bndgel Slattery pulled 
the kerchief frpoi her ova lierk and waved it-iinck' 
a moment toward the bo^.t. She tuen turned her 
(juiet, mystenoys face' toward Joanna, and pierced 
her 'vith a steatiy gaze. And then Hudson lifted 
his hand again, and Toaniia .c oiild sei' him laughing, 
and hear him sii ging with the otlier men thoj"'^-:.tn 
ot a song common aboard ships at tli.it period — 

We’ll i fTA’, wt. II row, oef the waters so blue, 

Like a featiior weMl floann our ec canoe. 

Change of occnjiation haM made both boats’ crows 
hilarious. furtively ,cro',S(rd .herselh under 

her buttofiloss jacket. The tliird mate ctfuld' l^e 
hoard quite distinetly in the it^iier direction,* .bawling 
with all the muscular pow'Ci of a deep chest, and with 
a throat of iron, amSther hontihieut.d refrain beloved 
of seamen. • , • 

■' How far are tliey going ? ” im|uiied Mi>> Palgrave. 
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'■ Oh, a mile each way for comparative observations, 
I suppose,” ^aid the surgeon ; ” it’s usual.” 

” And why have they got all that ibpe and those 
lumps of iron in tbe boats ? ” said tlKynatron. 

” Thai’s to ‘ anclior ’ the boats,” si^d the Doctor ; 
” to keep ’em steady in the current, yo^' know.” 

” And the little egg-boilers, what ‘are they for ? 

” Those are second-ekis'-e^, to time the log with ; 
they’ll heave the kig when tiiey ' anchoT.’ 

” And c;;n they really touch the bottom of the sea 
in this part ? ” 

” Olg no! ” exi)lained th<' Doctor; "the iron will 
only keep them steealy a wjnle. ‘so that the surface 
current J.aniKb aflect tin in ; then tle'V will heave the 
log and hnd the' rate of the -to am, and take the 
direction of the’line, as it runs out, by the conipass.” 

'Ti.^'o.n know L'o( tor ! ” ^s-jid the matron 

admiringly, as' the young women crowded around 
with intent ears. " I bi.heve you know more than 
the Captain himself ; I haca- hc eu motron in two ships 
before thi-. onc', anci„J .don’t n member such an in- 
toT^vrAicggj^nciilent as tl,iis. ” oj 

” Oh, it’s common in tin; R'tyal Xav'y,” said the 
Doctor light Iv. 

" Our th.jitain was iievvr m Mie Royal Navy, w'as 
he? ” iiKjuired oiu* of tie- girR. "I’m sure we arc 
going out of our way, and will ne\er reach Australia.” 

" Tlmrc is no such thing as a Captain in the Merchant 
Sur\uce'‘’’ said the Doctor; "he is only a Master, 
a sailing 'Master, ymi jTnow ; just a man to sail ships, 
that’s'all. ‘ Captain ’ is a military, or ratl'er a militant, 
"title ; Master, and Piku, and Matty are. strictly nautical 
ones, like Boatswain and Suju-rcargo.” 

" You know.” he added (as his -liearcrs stood, 
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silrnt, around hini^, “ in tlu' Navy a Captain liab to 
fight the Quik'n's enemies and defend .the Empire, 
and men like me ha\'e to do um duty too.” 

‘‘ And isn’t ^ur Captain a real Captain at all, at 
all ” asked giil who had spoken before. 

“ Well, of Icourse, like Dodoy Clyster, it’s only 
common politeness on our pail tfi call him a Captain,” 
said the matron.* *l'he surgt'on gave the matron a. keen 
glance through his gold sj eet.icles. 

“ Oh, I don’t begrudge him his title. I am not 
the Hoard of Tiade/’^Wlid the Naval surgeon ; “ but, 
dear me ! what a'singuiar cloiu^is gathering oih there 
in the third male’s chiee|ioh ! ” 

One,t)f the shai k’s-teeth-shaped proiection’^at the 
edge of a dense laCer of cloud had jlaown Ircrgei and 
more poinb'd, Nelow it, near the boat, they could 
see its daik refl^'i;tion ])oir.ti^^ upward. 

The Caj'tain and Miss Ihlgiave Wi*re standing in 
conversation soi\it‘ distanca Jrom the' Doctor and his 
audience, but the <i,itter’s words ware, or the greater 
part of them, audible. The Cioiiain looked at INIiss 
Paigrave iiitenth as he said , " Did you ev*« 
about Captain Cook, Miss ? ” 

” What ! the great navjgator ! ” said the lady ; 
*' of course 1 have, Cif)tain«Jessup.” 

‘‘.And perhaps \(*u’ve heaid, about Barker Snow, 
and how that [ool of a I'^liyal Navy Cajitain refused 
to let him and his merchant stamen gt* to thcMescuc 
of Franklin? No? Ah 1 Well,* you migl;{ obligfj 
me by asking Jonah over there whether Captain tbok 
was brought, up in the Royal Navy — though ‘they 
were glad to get him* afterward^, eh ? As for college 
training, Miss Paigrave, sny third n;ate was tit Cam- 
bridge University, and he’s about the stupidest mate 



“ACT OF GOD” 


igo 

I’ve ever had under me. What brought him to seal 

along with Jonali, I don’t know. I’m, d , c.xcuso 

me, if lie can steer a boat ; he’s used to outriggers 
and sliding seats, I suppose, ha-ha-hah ! Just look 
at him thrdUgh this pair of glasses ! ”( 

Miss Palgrave took the binocular!}' and looked 
through. The boat \V;is making a very zigzag course, 
and was now heading l):iek for the.’ship, it seemed. 
Redeetions had disappeared ; the water was disturbed 
around the boat ; the third m;ite seemed to be looking 
over liis slioulder at somethirg in the wake of the 
boat, and as if that thing wtre lollowing it ! 

“ They are corning back,' said'Mi'^s Palgrave. 

“ \MAt ? ” cried the t'aptain. “ tdming , back ? 
Why, ‘liC'i can’t ae.ve hov<; the le»g yet ! What, in 
thunder, is the ^'ool coming back for*'? 

Shackle 3 '’s boitl station.'U'V, away over 
there," continued IMi^s Ihllgrave ; they are jiultmg 
the lump of iron over the ■-ide now.” 

Have another look this way at that University 
(jfiicer of mine, Mi!iS,J‘<dgrave, my dear ; what is he 
•d.*-5rg««»c4iv ? ” , 

()li ! they are all pulling now like mad creatures,” 
said the ladv and, mv goodness ! what a coinino- 
tion there is m, the wateP' belli t-d them ; it all seems 
boiling and steaming-! ” 

” Waterspouts, sure enough ! ” cried the Captain. 
” Just," look a-t that (black cloud above the boat. 
Quick, give me the'glasscs, miss.” 

To thu naked eye *the boat had now disappeared. 
, Tn the field of the Captain’s binoculars the white life- 
boat could be seen spinning rdund and round, and 
the mc'li’s oars , splashing vainly in' the disturbed 
water ; and, close by, the sea was lieaping itself up into 
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Another agitated m;iss ; and abeive it other dark cones, 
or triangular shapes, were dij)ping, as it were, toward 
the boiling wa^r. 

“ Get a cartridge up out of the lazarette,'* cried 
the Ca])tain, %md fire oft that .signal g^iin/' (The 
second mate, <|Mr. Tarrish, was now standing beside 
him, having finished his dinner.)# 

As the seconcT mate ran below, and the Captain 
unle-iplied the litlk^ one-]>c)und(ir gun, the DTxdor, with 
tlie matron and all tlie emigrant gir].*^, carnt' forward to 
tell the master tiiat t’ce^third mate’s bnal wa^. lur^t. 

“ Ah ! the biHU is all right^" said the (\'^{)lain 
“ it’s the' men I'm thinking of. Here,, ^tand aside all 
of you ^ Get out of my way, Surgeon Jonahl^ Give 
me that bag of ]:>owaei ” (to lie -.ec:«..Ad mat(.^' and 
the friction tub . Slew the gun found ! Right ! 
Stand away ! yut ! ' 

The gun exidodi-^l in th»-<sti]l air wnh a deafetiing 
report for a oiie-pounder, Ca])taiil looked through 

the binoculars. iu' looked, he gave rapid orders to 
the second mate, 

“ Signal Mr. Sli#icklt'y, Iledl^ understand the 
N, C. and look around for the other bo.it. Hah ! 
there she breaks ! T],iere goes the ^})^alt ! a^id the 
beat's bottom ^up ’ ('^)od (lod ! I can't see a man 
anywhere ! Here*, Miss Pedgrave ! look ^lirough the 
glasses. What can you sec^ ? 

'' I can only see tlie bottom, ^f the bo;i,t. And now 
the falling has liidden that 1 cried Miss Rfigrave.^ 
Tile chief mate’s boat will^pass us •|:>retty clos^',” 
said the sec'oud mate. “ I’ll get the speaking trumjK'k 
and hail her 1 ” 

Aye, quite ifght ; do ! do ! Tell Uiem to pull like 

devils ! 
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In a few moments the lu .ivy sheets of fallinp; rain 
that had hidden tlie capsized boat, disa])j)earcd, and 
once more the Captain lo(*L‘d tlirougli tlu' glasses. 

Not a sign of life on it/' said he. We can only 
wait f(>r the mate to bear down on it , it would take 
us twenty miniit('S to get one of the ( thcr boats olf 
the skids into the wa^a'i/' 

Prohently the sta'oud mate uas .Ixiwling througli 
the speaking-truinjxd to the chied mates boat,,,and 
the latter ohicer was waving his hand in response, 
and urging fliuNon and tla r m<'ii to ])iill hard 
dor the p!a'’e of tla di'^a^irr. All hands were now on 
d«ak, and i vriy <anjai.inr m thv‘ ship, lijaculalions 
of hojHt uere everybodvd Jijjs. The main and fore 
shroudr. vreu' crowded with seaiiKai, all gazing intently 
at the lutl(' spfck of white, lloating on tlic uiirullleJ 
of the sea; andoaCa dieh ^;rjte's boat getting 
sniallei and siAall^r it uj/pioadied it. 

Thi; Doctor had a ]»Jr of (^ptaa-gia^scs, and tlic 
second mat(* the long grass belo; ging to th(‘ ship ; 
and their comrihaji.- g'. as the Captains, wtae 

'''*T T ? yi l y pis.-^ed fK)m ou<‘ to tlie otli *' tie* wlade lenglli 
of the slop, and baek ;igain, amazingly altered in 
their travrls. 

The men tcere ull dnjuned ;xno, all bnl onr. They 
weie imd»-iitlie Ijfjal and could rot be gt»t out. Hud- 
son liad div'ed under tlie rap^izeci boat ; he had lud o'- 
ai)peared. Tlie cr< vvi<of the chied mate's boat v/ere 
^trying to right the ollr r Ix^at. All of the nuai wca'c 
Water/ HurKon was smashing a hole through 
♦-.the bottom with tlie boat Ijook ; no,, he was under 
the l)oat. They WfT(^ tfnviug* Hie boat back. All 
were shved ! l^o ! tliCTc Mare only sc'von men in 
the ch'ef mate s boat ! All were lost but one rnaiT 
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• It wastriie that t\ie capsized boatwasnow beingtowed 
back, and it was true tliat the number of men in the 
mate's boat Imd only been increased by one man, 
and they presently discovered that he Wvas Cardiff 
Price, in the st^ond mate’s watch. • 

‘'Sure eufjjigh,” said tlie Captain, ‘'they have 
knocked a hole through the bottl)ni of the other boat ; 
and rnaj'be thei^'*j.^ .somebody under it, and ;#dive ; 
for ^hese lih'boats have air tanks and float high, and 
there’s room for half a doZAUi men above the thwarts. 

If they can keep llatC heads out of the water they 
might be alive !* Have a parbuckle rc^^idy.' bos’ru^ 
when tliey come aloag^ideT^No ! get a strop through 
each of the ring-bolts, aii^ clap on*‘*he da\ it Lackles, 
that wTll right her 1*” • ^ 

Wluai the chlt^f mateV boat at lengtli reached the 
side of the sltt[>.>'anuther haifdiOUB«iii9ffSr 

elajjsed, and S4X men falling at fhe oars of the 
heavy lifeboaf weie exhauj^ted. Theii' j>rogrcss had 
been \ cry slow, and tla y had sto})ped for a f('w minutes 
to break anothei holr Ihrougb tlie bottom of the other 
boat. # 

" Who is underneath ? shouted everybody as 
they had come witliiii hail, 

A * P 

\r, the meiiin thf ijoat were wot through with sea- 
water, and Cardin’ J’rice was a,\ j^aio a*> a page of 
a log-book, and gro.uiing tvith pain. The chic! mate 
looked up at the Cajdain aud-irhook hi* head. . They"' 
pulled round to tlie quaiter davits and .ifdjusted 
the. strops to the ring bolts unaor watih, and hooked 
on the tackles. Tlien many liands, as many as fcould. 
find a place on tlie hoat falls,* emigrants, men and 
women, seameif and officers, pulled as if tlicii own 
lives depended upon righting the bo.it. i 



194 


‘‘ACT OF GOD^^ 


Joanna D*Arcy was crying softly -to herself, Thank 
God!'' and “ The Lord have mercy on them," al- 
ternately. The f^rst ejaculation had reference to 
Patrick Hudson, the otlier to the missing men. Hud- 
son and the olljer men below were helping to turn 
over the boat, as those upon deck pulled at the tackle. 
Wdio was underneath*? Everybody was cither clam- 
ouring or groaning and weeping. 

Presently the boat turnt'd over sudd(Mily, nearly 
full of water, and ther(‘, lying under the thwarts, 
was the still body of Mr. Sonii-rialle, the third mate. 

" Hand over hand ! up with the boat 1 Haul away, 
my hearties ! " cried tin* CaT>lain." 

Tiie ■'satca rnsh«‘d out of the two gaping wounds 
in the h >ttom of Uie boat ; and ci>'it ro^e to the height 
of the poop, a number of willing hands lifted the 
body of the third leiate '^’'^+^-and laid lum on 
the deck. Cardiff Price Ivas hauled uv m a bowline 
out of the other boat, and carried forward to the fore- 
castle. 

" Now, then, whx're’s ]onah ? " cri(‘d the Captain, 
to tvork, some of j’ou, and p^mp some air into 
him ! Let Jonah try liis skill first ; it's time he did 
something ! " 

" It's no time to snarl and sreer," said tlic Doctor. 
" Stand hack, all rd ycni ! C( -nic', Mr. Palgrave ; 
take off your coat and roll' it up ! Tliat's it ! Now, 
to ancl' fro ! and Ire 1 gently and rc-gularly. Ah ! 
we must get the water cnit of him first. ' Turn him 
ov6r on ^iis chest," 

But, though the Doctor and the others applied 
every possible method of resuscitation for nearly an 
hour, they could not re.^tore the third mate, Mr. 
Palgrav-e, who for the first time since he had stepped 
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aboard seemed to be real flesh and blood, was, with 
much persuas’^on, at Icngtii made to desist. Per- 
spiring with the unwonted exercise* he expostirlated. 

A heavy lock of his dark, dank hair hung down over 
his brow. ‘ 

“ Surely he .'an’t be dead. Doctor ! It’s too awful 
Let somebody else try ! You itxe not going to gi\'e 
him up like th*at. Give him som“ moje brandy. 
Wrap him in blankets. Oh ! it’s too awful ! Let us 
try again ! *' 

” No ; dead ! <pni'* dead ' ’’ said the Doctor. 
“Poor fellow! Pmt what abour the fithe hee men, 
eh ? Don’t make loo n ueh tiiss e.bout ovr. And 
W'e havf all to die scijne day. I’ll now g. > a i tend 
to the other man. lie was spitimg bipod. I ir..iced.’’ 

“ Let tiie sailmaker sew liiui up," said th.c baptain, 
“and we’ll give ’ ""i a ]' opir fair ral to-nrCrrow 
morning out oMhy'Prayei lUiok. I liave lo.-t a good 
officer ’’ (Miss l^^lgra^■e tiu d not to smile at the nil 
nisi, and failed), "•and live of my best men, and t ’’ 
on account of tins Roval nonsense. What 

current did you Lad, M-. Sluu ’;ley ? ’’ 

“ Sou’-sou’-i'ast, sir, about one knot, not more.’’ 

“Just what expected,’’, .said the master, raising 
hL voice; “the regui ir Guinea cnrre.nt, of course; 
we are not close enough to land fo. a northtaly current, 
and we are not, far enough south for the equatorial 
current. Hut doctors are na\ightors the^e days^ 

“ Yes, sir ; I think we shall hdve wind to-night* 
sir. There’s a heavy squall making up over thon^'to 
the west.” 

“ Aye, Jonah’s abftut done fhs w'orst,” said the 
Captain, looking after the Doctor ; V my bcsf^oliicer 
and five men. There's a nice entry for the loglbook ! 



ig6 


‘‘ACT OF GOD’^ 


Some of them must have got 'tangJ,ed in that hundred 
fathom of rope when she capsized, and J suppose none 
of them could swipi. I can’t myself, ft)r that matter, 
and Fve been thirty years a sailor. Five able sea- 
men, and niy best edheer ! Good Hea\Gn ! wdiat luck, 
and six degrees north of the line ! F that Doctor 
isn’t a regular Jonah. I ncv(T saw one ! There, tell 
the sfdlinaker to sew him up ; and fell the carpenter 
to make that boat all right again in the nuwrung. 
I’ll go below and wnir up the log, (}ood Heavenh ! 
five first-rate able seamen anc*j *che best oflicer I ever 
/had under me ! ” 

A heavy sqirdl with lighining Lnd rain soon cleared 
the decks of all but the crew. Tlie Young Pretender 
again I ijiped soidliwards on law ' mission, and with 
shorten(‘d sail — f(*r the s^jualh and ’the breeze whicli 
Tb]ro7s**,'d it, was W('st'bv'^'rio"'t]u*r^o Tlie body of the 
third mate was laid in a’ bunk nv a bcaali under the 
poop, w'hich opened on io the niahn clock, and liad 
been used as a lio^])ital‘ duiing the voyagte Here 
the saihnaker, asjiiisted by the boatswaiifs mate, 
““TITSrd the body in (»ld canvas, and? }>iit sonu^ heavy 
pif'ces of holy->t(me at the («‘et, and tlun stitched it 
all up snug and sliapc'ly. It ^ w'as now quite dark, 
and tliToiigli the oj>eu <]uor JIk* boatswain's mate 
could b(^ s<**in Iioldu,»g a lanttan* over the* drad man, 
while l1ic sailinakcu' woikrd away with needk' and 
w-atcli ki'jit aft on the qiia'i ter-d<,Tk by 
they won' frccjut-nlly want(;d 'to trim or 
sh^rt(‘u‘ hail 'in the iinci-ilaui broczt,'. Somc.liimis 
man would prop into the “ liospital,” and come 
back to the group of* seamen, Irtiddled togi'ther under 
tlie br<^ak of t(ie pooj), with a cofsiynent sucli as, 
“ Boyij, oh, boys ! did ye ever see the like ! ” or, 
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She'^s an onluckj; hooker, lads ! you take my word 
for it ! ” or, Who’d sell a farm and ccunc to sea ? 
I wish I washout of her! Tlierc^'s a Jonah some- 
whcres, ain’t there, boys ? I pity ole ' Cliew-the-rag ’ ! 
H(^’s fixed ! ” 'Tlie old Spanish sailor who had cried 

Salv(^ t corpo santo ! ^ to the composanls on the 
yards, and called tlirm. ‘"Ouri Lady’s crown/’ was 
alone jubilant, aticf projdicbicd liner weather and a fair 

wind* 

And among not only the crew, but in tlie minds of 
many (d the emigran.^* th<a(* was a great (lej>rt‘Srhon, 
and a feeling of pi (Hle.^liuated dhaster. TLv? C.fptain’^ 
own words, his reu^^ncvl lo tla* I)oUor as Jonah,” 
were ciumlaf'-d t!iO>ngi\ llr' ship. The Porter's 
failun‘ to r(*s1(»r(" let* third mate's life had jl' wered 
his prestige in most of then minds. * What was the 
good of a doctor d h<‘ could iv^i save tlrdifeof as> 
h(!althv young iirm like the thud laate ? And it 
was soon srud h\’ everybody (outside of llu* saloon) 
tiiat th(‘ boats ha(l«be<-ii lamiched to jdease tht‘ Doctor. 
One man was !r\ird to sa\ that it \va> a pity the 
Doctor hiimelf he.! not gone in the third mate’s 
for tluni he would liave heal a Irei' ])assage to land in 
the bc'lly of a whale. The seaman, wdiatever notions 
h ' may have alxnit tlie prophet Jonah's spiritual 
qualities, has not yet njectacl the wdiale tUat preservt'd 
him. And thoiigli tlie walid, w’ith variable strengtli, 
sometimes squauy and someti^ies a ligjit air. 
tliern continuously on their course,* yet dPsakiSfa.ctiotl 
grew every minute stronger, Tliat evening, tlfird 
mate (whose duty it w^as) w'oiild have* weighed ou4 
all the provisions fc^' tlie varilius nu'sses the next 
day. TJie sec/xld mate, assisted by^the steward and 
cook, took the [>lace of tlie thud mate; and,^iicwv to 
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the business altogether, made m«any blunders, and 
trod on many a tradition, as it were, that liad been 
growing in the ’tween-dceks. The n'tarried women 
began to clamour /or more of this food, or less of that ; 
to ask for arrears of ■^ugar and butteit'’; and to insist 
that the salt beef was sliortwcighted. ^t was a night 
ohgoncral dis-^ntisfact^on, and the j)iesence of the dead 
body, in the shij) made the more' rfj^ti mis tic among 
them quite gloomy. In tlie single women's qu:),rter3 
the prayers for the dead could be heard. Tlie men 
on deck could plainly catch the "esjionscs of the girls ; 
j-md onv‘ of ^le men, whu was a Ca'iiohc, cro.ssed himself 
repeatedly and devout ly. ' .sometunes he pi'ered down 
through the little' grated hatch on the quarter-deck, 
or tui^n^d one tar to it and hsomefl. One of the 
drowned men had ])een an IriNhm.irn named O'flallo- 
,,and the Catholic'st'j.nian^ hjt that it was his 
duty to pray tnore for tliis one of tlie houseliold of 
the faith than 'for the .others, ‘Px'ys, oh, boys! 
I wouldn’t mind the other;, ; but Dud have mercy on 
Mike O’Halloran ; the be.,t of ’em all, I tell you, bar 
wtfu;.” ’ s 

In the middle watch that night, Patrick Hudson 
was pacing the deck with Dominick D’Arcy — who 
was on emigrant watchi hiire^iif — anh talking over 
the events ,of the jircceding day. The musician, 
who with the othi'i men had run up to the poop wiien 
tbe,.b.jjats had arriveci, and had attempted to help 
ihe othi.ys in the general excitement, had also noted 
lii» sister’s tedrs, and had seen her looks cast toward 
Jludson. In that crowd of men and women, when' 
ev'erybody was slionting, or t.'riking, or wailing, lie 
also luyJ ,shouted more tJam he hadvlu'eded. But, 
on lefl^ction, he now recalled (lie word,s of his sister. 
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* and her lookc as she spoke cuem. And he recalled 
Hudson’s own looks towaid his sister, though the 
young woman and Hudson had not spoken to each 
other, but rather seemed tistrangf^d. Dominick also 
recalled the night of tlie concert, and^the familiar 
words he had jieard pa^s between them. At one p'^ant 
of the conceit — that night of hi.'^ violin obbligato, and 
of Miss i^ilgravif's sweet, eJfusive thanks — he had 
inde(‘d caugiit sight <if his sister's hand restnig on 
Hudson’s slioiildt'r, and saw Hudson's own raised 
to touch it. H<* fcli.tliat an explanation would be 
desirable ; but he found ^>ome dihiculty in bfoachii^ 
the sai'»ject. ^ * 

I'he. two uu'Ti tii>d Ivgan to discuss the catastrophe. 
Patrick Hudson {expluined t ho ^nature ^ water- 
spouts, and th*; cause of their gyriitory rilmement. 
Tluai tlu‘y fell to (‘xrhang<^ug th(aight> about death 
and judgment, “^apa how iiii]nepareci most iiifii w'ere 
for sudden death. From that th^y turned to re- 
flections on till'* nients of^t he dead oflicer. Presently 
Dominick ^aid abruptly — 

■‘I overheaid ihe chief to ing to the second 
mate that lie believed you h’d a cerlilicate, and 
the Captain would do well to pul you in tlie third 
place. ^ • • 

Ves, I shall bocome qnit(^ a geritltnnan for once 
in my life, Dominick, s)i;dl i not ? Xfie mato spoke 
about the niafter to in;,>elf th(‘ second dog;watclu> 
‘‘ And then you wall live in the c- T^in — e^iun^walh 
Miss Palgrave and her biiilher — and thet;e wiy. \>g 
no night walks together again, wail there?* J'aith ! 
H’m sorry for myself, any w\yv^ ; I wcas beginning*to 
like you, an4. so was — cr, I think, my sister has a 
liking for yo^l, Mr, Patrick.” 
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Hudson remained suent for a ^ minute or more. ’ 
The conversation had taken a turn that seemed 
scarcely a pleasant one to him. Yet was he not deej) 
in love with the young woman ? Why should he not 
adniit it to .her own brother ? Yet hesitated to 
reply to the direct question that Dh'^rcy (the ice 
now broken) put to hipi as he remained sihmt. 

” Sqre, Mr. Hudson, and are you pot fond of the 
girl yourself ? ” , 

The seaman felt very uncomfortable. How sliould 
he ansv er And uliy should in.' be reluctant to 
r^'ow his alic'Ction, if he felt tliat it'vas worth any- 
thing ? Hut was it woilh aiiythiog '■ W(aild it last 
longeT than this fjas-^.igc to Australia ? How could he 
tell thisi^ ^.y.rnest young Irishman that he doubted liim- 
self ? lhat he 4ov( d, and yet felt- very uncertain 
-fibouW*the duration of lift-, lovi* ? , length he re- 
sponded rather hghtly — • . 

“Oh! I think sh'-'s Hje handsomest girl in the 
ship, Dominick, and you must b« proud of such 
a beautiful sister ! ” 

— But you don't like her m the watt I mean, then ? ” 
“Why, what way do you mean ? 

“ You know well (.'nougli, Mr. Hudson, and so does 
Jo/zanna.” ^ 

“And does, your sij^ter like me in that wav, Domi- 
nick ? ” ' 

Hudsgn,” saici D’Arcy seriously, “ you’ll 
be one of the officers socm, and living down in the 
saloon with Mi^Js — or — youTl bi* up tliere <;n the jjoop 
among" the young women every day, and I trust to 
you as a gentleman not to make a fool of the girl. 
I have a^reat liking for yon myself, but I can’t hate 
like Jo/zanna.” 
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‘‘ Can’t hate, Dominick ? ” 

“ Aye,” said D’Arcy quietly, “ hate, I said. I know 
Jo//anna, and I give you lair warjiing. Don't make 
a loo] of a girl that loves you.” 

“Come,” so‘d Hudson, “I don’t inte*nd to maljC 
a fool of any girl, especially your own sister, Dominiv-k ; 
I respect her too iiineli, I assure^ you.” 

“ Mind you continu(‘d Dominick, unheeding 
Hudson’s words, “ I don't want to ( atch you willi 
any talk about marriage — Dm not one of that sort, 
Mr. Hudson — time en >^'gh wlien we all set fo»ji a.sriore, 
if it comes to anytliiiig. No,^ I don't nuvrd that! 
but I w^arn you Jo/ea;.na‘s not the giil to be h)ade a fool 
of by’ any’ man, or :roi}ian (athei. 1 Urcva b<dtcr 
than \'ou do. The most atteclionafe wonne;? an the 
world, but ” 

Yes ? ” s:iid Jf orison, suT|'rised, “ go rm.” 

“No; that's <*nongh. I've said ?ny say; but 1 
will miss tlu'se mglit watches together, when you are 
living in the salooii with Miss P<t]giavte" 

“Oh, w'o can wadk u]) and down the quarter-deck 
of an evening, w’lu .i it is my twite) belowy” said Hiidsr-i» 
(juicklyg and relie\aa_l by the chang<‘ in the conversation. 
You seem interested in Miss Palgrave ? ” 

D’Arcy’s maimer became' i^omewhat cinbarrassed. 
“Well! and do you not consider tl^' hosKrar of 
th(‘ promotion, or the sc^ciely of a lady like Miss 
Palgrave ? ’'» * • , ' " 

“ Honour ! ’tis a tini' w’oid, Dominick ! but I don’j; 
tliink you w’ill find much of it among* us scfil^oi nltai. 
Why, Mr. Shackkw’, for instance, w’ould lick tU'^ 
Captain’s boots for kx reference at the end of the 
voyage. If tlyric' were no passengers aboard dhis old 
Jndiaman you would not know us — if \’ou Cexuld see 
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us. That dirty-tongued old bos’n’s mate that sleeps' 
in the forecastle was in the barque Northallerton — 
did you ever hear of her ? ” 

“ No. Where arc you going ? ” 

■( “ To get nc'ar tlicsc halyards ; there’s a squall coming. 
Will, ask him to show you a few scars on his arms and 
cliest ; one of them’s ^ biillet-liole. ■ The Northallerton 
was hardly a month out before— matter. Ah ! 
we’re a nicc^ lot when we’re left to ourselves, Dominick ! 
(There she heels !) ” 

“ But you are diffenuit fiom^the like of them, surely, 
{Mr. Hudson, riiitli ! I'll luh believe that you would 
act like a devil, any w.-.y ! ” 

“ There goes four l»ells ! and here comes the squall 
downaipwii us ! » Good night, Dominick ! ” 

“ Aylg aye, ^ir ! ‘ stand by tgjjgallant halliards,’ 
sir 1 1^. V 

“ All, Bill, nn' son ! hurry up a.nJ relieve that son 
of a Dutch — or lie’ll have us* teh miles out of 
our couise, running her oh like thaj ‘ Let go, sir ! ’ 
aye, aye— all gone, sir! Now tlr n, bully boys! clew 
4ier down, clew her aown', I'o-ho-hu^oh-h-h ! ” (Hud- 
son already felt the (juaiter-di'ck inlluence.) '“Stand 
by topsail halliards,’ aye, aye ! all clear, sir! There 
she blows, bioVs ! there slif- tiac els ! n(Av we’rc moving 
again; alt !, if she were not so light we’d be having 
the royals on her ! Top-gallant halliards again ! 
•«^ve.^.2ye, sir^ come ym, lads; hois'i away, stretch 
dong, all of us ; walk away with it, you sons of toil ! 
walk away-ay-y-y ! Ho-ho-and-M/^-she-rises ! ho-ho- 
and-n^-she-rises ! so-early-in-the-mormng ! walk away 
with her ! ” . , 

The next day, an hour qftcr brealifast, the body 
ol the fate third 'mate was committed to the sea with 
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all the lugubrious neremonial befitting the occasion, 
the Captain reading the prayers with solemn unction. 
Hundreds of eyes attempted to ^ pierce the ruffled 
surface of the water, after tlie splash made by the 
falling object, ('specially the eves of tliose*on the poc a, 
as that part of the ship pass«;d by the spot. \^ihe 
buried took place nniidblii])s.) ^ For a f(‘w brief mo- 
nK'iils flit^ wliih' *caiivas shroud criuld be dimly dis- 
cerric'd, shooting rapidly downward ; bill in a few 
more tlu' place of M‘])uliiire had jiassed astern, for 
the sliip was tr<i\’ellr\d through the water at the rate 
of tlircM' or foul knots. 'J'hen tlie e\(S of niany ofi 
the poop followed the rings and eddying of the water 
above the body, until it wa-^ all lo^f to sight, 

Mr, Palgravt' was sii(;nL. He ha^ said vj thing at 
the breakfast-table to anvbody. tven fiis sister 
could get no m<')r<' tlain in*>iio.-yllal;)ir respon.^'' from 
him. The Doctor* wais tht' only oin* that preserved 
his usual clieeriul demc'^j^nour ; afid strangely, or 
perhaps cons(‘qu<4Uiiy. dtl the otliers of the saloon 
f(‘lt more depress( d than Indore the burial. It is 
a relief to eveiy x)dy wlc a a ship has lid itself of 
a dead man ; but the* gloom of all sec'med to increase, 
tlie nion^ th(' Surgeon sinih'd, and explaiiU'd the cause 
('t a'iph3^xia, and ren*edies were (>1 no avail in 

certain instances oj^ it. The g 'lioral Itieling aboard, 
and esp(‘cialh^ anicng tlm^(' on the poop, w'as that 
Dr. Cl\ste? w*as a biingha'tn his i:y'o[essioith«,^J!d:c' 
matron had a clean pocket-handkeix hief hi^d to hjr 
eyes tlu^ wdiole forenoon, and slie Ix'rst'lf was overheard 
to speak the word Jonah/’ pn'sumabh’ of the Doctor. 
When the new's that^C'aidifl Price was himself in a bad 
w\ay, with ijd:ernal injjuries, caused by the boat's 
water-barcca striking him in the chest as the boat 
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capsized, the depression of all, increased. When 
those on the pooji could follow the sjiot of burial on 
the water no longer, they turned to one another with 
sighs and head-shakings. The Doctor could find 
nnbody bub Miss Palgiave to converse with him. 
Eveh she did so in a way that seemed quite at variance 
wit'll her usual mannef. 

Some interest in the living was }<fesently excited 
by the Captain's commaiKh for the able seaman, 
Patrick Hudson, to “lay aft!” And when that 
man liad obeyed and stood oh the j)oo]> l^efore the 
Captain', eyfrybody crowded ai'ouild to know the 
reason. Joanna D'Arcy kejit belaud the otiu'r girls, 
her eyes still wet with we<‘])ing ; but she looked 
through the gKCup at hei lov( r with pride in those 
beautiful, strangle eyes of hers, expert iiig that the, 
master; contemj)lat('d a c^ilogy oi-My(hon's behtiviour 
on the previous^' afternoon ; lor Hudson liad dragged 
Cardiff Price from under the upturned boat, by diving 
under it. Their estrangejm nt, Dr whieli Joanna 
blamed Bridget .^laUery, in.id' hef'h'el rnoie emotional 
than if she were on exieh 'ut terntS with her lover. 
She looked ;tt the fare of the woman she < onsidered 
her rival in his afk-ctions with a glow of desire hi 
her eyes; the desin* to le>vn her character in 
the eyes of. Hud-ou and ever.ybody else, and to 
be revenged for the tortuid she had inflicted upon 
hetseh* Ahl.liow noble lu' looked standing there 
facing tly Cajitaiir and the two mates ! How she 
loe't^d h.uli ! 

.But' there was no eulogy of Hud‘'On by the master 
of the Voting Pretender or by ‘ anybc'dy else. The 
Capt.ain^egan by an abrupt -qw'stion to Hudson’s 
qualifications as a seaman. 
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Fm told you>-' a second mate by certificate; 
yes or no, my lad ? ’* 

** Quite correct, sir ! ^ 

“ Number of cert 1 l ie ate ? Have you got it with 
you ? 

NumiHT 19,762, sir ; it’s in my ditt^ 

Port of examination ? 

** Ltaidon, sir*'" * 

'"Good! ])est ctaiifjcatrs in the Board of Trade, 
London certiiicates ; no dodging the examiners at 
Tow^t Hill 1 Place o<\)irt!i ? ” 

“ Dublin, sir.” 

What ? You aiv in»t^an Irislmian ? 

'' Half-and-hall, sir; iny Icedier w,i ^ English, 

1 considtu' mvs'‘U ITish, hka my 

” Diat’s not then: you're i^7?g/hs/i,^tnd you 

will suit me ihesl i^Kite,! 1^mnk ; art you wii^^ng ? 

\'es, sir.” ^ • 

“ Mr. Shackley, gv) do\yivto my state room and get 
the sluj^’s articles 4 " ^ ^ 

The chief mate :*nt IhIcuv, anc^jircst ntly returned 
with the Shipping Ardck^ and the Muster Roll. 
The Ca]Hain sjiread tlie articles on the sliding roof 

of the saloon companion kiddei, and proceeded to 
, # c • • 

nad them. dJie cre\^ were called aft to the quarter- 
deck to make tlu‘ ccu'mony nn-rt^irnpresSkve. Captain 
Jessu]) read the articles *111 ;i slow, resonant voice. 
I'he Doctor wms standing T>elr by, aiid the tfiU'ster 
wanted to siu>w tlie medicad officer how miK^h Act 
Paiiiaiiient there was m the Merchntile * Jvlarttie. 
The Royal Navy, for.soothl Then he turned to t^je 
second mate and tokl him to get a pen and a bottle 
of ink from fhe sakH>n. - 

The piai and the ink forthcoming, tlx'^ master 
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coughed importantly, and then si^ddenly ordered all 
the crew to 'Come up on the poop, and arrange them- 
selves in watches ,on each side. Which being done 
to his satisfaction, he said — 

' 5 ^** Now, my lad, step forward and sign on ! 

Patrick Hudson steppe^d forward and put his 
signature to the articles ; and then ihe Captain made 
a note to explain the second ap})earnnce of the sig- 
nature on ‘the document — for Hudson’s name ^ also 
appeared among the able seamen’s. Then the master 
made an entry on tlie Musten Roll, and turning to 
Ihe new thud mate, and presently to tlie crew, thus 
addressed him and them : — 

“ Mr. Hudson you arc nc>v’ no longer an a})]e sea- 
man, you are on7^ of my officers. '1 shall expect you 
to do your dutj* faithfully. You wi]\ kindly prore('d, 
durini 5 ^ this watch, to taring, effects aft to the 

saloon, and you will occupy i]io laie’Mr. Hdiry Somci- 
ville’s berth, which I trust you will iiiid comfortable. 
Your cl lief duty will be to att unck r the iirst mate, 
and you will therei^^jre mnain iuYd w<itcli ; you will 
also have charge of all the stores, aftd I shall examine 
your books weekly myself. — IMen 1 you will obey 
Mr. Hudson (as third mate) in all lawful cornmarids ; 
he is now one of the officers of t]h> i^hip. — Mr. Hudson, 
go about your duty, ear. — Men, Reward all of you ! — 
^Mr. Shackley, we shall now proceed to make an (‘iitry 
in th^'Official Log-book of the e\ents of die last two 
days, — Mr, Parrish ” (to the second mate), “ tell 
the* bos’h to tell the bos’ii’s mate to tt'll the men 
that there will be an auction of the late Mr. Somer- 
ville’s effects at twr> bells in the first dugrwatch, after 
the decks have been swc‘pt down." 

I knew Mr, Hudson was not one of those ordinary 
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vulgar sailors all 11' time/* said the matron to the 
Doctor. 

Hudson, who was now walking, the pc>op in the 
absence of his; immediate superior, tlie cliiof mate^ 
overheard the remark and smiled. Htnv* respect abl^ 
he had snddtmly become ! He walked to th , break 
of the poop and called a boy \^ho was swabbing the 
weather scupper^. 

Qo to the forecastle, my lad, and bring my ditty 
bag and donkey’s breakfast alt ; and don't forget 
a flannel shirt and a»*^air of sea-boots in the spare 
bunk under the bbw^-prit. And^I lent Ho^'itioT 3 cady 
my second cap this morning ; imnd and ;u^k Inm for it ! 
There, J)ear a hand, and grl^ al 4 my dunnage 1 
can have my hool’-pot and panniSin ; but y/u’ll 
find asheath-knife in a leather becket ftver rn/* l:>imk — 
you can bring that Tyen;^'^ no sj)o()n ; I swappe^J that 
for tobacco with Ol'^en yi^sterday. Tlu'te, bear a hand. 
Oh, stay ! IIutc's lialf a ydion of sugar and nearly 
a bulb; tin of ;^gb’e tliose to Cardiff Price, 

the poor man ; th^/ b(\ar a haiid|^'’ 

All right, PatT ’ replie<#^the boy, leisurely going 
on with his swabbing. 

You obey orders, you voung imp of h — ,*' cried 
H'jJsgLn-passionately, or >'11 give you the tail-end 
of the main sheet ! '* . » • 

The boy looked up, anti then drc'spped the swab. 
He was wearing a pair of dungaree panU that H^i/ison 
had given him a week ago, tlie h gs (A which wcjre rolled^ 
up to the knee, and tlie dipper part {fathered, in ^t 
the waist with a leather b(dt. He looked somewhiit 
sc*ared. Was. this P^t, the abk? seaman, who had 
been so kind 4>him ? . 

Well, don't • you hear me, boy ? Get forward, 
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d you, and fetcii that togf^fy of mine, or I’ll 

put you out. on the gaff with a grease-pot, and in your 
watch below ; get ior’rd, 1 tell you ! ” 

" Aye, aye, sir ! ” crit'cl the boy, starting off un- 
\',h]lingly and slowly. 

Itirs. Jenkins, who was scraping a dinner-plate in 
the lee scuppers, looked up at the third mate and 
smiled. She had bt-eii friendly to I/udson since the 
beginning of the voyage ; it was now imperative that 
she should continu<‘ friendly, for he was in charge of 
the stores. » 

She lurned and called after the bo)-, the boy looking 
back. 

“ You just ’urry u.p'’ auen that gennelman ossifer 
tells 'you-; can'i you move youi* legs, hay ? Why, 
my little boy chulcl run faster ’n you, couldn’t you, 
'Tonio ? ” ’ . 

Antonio Jenkins, the little brother of Miranda, 
who was always to l>e fouiiyl wallnwing ui the scup])ers, 
wet or dry, tlirew In', ariu ; abound ,lus mother’s neck, 
as she scraped away at the dinn('i,splate. 

“ Ah ! ” said Mrs, j.'iikM.s, m a vhry loud voice, fur 
Hudson to hear, “ I knows a gentleman what’s fond 
of little boys, I does, ’E says as ’ow you’ie a chat nun’ 
little feller, that’s what ’e sa>,s ; and wiped yer 
down with own naiikacher, 'e did, my iillh,' pet. 
Kiss yer inuddens, den, ’I'oniyo, and look at the 
genn' )man ossifer on 'the poop uji tlu'-re ; ain't ’e 
fine gennelman Os.-iler ? ’E’s the thirdy-matey, 
'Ibny ; ain’t you fond of ’Im i 'E’s sich a good sort 
of real gennelman ossifer, ain’t ’e ? and ain’t like 
them common sailor' fellers at all ; goin’ to give 
us our sweeties, ’Toniyo, and our sptipy-bully, and 
our bikkies ; ain’t ’e a nice gennelman ossifer, ain’t ? ” 
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Antonio seemed, ^leased at the prospect of soupy- 
bully and sweeties, and hugged his mother. But 
Hudson had turned away from ^the rail, and had 
walked aft tQ the lieJm. Bill, the quarter-master, 
was stecTing. 

Said Bill grinning — 

You’ve dr(q)ped in for a soft job, Pat ! ’’ 

You just dfof) the Put, atfd mind your steering, ' 
my lad ; you Vo a quarter of a jxant off your course, 
and the wind’s fair enough. Let lier come up, I tell 
you! WeVe n(>t biv^id round the Horn, but the 
Caj>e.^ . , c 

“ YouVe gelling' smart, ain’t “ ivgan Bill, 

agtiast. ’ ^ ^ , 

Siltmce ! ” ro und Hudson. l^d have* nr* Oack 
talk, d’ye hear ? ” 

'' Oil ! yes ; 1 hear,^ sit • ’'^mumbled Bill, flushing. 
‘'You atbaid youi st'-eiing, anti I'll mind my 
own woik, my lad ! And rianember liiat my name is 
Mr. Hudson in fiuuie ! • 

“Oh, good ” uliispen'd JBill to himself, as 

Hudson walke -loi ward' again. The next pcTson 
accosted by the third inatc’^was Mr. Palgrave. who 
was leaning c>ver the rail, gazing toward the distant 
Irvizon.^ The artist ^was *inging softlV to liimself 
a very mournful It.;!iaii s^ng Vegiiming with “ De- 
serted/’ and ending wnh 1 am dying ! “ 

“ That is not*a wry choerfulVmg by ihe souiwi of it, 
Mr. Palgrave,” said Hudson. 

Mr, Palgrave \ooki: i owr his shoukHu and /epltbd 
with a monosyllabic negative aihrmatively used.* ^ 

* “ We liave a. fair wind/’ said Hudson ; “ your heart 
should be as ^ht as air t ” 

Mr. Palgrave had no ear for music, that was certain ; 
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for lie Wiis singinp; the Italian V ords in a kind of 
rhythmic monotone. 

“ You seem quite downcast/' continued Hudson. 

Ah 1 " said Eustace l^ilgrave, at length finding 
li^s voice, 1 am growing lirt^d of this voyage. I 
wonder what made me so foolish as to embark upon 
it. 1 should liavc (diosiai a steamboat/' 

'' A steamboat would nevor have Vtimulatt^d your 
sense of the beautiful ; they are simp!}-" marine loco- 
m^>tives/’ said Hudson. 

‘'Oh. 1 am tired of these eUrnal ropt‘s and sails/’ 
said Eustace. 

“ And tlie men wlio hand and reef tlaan ? " said 
"*dadsMn, laughing. 

\bs/’ r(‘p]i(‘a iiiistace, ''a tirt"^r)me lot tliey are 
indiM'd, tne-e men of the sea. HtdtjVe 1 kdt London 
I tri{'d to r(‘ad l.i^i^ehoteI^'^ but wluai 1 came 

to tlie ><Lrond p«Jgo and lead abf)Ut wag(s, and j>to~ 
visions, and the goc^ds of L‘}os(‘ wh(» die in the sliip. 
'but little cc)miiig to tlie ' ()u‘iie»~’> dianeb, bring cm- 
bezzltd and med*' r>\\<iy/ as lir j lost rny inteia^st. 

I see you ]>eopIr have iTdt (hanged muOi in tliree 
hundred yrars." 

“ Allow nu' to direct vour attention to Hie ladies, 
then/’ said HikLc^ii, as sv'vera^' (d the emigrant girls 
drew near, their ears* intent up(e^ iJif- dialogue. 

Hud-on remernlx'n d that he was now third mate, 
and (Tinsequc'rdly had'** the libc-rty to converse with 
Hujse ori the poo]j wheru'V(T he e]ios(\ He turiK'd 
to'^ the .young women who had lialtc d by the rail and 
sa^’d, Biddy Slattery here will amuse you, will you 
not, Biddy ? '* * * 

Bridget Slattcij-}' lo()k(‘d at Hudson- and blushed 
deeply, and it seemed to be with anything but pleasure 
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nt hv< mode of add^•^^.s. The face grew less immobile : 
llu' lips trembled ; hut the eyc^ remained steady, 
metallic, mysterious. He had sj^ol^m condescendingly, 
as if he were the Caplcun. or the Doctor, or the ma^ion. 
Joanna D’Arcy, standing ^>omo distancr away, se^vv 
the blush on tlie other girl’s face, and tlie heart in 
her breast again began to thump against it with j<;ahuis 
passion. ]Mr. l^afgrave turiiea toward the g^oup of* 
girls^and made an < lioi t to b(‘ his iAd self again. Hud- 
son divided his attention bet wefui the dog-vane, tlie 
man at tlic* Nshcai. ai»d tlie young \v<iT;i(n. Fu'sently 
Miss Palgravc* came on deck and hiai. 

'‘Permit na* to coneiaiukitc \ on oro- 

molioij,” she said, 

'‘Thanks.’^ 

\ oil will novv h\e in the saloon, behete ? 

“ Yes, ]\Iiss Palgr oa* ; w^'^'shall now be ('oinj^^anions 
for the rest of t la/ t>as-.age Are von pleased ? 

"You will be^able to ^'o Joanna,’ and to speak to 

Joanna, and pc‘i«(iaT*^ t<(anetlnies to " said Miss 

Palgrave, imheedi^'^ the epa >lion. ^ 

"Yes, sonivtiines to-^ r" inquired Hudson, 

smiling ; " somedimes to what, ]\Iis> Palgrave, may 

I inquire ? — ly ep youv e<eur^(^ P>ill, my lad ; she’ll 
bo all shaking in a i*iiuitc ! and the wind’s a point 
free." • • 

" Aye, aye, ^ir ! " crieH Rill, whose ears had been 
open for the topic of Mr. ITuc^lson’s di«.logue, ^^md the 
wake of the Young Pretendet had become quite ser- 
pentine in consequence. • * * . 

• Hudson and Miss Palgiave walked forward, ^nd 
Bill could hear thek voices ne> longer. No Hsuatter, 
Bill had a ca.pital inventive power, ^and the forecastle 
should have the benefit of it.* 
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Yes, Miss Palgravc, somotfwnes to ? " re- 

peated Hudson. 

Wait until tliii afternoon, and I will t(‘ll you in 
the salo(>n/’ she rej>lied. “ There is^ a \'erv thin 
partition, close to your LhtIIi — oh, I will tell 3 'ou 
by and by. Here comes Joanna ! What have you 
said to hcT lately ? Sjie looks very melanclioly,'’ 

“ YtHi I'cike an interest in Miss 5^’Arcy ? said 
Hudson lightly ; '' in Iut brotluT, also ? 

“ In the siiifcr ? Unc ' nc-m ouhlicz-pas Of course 
I do, Mr. Hudson, ever since ikat morning.*' 

What p-.orning ? ** The third niate affected ig- 
norance. His vanity c«unp(aled him. 

- The morning you' n il in love with tlie ^ young 
w'oman. 'And iny interest has vK.Tcaist^d sinct^ the 
niglit of the concert." ** 

You are exceedingly plain wilh me, Miss Palgravc ; 
really, the topic is an ( mbarrassing -yne for me, I must 
admit." 

'' Oil, my dear man, I’ve in <lHi Latin Quarter 

of Paris with Eustace, my biob>'a', and wt* sptadv 
of love affairs without iTriy conventional noii'^eiise. 
Eustace has ha<l his low* aifairs, of course, ; and so 
have I. Now, don’t affeet to be slioc'ked ! And 
I sii{)posc‘ you 1 klv(' had*your»', also; many a one 
b(‘fore tliis 3a*h‘^t, c-h 0 

Hudsf.n had read Enaicli novels, books like Murg(‘r*s 
Sct'HC^^ dc hi Vic dc and others dealing with 

klie kind, of life to* wlncli Mis-' Palgravc was hinting 
atT'and in ^^hHh life (he tlVoiight) slie liad no doubt 
dipped (as it were) for the sensation report(Mj of it. 
What "'an affected " iiohemian she s(Tmed 1 And 
she could talk of love ! Miss Palgrave^'Was as ready 
to discuss all tlie plias'(*s of love as*r(‘adily as she 
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was to prattle ah'" at art. And -her present extra- 
ordinary animation made her strangely attractive 
to all the adventurer in Hudson. • 

“ You mus+ know, Mr. Hudson, that I have had 

f 

experience in fla^^e little affars. Mew must loj,'e 
women so long as there arc women to be loved ; of 
course they must ; it’s human nature, and it's plea- 
sant ; so why ^liould not you*? Really, I am dying’ 
for a little affair of my own ! The Doctor is too 
prosy and scientific altogether ; the Captain is out 
of the question, n’cst-cj pas? And as for Mr. Shackley, 
he never shaves liinn.elf, except on a SundQ,^• fortnight.” 

" Th(;re is the second mate,” said Hudson, smiling. 

'' Ol^, that honid tobaccr* .'■T- -masticates malces hip? 
simply repulsive,’’ >aid Miss Pafgrave. ' Iveally, 

I am thinking si’riou^ly of Un owing myseil at you, 
now you have come +0 live amongst us ! ” ^ 

At this saH,v Hudson could do nothing knt laugh 
loudly. It niigl't men 1^ be liadimigc on Miss Pal- 
grave s part ; but* it, bntli amusing and delightful. 
Joanna, who li.ulj-utawn near, \a;^ hesitating to ap- 
proach the couple, caughit iludson’s eye, and blushed 
a di'cper red than had Ihfdget Slattery ; but her 
blush was one of pleasure. How handsome her lover 
k/oked standing tlicr# talking on terms of equality 


with this line Eiiglish lady ! The pri4e of Joanna 
was soothed the fricnclship that evidently existed 
between her lover and Miss 1 .dgrave > just aiNt was 


stirred into furious antagonistic strength at: tlie pre^ 
sumption of a girl like I^ridget SlattcJy, ode. of X<^)- 
anna’s own Irish race ; no better than, nay, a Iho’usiyid 
times inferior to hefsclf ! For* was not Joa^a the 


niece of a parish jiriest ;*aud had not her grandfather 
bei'ii a landed •gentleman ! She drew nearer to the 
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pair, and Mis;; Palgrave turned ^.iddenly and caught 
her by the vaaist. The matron and the other officers 
were below ; and the large hatchway cover abo^'e the 
single- women’s companion-ladder hid the group from 
tlje rest on the poop. 

” Come, Joanna, here’s somebody dying to talk 
to Vou ; I shall be quite jealous of you to-night — 
■ '-oiia /• ' ' ■ • 

Joanna resisted feebly. Hudson was looking down 
into her eyes. What understanding was there be- 
tween Constance Palgrave a'ltd Joanna D'Arcy ? 
She kept hervown fixed on the detk, dad said, blushing 
still— 

Indeed, and Tnv giad vou’re an oflic('r now, 
Mr. 

” Pat,"* said Mi-s P.algrave, jironTpting. ” If you 
don’t gall him Pat when I am I shall deti‘st 

you ! ‘ _ 

“Oh, Miss Palgrave-, spare ns!" said Hudson, 
feeding uncomfortably warinr'''.He >K'g-,in k» contrast 
Miss Palgrave’s yivacious tolertti-ee with Joanna’s 
modest rehictance, 

" And squ('ez( — her band,” s.iid Miss 1‘algravc, 
looking first one way, and thm the other, along the 
poo]), " and promise to love eaim other, and for quite 
a long tune.’’* » 

At this Joanna lofiked up suddenly and gav*' her 
lover wild io«k ; but /ic wa-^ laughing. It is a plca- 
V'lnt thought to the advtntiuous soul that the bonds 
oPlove- <'iie el.-^istic. She tii'/ru'd ttwaj , laughing also. 
Ah 1 Miss Palgrave could not know that Iht'ir love 
was etkablishc'd for ever ; hovv» could, she ? or she 
would not make_ a harmless pleasantgv of it ; of 
sucli a sacred thing as ht'r love ! The ice of her 
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silence was now brol.cn, however, and she felt grateful 
to the English lady for having brought her lover and 
herself together again. Yes, they^ would both laugh, 
of course, when a lady like Miss Palgrave bantered 
them a little ; tliar was, no douhl, thc^ fine English 
way. She could sing for very joy, and when sire 
crossed the poop Bridget Slattery wms surprised to 
see the gladnos'in her eye;4 The Kerry girl im-' 
medial ely left the group around Mr. Rdgrave and 
walked over to the ha' side to see what had become 
of the new' third nia*e He was still conversing w'lth 
Miss Palgrave. Bridget returned and Icr-iked at 
Joanna again. Ten minutes before J</ann i had been 
the most mel.iueholy girl \... the 'poop ! Tlwre was 
subtle* coinprelu'e' lou ir, llie Kenv girl’s in.^^netic 
eyes. Joanna turned and ga/ad at her.c'a'd then 
turned away, and euv* itly tdessed herself with the 
sign of tlie cross under Iht jacket now 

singing one 'of liio.se Irish smigs ‘.thoul love that 
Bridget always rgaile h n of ! Invocation of a sacied 
name was a match .or that black d , ah ! 

“You mentr lied the '• .ird tu-niglii,"' said Hudson 
to Miss Palgrave. “ Will yi.tr Tell me what you meant 
by being jealous ‘ to-night ’ ? Not that 1 can imagine 
3 ‘',u being jealous at . iiy tPiie, or of an\body.'’ 

“Wait until tliis^ afternoon, when tlje rest are on 
deck, and w<. are togi'ther in the saloon, and I will 
tell you,” said’Miss Palgrave* “ and yr thi^ in>?.antime 
I sliall tell Joanna something sjie does not know. 
T am interested in yourihi'-e affair, asid ^ shall Iwfp 
. you to the best of my power.” 

“You art; very, kind,” .raid Hudson ajSfactcclly, 
“ and 1 shall await the elucidation of tin' mystery.” 

Miss Palgrave looked at him iiUeiitly, posing her 
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aristocratic head and sniiling \\it\- ’'er merry, shallow 
eyes. The freedom of her manner had a strong at- 
traction for tlie adyentiircr in Hudson, and when she 
put her lips together like a rose-bud ^and (‘ntwined 
her hands behind her iK'ck, lie felt a sudden desire, 
to take her in his arms and kiss her lips passionately, 
although it was broad daylight, and tliosc on the 
main deck could have 'seen tlu'm ! ft was n sudden 
sexual desire; and like the flash of conscience, that 
lights up tlie whole panorama of life, every kiss that 
he had taken and received froiV'Women burned there 
on the hps tjf'fore him as in a picture of interchange- 
able sensation — sight and ha ling. 

_In a moment he had .-=;vercom(' the sudden tempta- 
tion ^ but she stood there, her .hands behind her 
neck, hof' elbow?, extended, and a sl(;epy smile still 
in her shallow eves. He^’vivacity made sudden room 
for a strap^e tenderness. 

“ Yes,” she said slowly, '‘you sh.all be rewarded. 
Joanna is a very beautif”' V'png uoman, and you 
shall have your desire " 

“What do you mean ?*►■ You arc the most enig- 
matic woman 1 have evef met.” 

“ You have said almost as much befon-,” said Miss 
Palgrave. “ Hut I am as ‘umplcuis a ( fiikl, and I can 
love like a chdd. and forget like a cliild. We are all 
children, playing in the world. Let us play and love 
whih' we can. ,You sha'il have your di'sirt-, yon silly 
child ; if Joanna wushcs — if she can be compassionate 
— 7f ! ” , 

Theri Miss Palgrave suddenly clapped her hands 
togethw<*^laugh<-d merrily, and tripped away. Hudson 
walked to the m<in at the wlu'ol, feeling somewhat 
ashamed of himself, without exactly knowing why. 
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Can one be t^anpted vicariousJy ? Can one .sin 
with an absent one, through tlic medium of a present 
one with whom tlu're is no desire^ to sin ? He was 
thinking. All.liis siiis witii women had been direct 
hen^tofore ; tl’ifa-r was no do\ibl of ihat ! With 
wliom did he d(‘sin‘ to sin ? It ^.eemed an unnecessary 
word, tliat, sin ! A stupid, unm(‘auing word, that 
mon and womeit l*<id mv(*nled*to fiighton thci;aselves 
withi * 

Away with such nonsense ! TIore was tliat helms- 
man, Bill, off his couf.se again. If \ou can’t keep 
your course, Til .-^end you away from the wheel, my 
lad ! ” lie said in an angry tome 

Bill mutteied iind<‘r his beat J j:Ital the yards wanted 
trimming, as the ’ uid w\is drawing^ift a b:U and ho 
couldn’t keep Ui'y course wail\ Iluan •braced up fore- 
and-aft as tljev wena Hudson understriod the mut- 
tered cxplanatioij.* and felt som(n\lial a J i y .!^Hai at 
his own iK^gligtuice. Fortunately fne Ca})tain w'as 
not on d('ck. Tii(^ lliird mate hurried to the 

bleak of the pooj) and liallo 'tKl for the watch to lay 
aft and square' (lie yards u couple of jioints ; wliich 
luung done, and tlie comm(/tion ha\'ing brought the 
e.hief male to the d(‘ck, Hudson went foiwvard to slack 
(ui ih('. jil) and sia'i'ts a littlf. When the 

bos’n’s mate liad jx^rformed to lii* satisfaction, 
and the weather fore-bi*aC('S laid be('n rounded in 
a litt](\ Hudson walked to M?e door (if the forecastle 
and peeped in. Etiqu(;tte. Merchant bervicea tiquette, 
prevented him from entering except «n a matter'-m 
•ship’s business. So he stood at the door, on the star- 
board sid(!, 'and acklrcssed on« of the wat^’»b(^ow 
who was damning a stocking, and anon drinking out of 
a pannikin. 
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“How is that rcan Cardiff, A»y lad ? Pretty bad, 
I suppose ? ” 

A deep groan ^came from a bunk near the able 
seaman, and then the voice of Cardiff Price himself 
replied, very feebly — 

* “Aye! Pat, old man. I’m fofid for the sharks 
The Doctor almost said as much. I’m bleeding 
somewhere imide.” »- ' . 

“ Oh ! d)n't say that, man ! I fell from the fore- 
royal yard in a ship I was rounding the Horn in, 
and broke my thigh on the ;vitrigger of the cross- 
' trees, and hung there half an hour in the. dark, before 
I could be brought down to the deck by the back- 
stays; and the .splints tlic' carjx'uter made were no 
good-; and threi.' wc-eks after 1 l»u.id to have 'the leg 
broken again in Rio, in the hosiiital there. Why, 
Cardiff, an odd rib or t\to doesn’t matter much, mate ; 
you’llV.aon be right ! ’’ ’ . 

Cardiff’s only 'response was a long gro.an. 

“Come into the foreeasllv.^er — ^,\fr. Hudson, sir,” 
said the other able se.annin, " Jonah’s only just 
left him.” ' >. ' 

Hudson entered, and stood by Cardiff’s bunk. 
Above him, and at both his head and at his feel, 
a seaman snored heavily'. Co.iversalion in a fore- 
noon wafeh „below doi-s not disturb a seaman who 
has been liauhng ropes all night. A ray of bright 
sunlight, hot ;ind tornientmg fo the' si<‘k man, fell 
almost yerticaily yn Cardiff’s pale face, as liis head 
‘reclined -sideways half over* the bunk-board. 

“ Go up on to the top-gallant forecastle and pull 
a Vopty across that (V;ad-light,”,said Hudson to the 
other afile seaman, darning his stocking. 

“ ril have no llglit, if I do,’’ said the inan. 
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i ' 

“Well, then, darn your hose Qn deck. It’s fine 

weather now.” 

“ It’s my watch below, ain’t it ?,G — d — me, but 
I’ll have my watcli below!” cried the man passion- 
ately, throwing down ihe stocking. , 

“ You’ll do what I tell you, my lad. Is that yoi^ 
whack of m()las=.( .s by your side on the chest ? I see 
you’ve bet'n ma^cifig iuola>ses ^rog, and drinking it, 
too ! , Now, then, up on deck with 3'ou, «nd darken 
that dead-light ! ” 

“What the b ‘began the man; “we're third 

mate now, eh ? ” 

Hiahon looked straight into* the mans ■^yes, and, 
lifting his hand, pcanied to the fleck above. The 
mail cursed uni.ter...iii> breath, and event out of the 
forecastle', and up the starboaid latld*‘r, and in a few 
moments Canliffs face wa^ in*>hadow. 


“ Thank^, Ijat.’^l moaned t'arditf; “my e^/k were 
near blinded witli tlie sun. Give mi' li driiuTof water, 
my .son ! And timiks^ /r ■‘.he nuda-'-ses.” 

Hudson lifted tin otner man’s pannikin of molas.ses 
•water to tin* quivering .mouth above the. goatee 
bt'ard, and the vessel ratU'd against poor Cardiff’s 
teeth. 

‘it’s sweet, but I likt' *’t,” murmured Cardiff, in 
gasps. “1 was alvsiiys very pa'tial to, sweet things 
— since I was at .Morveii GTanuuar Seliool — before I ran 
away to sea — and I iiM'tl to ereep out--of the dormi- 
tory at night — to steal sugar from tiie housekeeper’s 
private pantrja Ah, m« ! 1 wish I’d joined 

-Koyal Navy instead of lire Reserve, and now old 


‘ Chew-the-rag’s ’ g‘ifng to inaV<^ — a sweet 
— for a ■whiti'-bellied old shark ! ” 



“ Sh ! don’t say that, Cardiff ! '^*ou'll pull through ; 
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that Doctor’s a d— < — d tool. Don’t you mind what he 
tells you.” 

Cardiff Price gapped for breath ; then he said — 

“ Aye, but he's a Jonah, Pat ; he’s a Jonah. And 
he will bring — bad luck — to llie ship. Mr. Somerville 
— and me — and all of us. Tire steward — says that 
he's ^ Dufjy- Jonah ' hiniM-lf — you know — that’s what 
they' call — Davj' Jon.s in the — \V’'(.st Indies where 
he comes from — along with that — other nigge'", the 
emigrants’ cook — but, as Cicero — says — Pat, my son 
— Supcrstitio in qua — inc'i,i—^tnanis — iintor Dei ' — 
I ain't — paying out the guff now — I jnean what I say ; 
and I believe — in old 'Duffy- Jonah more than — I do 
in God ; it's superstition — but I can't help it — and I 
haven't — any sciise — or I sliouh.h'ii^t be a sailorman — 
I — Lord,- help' me! — should be at school — again 
stealing sugar — oh, God ; f’lu Jiot as hell ! — my chest 
i.s — my''i<lieart — ah ! — there’s Jonuh — there ! — there ! 
— nomen amicitia csi — ah ' — you — inane — fidcs ! ” 
“Cardiff’s growing deliric -^aid Hudson to 
the other man, who liad now returned; “moisten 
his lips with that niohisse- drink, and I’ll send the 
Doctor for’rd.” 

“WhaT in lull am I to drink, if I give him niy 
whack r ” said the man. - Hu<h,on, who was on the 
point of leaving, turned b.ick suddenly and lifted 
liis clenched hand. In a second .i spf)t on the man’s 
cheek-bone lay. bare of fic-sh ! The mari in the top 
bunk h'he old Spani-^h sailor) opened liis (‘yes at the 
■^1 the other man gave. Them he jumjx'd out of the 
bunk quickly. 

would, eh?c You wouM ? Que gracia!"* 
said this'other man ironicallyg-and immediately closing 
♦ Gnithia I (Ut-riMvcly) — What a wbiulcr, now ! 
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with him whom Hnclson had i.truck, and gripping 
his 1 lands tiglitly ; for the stricken man fntd put his 
hand to his belt b(d]iiid for his slieajdi-knife. 

Lot him go D’AllKnqiierque,” said Hudson, “ and 
attend to Cardiif ; lu‘'’s dying. My God !, look at the 
poor fellow. Hold Ipin up ! Ill fetch the Doctor ! 

Great gouts rrf blood were spouting from t<lie 
ghastly mouth of the sailor ; aft internal blooc^-vessel 
had c^t length given way in the neighbourhood of 
a fractured lib. Hudson sped aft along the main 
d<a:k, pushing aside tll^ (‘migrants who were lolling ^ 
about. He found J^octor in the imprjOv\-:>e"d little 
surgery under the poop, once !in ofiicei's berth, witli 
a door m a passage leading to main deck. Hf^side 
this berth was thisf^Uk'y-way, or pasf,age, a/id it had 
originally led to *(.110 lore cabin and faloonV uow in 
the middle of which wa^tli*'* ^cutties or opening, for 
the single wor^ien/ rritions lo be passi'd J^’^igh at 
rneahtinK's. This scuttle in tlic partition was now 
wide open — not we^s dinner-lime yvt — but 

for t!ie purpose of dancLestine conve^'satioii with those 
on the main deck, Dise#^>lme was grower laxer as 
the days passed. Mrs. Jenkins and Miranda and 
v:)tlu‘rs had bet‘ji exchanging about the doings 

in lij(‘ir n*spective ^jnarTers. Hudson could see 
severai girls throuf^li th(‘ scuttle — JcMinna among 
them — as he hurried to tlie d|)or of the surgery, and 
enten^d^ th(^ nittt' l)iece of passage in oxder to call the 
Doctor. The Doctor was reclining in a canyas deck- 
chair in the surgery,” lu' was reading. 

“Well, what is it ? ” lie im]uired. 

“ Man burst a blo(#d- vessel, si» I ’’ 

“Who — t^je injured nKin ? ” 

“ Yes, sir ; make haste ! • 
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The girls near the scnltle heard the words, and saw 
Hudson’s eager fac(\ ‘‘ Oh ! and will he die ? ” 
cried one ; and V God hel]) the poor man ! ” cried 
another ; and God help us all ! ” cried a third. 

‘‘All rigid, ]\Ir. Hudson; I’m coming!” said the 
Doctor, putting down the book witli a sigh. ‘‘ I told 
ilxe poor fellow it was a cast' witli him.” 

“That’s the part \sju m^ed not' have told him!” 
said Hudson shaiply. 

So you imagine the knowledge has kilk'd the poor 
man ? ” said tlie Doctor, pushing his gold-rimmed 
glasses on Igs nose' firmly, and gazing at Hudson with 
a smile. 




“ Oh ! ” said Mrs. J(‘nkins to her daughter, through 
the scuttle, “ Jenkins bay> yer tc^t7>oint yer fingers at 
the Doctor, like this yere ! *’ and ^Mrs. Jenkins ex- 
tended her fir^^t two dlgitaK^and clo^>i d the others 
on the yndrn of In r hand. 

“And wliat is tliat for ? ” said Jtjanna. 

“ Iko/, my gal! Jenkiur. ^^aysn ’e’s a Jetty-tory, 
like tlie Pope,* y<‘r iuKwv ! ” 

Hudson, after turning t; look at Joanna througli 
the scuttle, and recaaving a sad srnih' fre^m Ikt, ran 
forw'ard ag<un, tlu' Doctor more kaburely followaiig, 
Cardiff was now^ in a very h:hl way. All tlie second 
mateV. watcli had uow turned., out of their hunks, 
seven bells (half-past eleven — the walch-below" dinner- 
time) just lia^ung b(*en struck on th(' forec«istle bell. 
Many of tlie emigrants had crowdc*d around the wind- 
lass apd the "forecastle ddor, and v/cre peering into 
the gloom. There were loud murmurs for the Doctor, 
who,'M^,^ien he arrived, found some difficulty in pushing 
through the. young in^m. He could lu^^ar that word 


♦ Pope Plus IX. 
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'' Jonah ” muttered by more thlin one of thdxx. 
The emigrants were eidopting tlici phraseology of 
the seamen, and one said sometliing about “Davy 
Jom^s's locker ’’ in the approved nautical way. Car-^ 
diff was being proj^jx^d up by the aniis^ of the old 
Spanish sailor, who^wMs tlic only one in lh(' watcli 
unconcerned for Lis dinner. The seamen in the fore- 
castle made wa;t lor Doci<a', who quickly dis- 
covere^d that poor ('ardih Price's hours, if not minutes, 
were nuinbeied. Old '' Chew-tlie-rag was already 
too weak to drink tlie.gallu. acid and water which 
the Doctor imna'chjteJy mixed in a j)aniiil^in. *By his 
orders th<' clu'St of the dying fnau was deluged with 

cold watei urUl tlie foie<u'>tje deVk w’as flooded. 

• * 

The watch below nifl iiiured. as iliey ate thei?* pca-^oup 
and biscuit, sittiTT,r up'on thrir bunk^, to k.''op their 
bare feet off the sloonv. bli >(.>(t-stained deck. 

When tlie l)oct<)f tiies tinctuie of arnica. fljiPy nod 
to each otlicr, and twitch theii nostrils' witl* contempt. 
Some of the mateib w.i^.-h, •Bead}-, Olsen, and others, 
have come beL'W, and are lookin.e;^acr<(^,^ from the 
port side of the forecast!*, and making audible re- 
marks a.bout the case. ^ 

“ I 'card as 'ov: turpentine was good for blood- 
spiuin’,” says f^eady V‘ y^r«sml't it; that’s ’ow yer 
take it! I believe, in tu’'ps ! • rain-laller’s made 
o’ turps, they ,scs.” * ^ 

“ Bhiod-sj/itting, you call it ? ” cries another. 
“ There won’t be a drop of blood ki tue maji in five 
minutes ; what I say is, §ivc him a geod stiff glass 
of grog ! ” 

“ Hold yoiir tonijje, man ! V says the ]p»cfbr. 
“ Do you W'^nt to kill him straight off, with your 
stimulants ? ” 
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I say,” cries a* man' across the forecastle to Beady, 
“ whose a-lvillin’ of (he jwor bloke, eh ? Not somebody 
of the name of Jonah! What? Look out, boys! 
Don’t let Jonah try his hand on you, if j'ou ever want 
to see tlu; Tfatclifle Highway again. I say ! Silvyo 
Dalbykirk, he’ll get well, manyana, eh ! Sobry-la- 
marka, eh ! Your bloomin’ compj'sants don’t bring 
him rqund. I say 1 ” > 

The old Spanisli sailor docs not he<'d the banter ; 
he goes on dashing cold water at the dying seaman’s 
hairy flesh. 

But tlie j'toctor kK)ks round an -angry flush on his 
cheek, a bottle in one hand, a j)annikiu of water in 
the other, but says nothing, ('aidift is stretched 
across two sea-< bests, and Hudson is now sujiporting 
his heauf. One of the sea-diests Vtclongs to Caidiff 
Price, but the otlicr, with a ciack in its lid, belongs 
to a m\ut5..who is attempting to sli]) a Idauki t under the 
dying sailor, in order th;it tin- blood ;ind water shall 
not percolate through the< cr;,v';k ami wet his clothing. 
Cardiff is too weak to ino.m ; he can only lay his 
wrinkled neck a'^ross Hud on's uct arm, and let the 
blood flijw between his j ah- lips, atul down his goat’s 
beard to his hairy chest. He haraly seems conscious 
of his shipmate's presenc'*. . 

“ How do you feel now ? ” w hisj)ers Hud.son in his ear. 

Cardiff opens his eyes and closes them again with- 
out so much Jvs :i motin. 

“ Go to the cock, one of you men, and fetch some 
“hot water — boiling liot ! ’’-says the Doctor. ‘‘ Acaha 
ya i liomhrc dc bicn ! ” to the old .Spaniard, who now 
desists^ 

'Ot' wat':r, wot’s ’e going to give .’im ’of water 
for ? ” says Beady. 



225 


“ACf OF GOD” 

• 

“ God help a poor shellback wlien he falls sick ! ” 
says another man. 

“ It’s an onlucky slieep, mit a* Yonah onpoord,” 
says 01s(!n. “I shoost find id hart vork do mal'e 
mad mit vet vool ; and I don’d ead mine dinner shoost 
nf)w ! It vas brct^’ pad timi^s in dis scheep mit a 
Yonalt onpoord ^ ” \ 

Presently tluye* is a commution at the f4recastle ’ 
door.^ The Cajitain is coming along the deck, and 
the man with the hot water is telling him about 
Cardiff Price. Captaiii and man enter the forecastle . 
together. * , 

“To hell with that hot watef*! ” cries Captain Jessup 
in an angry voice. “It’s ice he should hav-^, and 
give the poor fello'S? a glass of rum ! •’ * 

For a momerip it that the JDuctor^' w.ho has 

not spoken to the Caot^iin f'.i several days, is about 
to address hiiji ; .4)ut he nvrely dips a clp.tjf in the 
hot water, and places it on the chest (T the dying 
man. This is rcjiirate .-h several times, but the bleeding 
does not cease ; it increases rather ; ^ind Cardiff grows 
weaker and weaker, ane^ his scarred checks more 
di.ath-like ; and ;it length 1»? cannot open his eyes in 
tesponse to Hudson’s words. 

The forocastte wat^ocrov’ded with men now, but 
they all grew strangely silent. •The Captain’s futile 
reference to ice had madb tli^ni all ronsci<ms of the 
impossibility of saving Cardiff’s life. .Ice on an old 
wind-jammer ! Tliey sbodk ‘heir hoads :tt ontt tinofher^ 
But the suggested admiiAstration of turn sVgmed 
feasible relief to them of the sea. 

’ Then the p.octor directed Hwdson and aMtlt^ to 
put Cardiff Ifrice into hk bunk again, ajid to let him 
pass aw'ay quietly. ^ 

^ I 
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The Doctor wai' already hatless. The Captain 
removed liis, and Hudson and the otliers presently 
did tlie same. The emigrants outside turned away, 
que by one, silently and mournfully,^ as if it were 
expected of ,them to do so. Presently the Captain 
left the forecastle, the Doctor following, and Hudson 
spread a bhaiilcet oveirthe ghastly goat-hkc; face and 
blood-b,efouled body lof his shijufaite. Then all 
hands, e.xcept two ordinary seanuai, went on deck. 
The master looked into the saihnak('r’s house as he. 
walked aft, and gave a short coyimand ti) the occupant 
of it. The ^tw(j ordinary seamen ^washed out the 
forecastle. 

That afternoon, as th(‘ sailm.iker was stitching some 
worn-out canvas .around the bod^' of Cardiff Price, 
Olsen’s words were on everybe-Jy’s Ijjis. 

“ It’s an unlucky slop when there’s a Jonah on 
board, yd everybody to everybody elsi', except to 
the Doctor, who heard it lejicatedly. nevertheless. 
And that evening there were ti^:o auctions of seamim’s 
effects instead of, .one — Ol'.en was wearing the Naval 
Ri'serve man’s blue cloth t’^ousers, and Bill his cap ; 
and old ‘‘ Chew-the-r.tghi ” body had disappeared 
beneath the waters of the .Atlantic Ocean. 



CHAPTER VII 

# 

ALL lliat Spanish scwloi had really daiiiK*d 

Jl\, for corposniils came about ifi orthodox 
si^qiicnce. The j)roe:no.ntication was solely meteoro- 
logical. The wind hrlr" fair, and the Young Pretender 
crossed the lima 

A week before, theu'e had bei u soret* }'>rej>. nation for 
the ccleliration of ihi-. evtait ; but Cai'ditf Price was 
to have^)ecn Nep/UfA’, and one of tiie drowned .-ajluis — 
a young ordijcuv se.inan — A}}ip/ii&ile, Liit no\v 
th(^ handle ol XephiJie's tnd^ .,1 ^va^ ir- tored to the 
boatswain’s lock<a. ai-ag wUh the drcla.-erffbbers ; 
and iho long mamla beard foi CaiditV.s make-up 
disap] >f art. ‘d into tiie junk 1\n'ic‘h 

Despite the fa.ir bo‘*'7e, tin glt^^an die(‘j)ened on 
the laces of the m< n ; e^id thtaugh there were rdill 
men' able seanuai on boru'" llian would Itave been 
tia' case had there Ixsai no (migrants, tlu‘y grumbled 
nir .ng th(‘ms(‘l\es at 'hv rfjuetioii hi their numbers. 
The fK^sh-w’ater alutwance luoavig b«a‘ib reduced by 
reason of the defective condenser iru'veased their ill 
feelings. Hudson’s proinoti<^i: vas another cause 
of discontent, and not alt an* among llie .stamen. 
In llic manied pt'oj)lc'’.s quflH.i'ri the wift'nf tlu Jtalian' 
Jonkins began to scatter seevls of dissatisfaction. 
She found tliat the t)]andis]imcats of a ratlier rdout 
Cockney wornan of some.eight-and-thirt5i ye;frs (who, 
in justice, be it stated, looked no more tlian eiglit- 
f 227 
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anj-twenty, for thrre was not a wrinkle nor a grey 
hair to betr-ay her age — her daughter Miranda alone 
did that) — she found that the blandishments that she 
Imd practised on the late Mr. Somerville had, when 
tsimsferred tn the new third niatc, no effect on her 
rations of sugar, and pi oserved, potatoes, and salt 
,bee*f. Consequently 'I was soon rumoured amf)ng 
the married men and *.vomcn that tBcy were getting 
less than their allowance. From the married qmirters 
the rumour spread to the single men's ; and it would 
probably have taken some holtFin the single women’s ; 
but the matron (who. had been treated with quite 
an ostentatious civility by Hiubon, mainly on Joanna’s 
account) silenced it Iw weighing the pro\ isionsJiers('lf, 
in the presence of all the girF. *Fut Hudson’s pro- 
'.dsion book soon showcil that' the ^tdres had certainly 
disappeared more rapidly iu.^Mr. Somerville’s time, 
and ■nkins’s behaviour point&d tv some fraction 

of the reason why. At the end 0/ the flr^t week, 
about the lime the yard's the* Yoit/ig Pyc fender 
were braced forvi^-rd again for the steady south-east 
trade winds, Cajitain JessifJ) had ceased to refer to 
the late third mate as the best officer that ever 
sailed under him.” The loss of seven.men also made 
the difference in the quantity’ of stores expi nded 
seem greaterf The Gaptain and the new third mate 
became (luito friendly, I and the chit f, mate began to 
exhibit unmistakable signs of jealousy. 

X. When •Patrick Hudson found himself settled as an 
officer. 'in the saloon, he ve/y quickly made himself at 
horoe. It was not the first time he had sailed as an 
officer, and his bearfng showed »that he could adopt 
the manner ox officer or able seaman as it, pleased him. 
His manners in the saioon of the Young Pretender 
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were contrasted by Miss Paigrave with those of 
Shockley and Mr. Parrish. Thti Doctor and Eustace 
Palgrave were both interested in the man. The first, 
pcrliaps. becaiise Hudson showed some slight ar- 
qiiaintance with science; and the latt^er, possibly, 
because lie could conver-'C intelligibly 011 topics agree- 
able to the spirit of llu' diletta n* .atist and aflecled^ 
Bohemian. BoHi* pcThap^, • •cause the so^dety of 
sucli extrtunely nautical pro])l< pis the f/aptain and 
his two other mates was becoming a daily burden in- 
creasing, pari pa vcjlh the li-ngth of the^\oyage. 
Indexed, tiu- prcsuice of Patrick lludra^n hi the saloon 
Tcheveal many an hour of wliat would hav<’ betai queru- 
lous ti'dnun to Mr. Paigiave ; .and something that 
at times deep<‘ned into the shadow of ennui to his 
usually irrepressioK* sisier. • 

('onstanre Palgmve. who liad never complained 
f»f a moment ,of fcoredoni before the ad\;‘^^g ^ of Mr. 
Hudstm, now was jieard oeca^ionaliy to complain 
of lassitude whom the thud mate waaild be absent 
for hours tog(‘tl ei on duty, eiMuT ioiwurd on deck, 
or down in the btona-room by the mainiiuist in the 
nhirried quarteis, where il : opened barrels of pork 
at id beef, and^sjiht peas, and kegs of salt butter, 
roquiied his daily a:'eiitic/a. SoiiKdimes she could 
hear his voice in tl\(‘ altrr liolu, directing the men 
as tlu'V rolled l^arrt'ls and tun .al over cases of canned 
food, j)repaiatory to hoisting th^ m up the after hatch- 
way for the su})ply of the siore-rciom. His voice^ 
would ascend through the ventilator, hnd snu, noted 
*tlic change of idiom from that w’hich he spct^ce in the 
saloon. ITicn she ^ould langTf aloud, and, prffting 
her head in^o the venhlator, call efo^, ‘'V)h, you 
naughty man ! do bo quiet ; Jean 1/ear you up here ! 
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'i'hen there woiilfl be a suddc‘n silence in the hold. 
Once she hoard a voice mimic her, and she felt a thrill 
of pleasure at tlu^ response of Hudson to the man 

't to keep his tnngne between l#i^ teeth, 

ojr he’d d — in soon pull it out of his tliroat ! '' 

The first afternoon that Huds^m had entenal the 
, saloon sh(‘ had her word and ('xplained tlu‘ 

mv'^tery of tla* thifi p.K'ation that separated tlu' fore 
part c){ the saloon from the fore cabin, whi('h the^single 
women used as a wa'-hinfj; place in tlie early mc)rning, 
a sutin4:proom, workrr>oTn, and playroom dunnt( the 
day, but deserted dunn.e tlie ni.dd. Part of this 
fore cabin co‘iild be im d as a hospiia!. slionld any of 
th(‘ youn^:^ women faXl .-cijou-ly ill, an event tbat h<id 
n('‘t hrtpp^^'iK d. A laddrr fioig tlu^ ]'><''ep ah'ove had 
been htteci to tins quoivlain fore cabin, as the ori^unal 
outlet was on to the main d<W':, now Idocked by tlie 
forwarc^p^^ Uiop across tlio all».‘y-V\<ip, m which the 
scuttle (referred to m the last chaptei) waas cut for 
the transmission of prrjveions fr^hn the galley at 
meal-times. Pa!gra\ e — afl-'r sraaaid otficei ’s 

dinner, when Eiista^ r had '^gr)ne on deed; as w'(’ll as 
all the others, including the stcwaiid (wim a,lwavs 
smok(‘d his afternoon I)ii)e with his Cfcolleagiie in tia 
ship’s cook-house) — Mi'^s * PalgTav(‘ liad sliowial the 
n^'w third in!ite how’ the malcllho'irdrd saloon par- 
tition divided hi- r>wn *i)erth, on< e iwee its breadtli, 
as wtU as cut off tlic* end /if the salorm befon^ the 
jriizen-maM. Slif” poinltal out that the stewaird’s 
temj)riT;uy jointly was (ui tfie othor side of the saloon, 
that^tluv chief Tnatcy^ IxTtli was tw'o rcniru^ d jrom* 
his own, ^ and tie* one IjetwTtm ^%as full xd' sails, that 
th(‘ sf'Cfaid ifiate’s IxtLIi was next to tije st(wvard’s 
cai oilar side (wliicli was immaterial, any w'ay, 
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because Mr. Parrish was ai ways' on deck when’ Mr. 
Hudson would be below), and so, with the chief mate 
fast asleep, and the Captain and Doctor, who both 
slept at the other end of the saloon, opposite to her 

own state room and her brother’s ; and 

* 

“ Well ! can you not sec what I mean, witlumt 
furtlu'r explanation ? It wii’ be an easy thing, fur 
you to pry opi’n cftie of those 'im boards in your bertln 
Go and lor>k at it ; tliere is only one nsiil at the top 
and one at the bottom, and surely six inches is wide 
enoiigli for " 

Hudson did not look astonished, but merely re- 
peatt'd her own words, " surely six inches is wide 
enough for ? ’’ making a (picsrifni of their.. 

“ \'^hy, you silly man, have you nev. r kissed a 
woman, that you rvj,.eat my woris hkc a parrot, 
without so much as a Tiairot’s inclination to be fondled 
and petted ^VJiy, my little canary r'p tlr re comes 
to the bars of his cage for a kiss from me ; fook, now ! 
Sweet ! sweet ! • 

She stood on the sahion table apd put her lips to 
the gilded bars of the b'-d-eagc-. 

“ See ? How he loves n e ! Li>uk ! Paddy ! ” 

She stood there on the table, Hushed and laughing, 
and again Hudson f'-H teibpti'd to take her in his arms 
and ‘smother her with the kisses he desired to give 
another. She stepped down to the settee, standing 
a monu’nt by his side ; and thence — lequcsting the 
assistance of his hand — stepped to the, deck. It 
was more- than weak tledi could reskt, and Hudsi;.. 
took her in his arms, and in a second had not only 
given. liad also leceived a .-loxen passionato.‘’'jdsses. 

Constance I’algrave gently disehgfwj'd l*.Tself pre- 
sently from his embraces.# and puslu'd him aw.iy. 
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smiling. Hudson Idoked* foolish and embarrassed ; 
and stood there silent before the woman who had had 
her way after all. Then he said softly, “ I am so sorry, 
but I did not know what I was doing.” ^ 

" You silly^ man ! ” said Miss Palgrave ; “ you 

pobr, starved, silly man ; I thought you would eat 
me !. Oh ! how poor J^\tnna will suffer some day ! ” 

Again that charnj!fng^tolcrance 6f* another’s love 
for him !' •> 

” Nay — er, Miss P;ilgrave, mention her not at this 
moment ; I feid so asliann'd of xnvsclf ; I cannot say 
’why.” ‘ 

- 0, ^ 

The adventurer anJ' nautical knockaboxit stood 
there like a schoMboy before his first mistress — 
severe, yet encouniging. 

‘‘Nonsense! FiddK 'ticks !**‘- i’ou 're not ashamed, 
Paddy. I shah call you I’addv, m private ; do you 
hear ? £rc‘fer Paddy to Pat ; .you^ haw kissed 
many a w'oman before yon did me, I'll bi' bound — 
wliy, I can tell that you have ! .V) none of that 

masculine liypoerisy ! 1 sujii)om; you will tell that 

poor innocent Joanna that ;»he is th(‘ first one you 
have loved ? Ccla sc dniDW drs airs dc petit innocent ! 
Dear me, what creatures you men are, to be sure 1 
Corrie ! kiss me again, thr-*e is.oohody near; I am 
not an Mg/y wvm;in, am I ? and I, will only eonftss to 
si.\-and-fvsenty years ; lyi — so, I am still young and 
innocent ! Foedish fellow ! Tenez ! ” 

But Hinjson had not kissi d her again — just then. 
‘■lie indee/j felt* a very fooi'.sh fellow. He had re- 
quested her to forget that he had kissed her at all ; 
and fljiesently retired ho his berth, ^to smoke- and read* 
the afterj'.oon^'.,'atch away. .Anon his eyes would 
stray toward the n.’w boards of the temporary par- 
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tition, which had converted \vhat was once a rot)iny 
first-class state room into a smaller berth, and which 
divided him from those women’s voices he could in- 
distinctly hear conversing about poor Cardiff Price, 
the Doctor, the ship, and (for a few moments) about 
himself. That was now the matron’s louder voice, 
and she seemed to* be sayin;., . something flattering 
about himself, for h’e plainly h<.':>rci i voice like Bridget 
Slattery’s calling d(nvn the lower ladder tcvthe ’tween- 
decks, ‘‘ Come up, Jo/;anna, and hear all the good things 
the matron is aft(‘r t.iying abouc Mr. Hudson ! ” 
And then he hcai J aMiianda Jenkhis respond .slnirply, 
" Ye’re gittin’ mitoy -mart, Inncly ! ’ovv d yer like 
to be made game of yet-’ll ? 

Patrick Hudson, ,idv< ntu-er and amar., smoking 
and reading on hi- side oi .he thiit partition, lo'pt raising 
his eyes to look at it ; and he noiiot'd that a broad- 
bladed tool like a»chi-e! could eery easily P’-y open 
one of those lightly-nailed bo.irds ; fd. iiie two small 
nails that Con-taiiee (lu' wa- beginning to carry her 
Christian name in his ihonglit-j— Ih.it Cmistance 
Palgrave. had indicated ''ere botli on his side of it. 
The nails also could vi'ry - easily be replaced, and 
nobody would j;>ver detecl that they had been re- 
nic'ced ! They were ms" -fasfieom'd .American wire-nails, 
why, he could diaw them with hk- own stiong teeth ! 
One board, ni'xt to a stanehiois. was not even tongued 
into a groove like the renriinder. He could see 
a streak of daylight between it and the jjtanchion. 
He gave way to jdeasant houghts of midnight meet-' 
ings with Joanna, and he felt it his duty to tell liimself 
that he deteSited Consdance — Miss Palgrave, who 'ifCuld 
be in the secret. But could Joanna'^5P«*yper|Uaded to 
come to the narrow opening Hke MCss Palgrave's biid 
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to the bars of its chge ? How that canary had pecked 
at the beautiful lips ! He even found a strange plea- 
sure in telling himself that there was no need to detest 
^her — this lady time-killer past lier youth — for then 
slie secerned ^only a very pk‘asant and neces^ar}^ vehicle 
\or his love to trav(4 on to its consummation. It was 
a.deliglitful paradox. ^ lUit would Joanna consent ? 

That night on ^ ne^poop, aft(T* tlu‘ young wrnnen 
had been ioiked billow for th(‘ night, Mi^s Palgrave 
came to him and said that if he luaird a liglit tap on 
t])». partition abruit hali-p:i4' twelve (one b(‘ll), he 
might remov(' the hoard and hnvi: his dc^sire. All in 
the cabin ajid in th** ' ’tvveen-decks would Ix' asleep 
at that lime, and then* was no light whatever m the 
for(' cabm aftvU* len v'clock. 'Hudson had half- 
ashamecKy thanked iiUg and tainted the long minutes 
until (‘ight liells (twadve o'ckx'k nndniglit), wb('n he 
and tlici c:hi(‘f male were relieved the second mate 
and boatswah; * Then, wlem he had locked tlu* door 
fd his h rth and put out his httlt‘ lamp, lie gtmtly 
loosened tlie bo^rd w'iih a bn>ad scrajier, made fiom 
a flat file which he liad obt' iiied from the boatswain’s 
l‘»('k< r. llie nails could j’^cseiilly be laisily withdrawn 
by tbe fing<‘i.-^ alone. Tlahi he sat d^nvn and waited 
1^'r the exjxaled tajijiing T>n tt'^- thin Ijulkliead of his 
IxTth. * • , 

His heart was beating ammltnonsly as one bell 
drew near, and he could hear the fieavy breathing 
id tlu^ tT;i(‘f matig th(‘ neaiest f>ccupant of the saloon 
^to Ins^ »bf i th.* He w^as taj> ]hms(‘lf in U‘sponse, 
said Constance Palgiave. IViiiaps Joanna w'iis wsait-r 
ingVhere in tlie daidf fore cabin^ already"! He would 
taj> n<)\^; 1^;' did so, very lightly, ^len again — 

loude r, but got no response. He ta[''ped again, but 
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he still got no ro^ponv.* ! The straining and creakin^ 
that, even in steady ligli+ winds, is common b(‘low 
decks in sailing-ships, (‘nibf)ldened him to tap harder. 
Then one ball was struck on tlio poop, and ra})ped 
again. At intervals of about five rniiuites he re- 
pealed the rapping, bin lie got no re]>iy wliateviT ; 
and at last at two bells (om - o’clocl;) he carefuhy 
press('d b<ick tl'^' hiaib. witli ;laf flat sled scraper, 
and got into his bunk and frll ask^ep, caiimg himself, 
and fec'ling liimself, a v^tv foolidi Vnan. 

Th(‘ nt'xt night it hi-^ midd'e waicli on deck ; 
but during tlie (iark -.et'ond dog watch Jie had con- 
trive d to s[)(‘ak a few woids to ^oanna, as she waited 
on Hit' Lm‘ sid(‘ of tlH‘ ftat‘-Cci,)''!ii liatch, seemingly for 
him to ^pvak to lua! She 1, ang la-r Ifead a1* hi.-^ words 
of scht reproadi, and at fir^t^had sa^id iKitliing, but 
she sighed much. 

Hc' said du'.w.ij- cnial to torture liini. At whuh 
site luadf a bra\'e tn remain >Hep‘ 

Tlien die said • “ Ail ! Pat, and wi'ild you liaM' 
me meet you in the daik like that 0 Sure, it can't 
be wrong, or a ni< e ]ady*like Miss Palgraxi, wouldn't 
ask me to. I know well en(>!”h ; but I've never done 
the like of it lx;[ore. She h is the line cjuality ways — 
btii. it’s liard for one bke*me, Pat! And then that 
black 'Kerr}' one ; ah ! I heard her sti p on the ladder. 
There ! now gve giv'cn *niys(>lf away ! Bad luck iu 
her ! ” . 

“ And you weme there, afte'r all 1 " said. Hudson 
joyously ; “ that ‘ sti'ji ' \ris rny rappiflg ! ” • 

* “ Nod. indeed, I was waiting to go to flie place 

Miss Palgrave. tolel ,me, foi n'eafly ‘half an hout. 1 
could hear yothing hut- the step of l^it 1 was 

ashamed and giaid. And *wlu'n->I went below to 
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my l)cd again, there wai Biddy Slattery in her bunk, 
with a piece of candle alight, letting on that she was 
saying her beads, by the way ! Oh how I hate that 
one ! 1 am sure she must have follojved me up the 

ladder in the dark. Promise me never to look at her, 
fat ! She’s working evil between us ! Ah ! if Miss 
Palgrave only knew \ 

“ You only ima,j^lii‘,thal,” had wKi^pered Hudson. 
" Promise Vi nice* me at the same time to-moirow 
night ! ’’ And ho continued in the like strain until 
the footsteps of tUi' matron wVrned them to separate. 

And at last Joa'^ma had pron!i>ed her lover, on 
the condition that would not sp<-ak to Bridget 
Slattery again. Joann; ’s fondness for Miss Palgrave, 
and her tmtred 'fof'*Bridg\ t, stirrtd what little irony 
lay in hi?-.temjTTametit ; btn he kept h.s word, and 
easily avoided the daik-haired Kerry girl, and con- 
versed freely with IMiss Palgrav^ djinng the day 
followinf^, JoJi.'-fa throwing him many an ;iifectionate 
glance when she could do so unobserved. Hudson 
comjKired, almo^ unconsciously, the vivacious, toler- 
ant, and care]e>s Con',t;uice . with tlie beautiful Irish 
girl, prone, to fits of mela^icholy and lierce su'-picion. 
The adventurer within him delighted^ he looked inio 
her pale grey eyes and reiM tli^'ce a comprelH'Usion of 
Iiimself. Suf.;h a v,*ornan as Ctuistance, of course, 
understood his nature icomplelely, and never could 
such a ''tne make him feel worse than he was. And 
what soutid white teeth .slid had, and what dimpled 
-corners^ ,tc. lusi mouth ! ,*Ier merry laughter was 
contag'iou", and when she talk(:d about the “ LaKn 
Quarter” and tlw; “friVedom ” of the. hie there, he 
almost fo^ to unbosom himself oj' some of his 

own exjierieiices. n ■ 
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Eustace Palgravc listened his’ languid way, but 
said little. He had that afternoon begun a stiidy of 
Biddy Slattery — which he intended to wwk into 
a ])icture of two figures, the other being Miranda’s — 
and what he had to say wa> chiefly about the effect 
of light on black glossy hair. “ Red hair, such as 
Joanna’s, M-as more' p. intable • tinder artificial lighf,” 
he said. The scjtohd burial at ,,sea\ strangely enough, 
had ncit added to the taciturnity hethad a,^ first shown 
‘ onie indication of petting , he haa indeed somewhat 
recovered his normal*, half-critic.l, half-bored de- 
meanour. Mr. Miackley was ^ntly bantered as 
befon', and Eustace received tn/ chief iriate’s caustic 
remarks in something ajiji/iaching good-humour. 
But the general discrtnient a''’^>>ard Preiuidcr 

was contnuially disairhiv,^' the^karniony of rtie saloon 
(uliat had remained of the origin, d sujiply), and tlie 
relations (‘xistiyg ifetvvec'' the Captain and the Doctor 
Were a constant factor m nuiking up thi''t.-am eff general 
discord. The Captain’s growing admiration for his 
new third male was already another ; and Miss 
Palgrave's undisguised ptcference for Hudson’s com- 
pany^ was certainly yet ai^other, and an important 
one. Shackley^was jirqfi fsionally jealous; but both 
ho and Mr. Parrisli, tl,;‘i sec*<'d mate. — nien of a differ- 
ent tv*’p(‘ altogether from Hudsoli — werg annoyed at 
the manners of the promdted ivanian — manners which 
they felt (bring both seamen of the old born-to-thc- 
trade school) vcllected niton themselves. TJiey both, 
following the viaptain, H!^d ostracised the .Doctor, 
•and iJic word “ Jonah ” was as much on their lips 
as on his, or" on those of any of ■f^-c cvew ; but Hudson 
treated the,"Doctor *witJi respect, ^ abating his 
society, conversed freely with hifn. Ancf yet the 
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Captain was not* otkndcd with Hudson ! What 
was the Merchant Service conhnp; to ? To tliink 
of one of tlie after-^nard curryini::; fa\’our with the old 
man by emigrants slioit allowance, and 

saving a lew lia'porlh (»f stores ! ” said the siToiid 
ihate to th(‘ cliief. 

Oh, yon’ve been k^.deniiig tuhdh talk,” said tlie 
mate inagnaniinouy^y “ tlaw get ‘tlv ir jn'oper allow- 
ance, aiid a^J — n /ght too good it i> for 'em, too, the 
bog-trotting L.T ; ibut th(at‘’s ju'^t as good sailonnen 
as ]C^trick Hiidsonun the ship,^nnd Ih.it wouldn’t give 
theinsefves the airV he does. Voiowcnild tliink, to 
hear him talk to tile's^* a]>lam, lliat he had a ma.stcr's 
ticket, instead of 'a greav'r’s ! And tlu* way tluan gals 
fancy him^ well-^—'^’ ano-^Mr. Sliav'kh.y poked^oiit his 
iiiLshavemchin Uiwardtithe 

I t^lke'you ! Ayv‘, aye, 1 lak*' you, Mr. Sluu kley ! 
He’s got tile gift o’ tlu* g d), tliat’s — with womenfolk 
or manfdlk,*^: as it plies <;n (ither quarter. Hut, 
Lor ! it don’t bring liiiii a,.(ont iiiori* o’ wagt'S ! And 
his time as thiid don't count at the Hoard o’ Trade.” 

Hudson had iinh^f'd tin* pdt of the gab.” and whim 
the humour to exerriM- gift fell iqion him he vvvn 
m-tonished the Doctor ancf Mr. Palgraee at the way 
he k(‘pt ('ajdahn Jessnj) ^spellbound, gazing at 

Ins new tbirdpnale witli adimratipn and self-congratu- 
lation. is •' 

And J(;;iniia D’Arcy had felt tlH‘ full foice of tliis 
gift, a wdti^pered flow of sw'ccV persuasive endearments. 
On that, ’chance o]>portunip' in the (‘aily equinoctial 
dusk — she lingering beliina, the last to go below (fhe 
malroji wath her, jir^/ing keys looking lor loiterers 
otluT (md ])obp)— sh(^ had 

rneetjliini the next night, and slu‘ had 


in the gl^^m 
promised to 
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protested that nothing should keep her from the 
tryst. 

'I'o liis third or fourth knock against the thin board 
of his berth had C(nni' no answer, however. Ah ! 
her modesty aione prevented Iut from returning 
his signal, of course ! As two Irells struck he had- 
jnilled out the nails,' removed -.-he board, and thrust 
liis arm tlirough the nairow openirig his imagination 
filled with a picture of her sujiple vl’.rm 1^'dy clothed 
only in a night g.irinent. She wiuld aflect some 
sliglit resistance, but sh,e would fill.! her Inver bold 
with the knowledge that consentyhad hi ought iier 
to the tryst, and no ahectatioff reliutaiice might 
gain=,ay it ! y' 

I hen she would yi'id to t’ at loj.g, 'pas.sic’iitt’ out- 
pouring of loving word- tlisf secnied to be an objective 
part of the picture, and their treinhling, hot iij)s would 
be at last pressed t^ogether m that narrow six inche> 
of space for whole imnute.s at a timv’,-.i.e never re- 
leasing her thiilliifit body for an instant ! The man 
felt faint with the exces-ive i>leasure of anticipation. 
Between his kisses his li])s,.-hould find time to wliispi'r 
all that was in his mind; nights, and nights to come, 
of lovi', nothing hut love j.. '• 

But Joanna was not 11 ^' waited some time, 

and tlK’ii restorcel Ihi.' board t( its place. What 
tliouglits were these that»Jiowj V-egan to .igitate his 
mind ? There was no sleoir foi the rest of his watch 
below ; but only, as liis Is-atl cooled a little^ a rapid 
succession of soberer thout^bts. And 040 very sober 
tjior ^ht j iersisted in returnmg every other moment, 
the tliought that he. Patrick H»^*ipn„ di'si'ived severe 
self-roprobatiijfi. WhM Ijad he puu 1 lt* 4 ,batetL? This 
young Irishwoman, of the iaine .affecboimti* and 
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emotional race as that his own mother, had poured 
forth her love for him, Ijetwcen her ejaculations of 
the name of the Almighty God. It was that Name 
that continually rose in its three great capital letters 
in his imagination, and seemed to condemn his conduct. 
'' Well, he had kissed women before, and it had not 
troubled him much, ahU he was riot going to play the 
hypocrite to himsfll ; to him, Patrick Hudson, ready 
to throw his bag'kboard any ship that came his way, 
to sling his blanket over his sliouldt'r and spend a month 
in tlic Australian '^■)U>]i, or to h,af away sunny days on 
a South Americad* beach ! Kiss ? kissing ? Why he 
was growing objectXdably moral, that’s what it was! 
That Glasgow girl cVcln’t think much of kissing ; 
she could have gi'^'-n C'o>.”.,tancc I’algrave a few points 
on all that made hfe'.^we(.A to a tramp of the world, 
blest with robust health and a surplusage of animal 
spirits. He could not fm’get, however, that to Joanna 
he had sipoTccf ’ words that he had never spoken to any 
other w'ornan, though they were in direct request by 
her. They wfjre thosit he had uttered the night of 
the coxicert : “I shall love you always, I shall be true 
to you, and so what matters about other women ? 
Let us love each other, Joahna ! ” 

The serious, deep, aha’ost .mysterious fervency of 
Joanna’s temperarlKait now became a troublesome 
thought. He almost Tit ..ggrieved that she should 
have spoken of the future. He told himself that he 
ought to detest Constance foi her strange way of 
bringing about such an opportunity for Joanna to 
be draw;n into a fool’s paradise. Why, a month after 
the ship arrived iri’T\:ustralia, where would Patrick 
Hudson be ? 'in a whaler, bouhd South about ? In 
a schooner bound for the Fee-Jees ? Felling limber, 
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blue gum-trees, beyond the blue mountains of New 
South Wales ? Anytliing, but not a j)rospective 
husband for any woman, Joanna D’Arcy nor any other ! 
A woman like the vivacious, attractive Constance 
Palgrave, with the iiidepcaidence of motive that comes 
of a private fortune, and with the experience of travel, 
knew him and liis* nature as well as he did himf'elf. 
She could wavtf a hand on ^a dta:k or wharfside — 
.and furg(d straiglilway. How Jx Oitly^^ninst lie the 
foolidmessis C)f careless love in th^- 1: vast of such as she ! 
And then Juaniuds •viireasniiaM sie^picion of the 
dark Kerry girl came hl:e a e) ral between liim and 
the young wfunan lie had ju<t ^ ,en (in )u'.aud imagina- 
tion) clasping with his aim a' d loving with his lips. 

Ah lu' (onld \o e wvh his but he luid no 

soul for invoking the n.x.ne (){*God bles;^ tiis love ! 
Joanna was taking him too sta*iously altogether. 
}ier absence to-night was an iiisiaiK'e of the prudery 
of a woman who contemplated ma*' ;.iorW! Matri- 
mony ? H(t br^iiliei Deminick had suggested the 
probability of marnagi^ after the vyyage was done, 
had h(" nnl ? At least he had spoken the word! 
Tile moH' ho Ihonglil of Joanna’s exacting, self-inter- 
<*stecl afiection for him <1, the more he C(_uitrasted 
M:ss Palgrave's carek>\ ii responsible joy in the mere 
physical inanif rotations of loec. 

He ('ould not ^let'p. and presently a sudden fear 
fell upon his Sfail. 

A great fear tell upon him for tlie first time in his 
life. It made him light .his little laiTkp and. l^ook for 
a. book to pass the next iwo hours with. For sleep 
was further away than ever. ^ » • 

He had several books.of his own ; but Mi^-^s Palgrave 
had given liim few books irat very aAerfiOon, Ong 
H 
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of hers would surely smt‘diis mood ? They were lying 
in the bottom bimk of the, berth along with a spare 
boat*s sail, a couple of boat*s compasses in tlieir little 
pinnacles, and a few hanks of sail twine. He took 
up the first that came to his hand ; it Mas a book of 
snort stories written in the analytical mode that w^as 
finding favour already \rttli the idler -thoughted among 
the British race. Oikj of tlu'se st«)jies seemed to 
harmonize a^'*d in proj)cr key the discordant, 

thoughts of his m\)d. At Ic'ast it presently engaged 
his intei^esl ; and, ^ ke many aijMher readtT, he began 
to find analogies \Vhhin himself (IrovTver contrary 
to his experiences, in f\^'i, were those related). Indeed, 
the chief male charact^ in the story was in many 
points the Miametri<.al opposite of’his own spirit, and 
the fictitiftys ex«j)erieii*'(‘ tli!n made •the groundwork 
of the tale the ab-^ulute R^vers(‘ to any of his own. 
" This man of my story,*' h(‘ n/ad, ii| thy words of tii(' 
novelist— ' 

This man of mv story hjJ never ’knoivn the love of 
u^oman ; neithauas ffuiulen iiri'es youth, nor as wife 
husband, nor as 7}u\iress the f '^otcefor of a light name," 
C I pity him/’ ;^aad HikKou.) “ In his earlier 7nan- 
hood his patient, steady, ailrv^st solemn temper ament, 
had fought well against the ifuf/e/i}}g of external life and 
the poignancy, of interior disappointments ; for he had 
at first cultivated a pinUsophy that had for its central 
axiom — * IVhat is, is well ; for were it otherwise it would 
still be wheat is.' " (“ Tve f(‘lthke that myself.’') But 
as he gr/w older, and his youth departed for ever, moments 
of gloom began to stretch into long days of it. ISigt that 
the world had pitted itsxrlf'as it were, more bitterly against 
him ; hut that ^e^hd come to expect it to do so in a lesser 
degree. Hts patievfe had^not met with its reward ; and 
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it needed a difjereni order of fhilosufhy than his to kill 
for ever that foolish cxf>cctnncy of mundane benefits, or 
pleasures, a philosophy that experience of life in more 
sanguine men is founded on both a worship of and 
a contempt for the uncertainty of Chance.” 

(“ Um, iini/' said JhuLon. " 1 wonder has Miss 
Palgrave road this 'story ? lihs ^\ould not suit Bill, 
the quarter-master. There is certainly a lot of ‘ old 
rag ’ before we come to the girt, a‘id farther on 
there is some ‘ rfdigicm ’ in it. loK'cver, let us turn 
back a little. Here’s tUf sn.m’., de eriptii u ; ij. would 
suit me in most particulars. 1 ti' u': ; ?• ■- d ! heard 
aright the other dav, Mi. Palgia* e. or was.n honstance 
— I mean Mi''^ Palerave ' P'ut I know that I am 
a handsome fellnw. I’d b ' a iooi li I di^ln’i know 
that.” And IliuPon leajied hi*. liead*fort]i* from the 
bunk to look at himMlt in the square foot of mirror 
screwed to tire bulidiead on a level with the top bunk. 
He smiled at himself in the glass wit’, a vahity that 
would have beeik snperabuud.int in the vainest of 
women.) Then he went tin reading — 

‘‘ The man xaas of sound aid healthy bodv, and nicntally 
of attractive, and indeed of exceedingly ^ie-eer, parts ; as 
Ins past life cojic-liisivcly ' .oved. W’hat strange destiny 
was that which had dc>r‘’d one, with wdl-jormcd figure ; 
intelligent, thoughtful clear, steady eyesi with ruddy 
cheek; red lips, and a white, ivgular set of teeth ; with 
a sympathetic manner of address ; and a voice .that was 
more than pleasant in Inc ordinary sense, , rather of 
uncommon richness of quality; what arrange, destiny 
7ms it that had denied him from childhood , until his 
fortieih year the affection of any uw man ? ” (” Ah. I am 
but thirty,” said Hudson, ‘‘ and woiiicij have loved 
me, I thinlt th^s man must Itave b'^cn a — ! ”) 
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Ai a select reception\ or in the drmnng-roonis of 
wealthy ^niddle-class sociei\>, after two ininutes' con- 
versation he usually blundered into the depths heloiv the 
surface of things. He habitually con^mitted the un- 
p^irdonabie oflcnce of saying lohat he thought, and very 
often all he thought, if his hearers permitted him ; and 
.that is as unpardonable as any form of malice ; for no- 
body forgives careless sincerity. He hadno draioing-roovi 
talk, as difjcTCHtiatV'd from aftcr-duiner talk when ladies 
were not present ; Ar his mind ivas as pure as the subjects 
he thi)sc to speak abmt in either tVtning- or drawing-room. 
His sincerity rdiould nave cleansed cvcryihing to everybody; 
hut society ne- er did permit that sincerity should ever en- 
large on the ever-living t>euths of life, except in the un- 
compromising vernacular decayed make-believe. He 
had begun to discover Amt tficrc is leis make-believe in 
the apology of society for its oun vagaries, than in the 
admission of its sins. In a drawing-^oom, men and 
women have 7{s..:mhh''d to make-believe that they are 
deceiving each other ; yet nobody dccci>ecs his neighbour ; 
and it is simply^ the common, or the universal tempera- 
ment, Of a period, that f ^r a f. w brief years overrides at 
stated times of" human congregation the individual 
temperament that would unl)d^ m t/u^ more secret of its 
workings^ (Hudson’s triongklis strayed a moiuenl 
toward Constance i\')]grave, and hov nnconveutioiial 
anirnali'-^m, overlaid by li stratum of cnlture.) 

No man more than he had surely ever longed for 
the friciidship of woman ; or for the kindnesses that 
good women inay show io^'^ard men without question 
ofwrongN (“All! without question of wrong ; good » 
Both men and fidd received favours from him, for 

he had ghyn cf his intellect to the favoured at Pluto ; and 
to the; un]oriunak\ the ^(ree assistance of a generous 
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pursed (“ Well, a man can I) a woman, Imt he can’t 
buy a woman’s love ; anil lie can’t buy himself a sub- 
stitute ! This man seems I0 have bc^en as unfortunate 
as the boatswain’s mate, who sv'ears he’s never — no 
matter.”) life had been pure''" (‘'Hum!”), 

'‘^placid, and to a great extent salttary*"; abstemicn^s; 
alieays, h'or fame* and U Cirlainlv leas Ins a)n(V2g 
many ihoiisandst his p Ibae-countrynirn, he cared* 
little or noihiny, IJis crilicat rer. s studied 

by other and lesser inem aV/e cnpeliid to depreciate his 
'judgments in priviile : ••^nJ in puhhl fnated hint /e the 
flattery of careful nic-n^inzame ; lehile ^luy pilfered 
his ideas, Jn\ opinions, and so/mitmes hi^ / hraseologyc 
Hut he cared little udiid men ft might of his ialcrd ; for 
his temperament ira.. one Hr : had ! pi him^ in* patient 
hunger for other joys than i/iose ujiiidi c^ne from liicrarv 
fame ; and those joys his destiny had denied himd^ 
l^)or devil ! ”) IVhen a friend u'ould sit leiih him 
in his study of an evening and talk : and ihc life 

of ihc literary artist ; of Hie autiior ; of ihc critic ; 
he iC'ould listen, courieiUisly attentive in ojitivard seeming ; 
hut an irrelevant ivord ivoidd suddenly^lriray dhat his 
mind K'ds bent on other sources of ^renity Hum the 
saiisfaLtions of maseuli'. ' friendship*! He icould say 
sor.etimes, ‘ 7 lerite an souH) you ; 1 have monev and 
so hair you ; ym a)g' not an old man, luiHier am I ; 
your ivrifing may be all in aV to you, though women 
have favoured you with their love ; but /, ichosc work 
you rate so high and whii h you tell me others also do, ivell, 
I believe I would sacn/iec any possible mpraise^ by men 
and 20omcn of my woik for iuo slim white arms around 
my neck, and the hiss of a ki.fj ^^ynuin, who loved me, 
on my lips. Now laugh, if you ihoosc ! (Again 
Hudson's tlTong^hs turnefl t >iConst<^yice ^hi^giMW.) 
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The analysis contim?ocl : “ He had never known 

a sisier^s love, nor had derived such. Nature, which 
so frequently gives one iconan all male children^ 
qnd another all female children, seldom plants the 
seeds of desire in the hearts of these sisterless and 
Iffotherless offspring, a desire for an affection which 
nature has decreed impossible. But men and zoomen 
shall, by the laze of attraction, the lihf for the unlike, 
seek ever for the toimenis of hi-sexual union. A sacrar 
ment is a thing of Spirit ; supernatural ; and nature 
is iiidifjyreni to it. or there wo^td be an end to torment 
and tempiutiifn. And tins man knew nothing of the 
Sacra )ficnt that is like'' the herb Moly against the en- 
chantment and the tortih'''s of love. His friend, whom 
women' hall loved wand love 'he had rejected, had 

plagiarized HerrlcNs iKrscs^Upun Love,' and bantered 
the man with them — 

“ You phiv iv:th L,n'e as svifJi the- Fire 
Tkt Satyr did; 

Nor ran you knoif^ nor can iffsi ry, 
ii’/nit under fhete zf hid : 

Thfii Satyr he but burnt hi^ lips , 

Bue yourS ihc efnai^r smart, 

Whxn—kissino Loners dissembliny; chips — 

The jire roast you " h^art 

(“Ah, I like that ! ” '^aid nhludson. “I wonder 
what Conslaij.ce thinks of tliis s'nf'ular stcjry ! Ah ! 
here’s tlie woman of it J enter Woman ! ”) 

“ Bui one was to appear upon the horizon of his life, 
not one pf * Solomon’s cruc-. creatures ’ that so often 
‘ hringeth a man to repentance,’ hut one who may rather 
be described in the words of Nicholas Breton, one whose 
virtue is continence;^ ‘ircr labour patience, her diet 
abstinence, and her care conscience.’ Indeed, so much 
was conscience hcf^ care ihat it seems ,it was the only 
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thing that kepi her from joinvig a company of religious ; 
for she deemed herself unworthy of association with 
those whom she erroneously considered more austere 
than herself (Hudson aflected a shudder.) “ Her 
heauty was that of a lily set in a sunrise ; hy which ti 
7nay he understood that she teas a slim, paie woman, UfUh 
reddish hair of a golden cast rather than of an auhijrn. 
Since her schooidays she had been in the keeping of ah 
aunt, fast becoming a devotee^ henylf, and th*c disciple 
of an ascetic doctrinaire {a cleric of rjccif sanctity without 
doubt), and his niaxi^is were reverenced by both aunt 
and niece as very words of IIolv IIV?//' (Another 
shudder, not so afiected, bv* Hudson.) The man 
once said to the voung woman. ’<vhcn ihcv were ai a gallery 
of picihres, ‘ / hold with PLdo ihai’^hrougli^art^our souls 
must mount up'-card to Lauty\ rising fro}}uthc contem- 
plative love of fair forms ti> fair deeds, fA)m fair deeds 
to fair thoughts, i^nd froni fair thoughts to the loveliness 
that is uncreated, tJuit secret and kol\ heautyd And 
the pale looman^ leiih cheek as rigid as ivory, and lips 
as emotionless as carved jasper, turned her pure grey 
eyes to his, and responded without the ^ladoio qf a smile, 
have heard Father Jarmony say ff) Aunt Delia that 
“ tfic hcatiiv of this world^.s a snare ^/f the Evil OncF ’ ” 
(H\idson crossed hh^Tselt swiftly.) And hoiv, then, 
can we contem plait ti so as to ris . to the loiereaied loveli- 
ness, as you say?'" ‘ MV imustd he replied, "not only 
contem plate Imt enjoy ; and feel to the very core of our 
hearts lohat earthly beaaiy is ; or our souls can never 
arise and welcome perfect lo^'^diness at^qjlf^ He could 
sec another of rather Jarmony' s maxims in her pure 
and solemn eyes, and sighedn^' Qh, let iis skip a few 
pages,” said Hudson, ‘‘ Tlu‘sc*j..cople are not flesh 
and bloo3.”) ^ 
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‘‘ It was a cold winici evening some weeks later that 
I found myself'^ — (‘‘Oh. wlio^is I ? — llie fictitious nar- 
rator ? ”) — '"found myself sitting in the leindow-seat at 
his chambers ; the front room used as his study. The 
lamp had not been lighted, and I au'aited^his coming in 
tfuxdusk ; expecting him, as usual, to come alone. The 
door^ was open wide, and 'when I heard his step on the 
stair I turned away from the window of tjie large room — 
the one furthest from the door, for there were three windows 
— out of which 1 ha(\ been looking : and / made a step 
forward to greet him. Owing toJJic noise made by the 
carts rumbling over the paving-stones o/ the street, per- 
haps, 1 had not d fleeted second and a lighter footfall 
than his ; for now Tcould plainly hear izco in the passage 
at the heed of the stgirs : and in a ^^rond 1 hrdrd two 
voices: his (a lyoue 'a'huh trembled ^ strangely) and 
a xi'omans ; '‘ivhom 1 rtcoonized as that of the ladv he 
had been frec/uen/ly seen with of tale i\\ public. Before 
I could make my ^presence known— and, indeed, while 
I hesitated half-ashamea to do so — d heard her voice utter 
a sharp word of rernonstfame. and he had replied, ' Nay, 
it is no s^'n ; it^,is of the virtue that saves from sin ; 
I will not take it, as men do. with a staov of viohnce that 
the affected rcsistunli: of a wona may ahow her to salvi 
her conscience, or her pruder'^At hiif Twill ask you, your- 
self, of your OW71 free ddl to kiss mi^Jn token of that ]oy 
which can alone make lifo worth living to me. ( ome, 
dear heart! trust me! and let me ft el for jmcc in my 
life that two souls have overridden the barriers of the 
senses and arc one ivith thr love of heaven and the 
delight of the supcr.scnsua/d ” Cunning fellow, 
that ! ”) , 

“ Had there been Inen a pause, perhaps my attempt 
at a cough hxf^i bccnJiLuru ^y one or both ; hut she rc- 
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sf^ondcd^ imracdiaicly and loudiy, every word she spake 
slowly dropping into its g'^anunatical place, rounding 
and completing each sentence. And presently she had 
stepped backward, 1 thought, and he had released her 
hands, or there was no meaning in her subsequent, 

‘ There, thafs better. Thank von ! No, foil have mfc 
hurt my hands. W)?/ were not rough. lUit I cajinot-m- 
never — do what yiUi wis/n Sijice my parents died I have 
kjssed nobody bid my aunt, and fier (orfy at pionfing and 
night ; so that if you desire in remani mv friend, yon 
must ihver ask me sinh^fi thing ag lin : fi>r it is^asking 
me to eommit a larnal sin deliihoaielv and inexcusably.^ 

Hudbon put down the bo()k?" He haej nav(U' mot 
this typo of woman; and ho oould hot o(»nro)V'" that 
siich hafl over (‘\N{f*(h And tho .^jan in story 
that was not man* (‘nout^li to krye*\v tlaii^ o\’ory woman 
tJiat lias hoallli and youthful blood in hof body can 
Hover bo w’on l)y |])hiios()pliy and mdaphysical ob- 
scurities scorned a feeble' (n'atuu'. l*^ut so tnuch as 
bo had re<id Iku^ jiroehu * a mood, somi-religious 
and ronsciencafiil. lb' bewail to coj^lrast his owm 
view’ of liu* w’itli iliat of tbe woman m tlo st(jr\\ d'ho 
selfsame' action of Inmsrlf with Con^j(flnc(' Palgravo, 
of luihse'lf and Joanna P^vrev, luidfiltcrlv ddtorent 
sig’iiCu'alions. of ciurr.!*-^ '>'10 namn of tlie Alniiglity 
that Jiianiia liad in\uJJ>'d would al?(> jk’i in coming 
bi tw^een her and hiniM'U ; aftd wluai six 'bell^ had 
struck (three i^clork) ]w w\is still lying aw'ake, his 
mind filling w’itli self-acci^ation of a sm he^ had but 
committed in imagination. 

For a moiiK'nt ho had frrth'ii into a light ^slumber, 
tho lamp stilly burning at b^-^kJioad. Then he 
sudde'iily gu'W' more walvidul tlian evtu'. Why, snndj'' 
that was a^go ujlo la])ping t>n the^^ tliiu 4»f;ailiiion ? 
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No ! it must have been^a rat scuttling about that fore 
cabin floor ! He tiirm d on his side and put out the 
little reading-lamp screwed to the opposite bulkhead, 
and composed himself for an hour's sleep. No ! no 
sleep ; and, surely ? yes ! that was a gentle knock on 
fhe partitioii at his feet ? Ccnild it be — Joanna ? He 
quietly got out of hi^ bunk, and shood leaning against 
the partition. He put Ins liand, tlw flat of h\> palm, 
on the' board that Ju* had rcmov<'d bi‘h)r(‘. Again 
a knock ; and he felt the board itsi'lf \ibrate ! Then 
pressing hi^5 ear against tlie partition, near the crack 
between tlie/^oaid and stanrlium, heflieaid a whispered 
na me. 1 1 wxes 1 lis o wn name , and 1 1 was /ea u na's \s'hisper . 

She also coiila not sleep. Love had brought her 
bare ft‘et "and gWwing bi^dy, and beauteous*' face, to 
the tryst; after^all ! 

Hudson's imagination was on tire ag.iin as he thought 
of that heavy rich liaii fallin^^ below lier waist ; 
of the s6ft lios pouting for his kisses ; of the 

yielding waist ; oi tli<‘ soft \\«irm hosoni that was all 
liis for th<* taking ; and the piaspiratirai was heavy 
on his^'fondie^i d is he wresfled with his conscience. 
Six indies of tVarding and tw^o slender nails Ixflween 
the tw'o beating ji(‘arts ! (Npld not j wo or even three 
boards be easily i(miov< d, s;j‘hOVv reniovtxl, and as 
swiftly re[)l 4 ce(i ? ' Two wen^ V^ilde room foi the 
passage of lier body. •TlieFo was one nail to each. 
When one board W'as removed llr‘s(‘ nails would come 
awMy \qth the next boardj^at c>ne littlt^ P^tll. Those 
carpr^ntcis Plynunitli sramjK‘d hidden corners of 
their w’^or.k such as tliis ; did never siicli a situation, 
as this arise in«tlitr nfiiids of tlv' Board of Trade 
Surveyor ? ^‘‘(lod of God ! diow easily and quickly 
can she c^fae toJ[;>otli niy arms ! ” tlj^iugfit Hudson. 
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The name of the Deity lin^-red on his lips. Yet — 
God Himself knew — what was a kiss but the touching 
of one part of a womrin’s body with one’s like part ? 
Hand to hand, or lip to lip, what mattered ? Then 
would he send htu to bed aft(',r one fond kiss ; just 
one ? Was it but a kiss he meditated ? * • 

Again the gentle knock, and again th(“ whispe»;d 
name, and then* he heaid lier soft footfall, and the* 
brushing of her night garment against a piece bf paper 
on the deck as if she were turning .iway. He put his 
li})s to the crevire iTcitween tiie stanchion ;ind the 
movable bftntd, *1)111 said nothing. He vould wait 
just a little longer. In a moment she Jiad knocked 
again, and he felt h r warm bn at!' actually on his 
lips! fli- pul liis ear wleie lus h^is had* bet?n, and 
listened in the u.ukness, tieii^tiling ■with the struggle 
between his emotions and his conbcieiice. * 

” Oh, an' ^01% wak'iig, darling ” (Tap, tap.) 
“Will 5-011 not answer your o^n t' tianna' who has 
kej)t ])er promis# and lo'-es ^'ou inadh’ ? Ah ! for 
God’s sake, speak just one kind word to me, Pat ! ” 
(Rap.) . ) ' 

In_the. darki’>‘ss Hud.son stood silc-ut and trembling 
still. The name ' r tin- Deit5' on tldis Irisli girl’s lips 
Came bctwei'n Jiip' .o d Ifi.t d .siri*. Above his head 
he coiild hear the .ggular, rbt'il.mir. foplsteps of the 
second mate aiyl the IxiAtswa’n, walking side b5’ side ; 
the fittings in the. sdoon and the lore cabin creaking 
gently and intermit lvnt\- as the vessel Jurched in 
the rising sea ; th 1. cbiel m.ite snoritig in tJi'^ next 
berth but one to ftin own.* 11 ilf an hour iigo he had 
not heeded sych things ; he'’iiaddC<^6n (in that delight- 
ful mental jiicture) pressing one long, ]a,st. good night 
on Joanna’s ijt'spunsive lij»s, antjl almwSt crusliing 
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her against thc' thin hot$rding with iiis strong right 
arm. Now, he heard moni than tliese sounds ; he 
heard his own lieart pulsating, and he heard tla^ name 
o/ God s})oken within his own mind ! Never had 
Hudson becui biouglit, willy-nilly, into the supreme 
c(Ku't of con^eitaice Ix-fore on such a ( ount as this I 
And he felt a sudden 'rebellion against his Judge. 
That stii})id, inl^■>r^^^^ibl^‘ story, too, wes making a fool 
of him, and ('oiistanee ladgiaua' liad read it, of course 
she, who \\o)ild ! T)Ut would she? In a flasli there 
came to^ tlx* man an illummvuGva* m(‘ntal picture of 
the safc'tv of tlu‘ -^hallow ('on-^tancv Palgrave, and 
of the perd of this deep-natured girh 

Mae De ar g — cumlidar ! Tcdce down the board, 
Pat ! I can liear you bn atliing b(‘i?Kle me ! Wliat ails 
my darling at %dl ? (Taj), taj'), on the partition.) 

Is it making gainer of m(^ yon are, like the others ? 
Well, the Son of God ho l)etwe(‘n :is and all harm ! 
I’ll go to rest cXi?;in ! Good night ! I can't believe 
you Vo making a hxjl (f rao ! Noc God in heaven 
forbid ! Say guf)d niglit 1 No Ah ! ” 

Her jn-til wa^ past, and would Joanna ever know 
it ? Seven Ix'lW (half-])a'-t three) struck presently, 
and tliere wns iKr-othfr rioi-»>> but tlie cn‘aking ol the 
cabin fittings, \ho ^m^^ring'6f ief mate, and the 

steady trampyig of th(* two riK'^i on the poop* dt^ck 
above. “ *' * 

Eight bells (four oVT>ck) struck, and only one pair 
of feet wqrg trani]>n)g the pfj^'>p d(‘ck. The other jiair 
w^ere dg^cendiRg t]x‘ cr)mj)anion-way to the saloon ; 
they tliose of the Koatswaiii, and they w^ere 

bringing him down afouse the two offic(jrs for the 
morning watgh. Tiifi boatswain went iirst of all lo 
the berth 'mrl Inrn^ul 
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handle of the Ixatli. Tlie c4oor, as usual, was un- 
locked, and it yield^'d to -the boatswain’s hand, but 
only about six or seven inches. There was something 
against it lik(i a foot or a boot, so the boatswain pu^ 
his mouth to the opening and called out, not too loudly 
(by tljc Captain’s standing orders) — ^ ^ 

" Fight bells,' Mr. Hudson, sir ; rouse and shi^c,^ 
sir; show a /eg/sir ! eiglit bells, sir! 1 can't g('t in 
to light your lamp, sii ! 

H(' waited for tlu! usual response before fastening 
the door; and, wlieiiht came, it certainly struck tlie 
boatswain tlyd tlTe third mate^was lying yr the bottom 
bunk among tlie boats’ bmna(i(‘S and sail twine and 
otluT things : certainly not in the top bunk upon his 
straw mattress, as on tlu‘ night beto-*o. 

Them hc‘ went* and aroused the cliirt mafe, shaking 
him by the arm, as liiat oilicer slept very soundly, 
and often neeeWd li st^cond and a third call. 

Patrick Hudson’s voice had iu^- proceeded from 
the duection of ttie lower bunlc m his bertli ; for he 
liad fall(‘n p leaning over it. knurling beside it; 
and it was liis outstre'died foot beyig idliMieJ by 
th(‘ door that had awakimed him, ikitrick Hudson, 
adventurer, no nuui (lian he^^hould have binm, 

liiid biam knet^liugg’ . p«ayei* b^dun/he fell asleep ! 

When he gamed •tire p<H)y, some niinutes before 
the cliief mat^, lur wiflkeei to the break* and mus- 
tered tjut popl watch; ouhacd the wheel and look- 
out to b<' rt^llevcal ; to<\ the orders for *the mate, 
and bade the second mate a good morning sleep. 
7dicn he went down id the main deck to see 
that all braces were well belayia. the breeze having 
freshened. ^ Until half-past five — cofhje-time — there 
was nothing fufther to do; ‘but ir«idsoirTtept to the 
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quarter-deck in prcfeiviv'o tn th(' poop, and the chief 
mate tlKuefore had that deck all to himself. Tt was 
still quite dark, and Hudson stood up on one of the 
after bits and looked toward the cast for the first 
streak of dawn. 

‘■He had both wished and thought the quarter-deck 
to-be quite deserted; l)ut a voice behind him called 
his name. Dominick p’Arcy, who had adopted the 
prevailing nautical fashion among the seamen in 
congenial weather and walked in his bare h'el (like 
many of the male and some oi'lhe fimiale emigiants), 
stood just b/diind him. Hudson htal not heard his 
soft approacli, and seemed sonuwvliat embarrassed 
at his greeting. 

We hive ha4 little talk together of latig Mr. 
Hudson.” ^ 

“ No, Dominick ; wliat are you doing out of your 
bunk at this eatly hour ? ” r , 

‘‘Oh, it’s m3^‘two hours’ — or I'atlier one hour — 
as some of the men ai uj' at live-* rind then I shall 
lie down till sewen, perliajjs. I have come aft to make 
my qua'iler-hol^r report, ‘ All's well ! ’ ” 

“ The ernigrahts laugh at your vigilance, Dominick. 
You are the onlyVme now that truutj|j's about making 
a report, 1 think. xSome 6f tli^^.Wi don’t keep watch 
at all, 1 believe ; is it not so ? ” *, 

“ It is, then ; but .sofne nights ther.e’s half a dozen 
of them awake all through. Tin y’re geeat gamblers 
and have a little money anu^ig them, and an odd sailor 
or two joins them.” 

“ And how do they sdb to play cards after ten 
o’clock ? Isn’t tha^yoiA ‘ lights-out ’ time ? ” 

“ A*h, w'ell, Mr. Hudson, Dm not going to tell on 
them ; an^i■ I know you »ailormen don’t trouble about 
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such tilings ; but tliey have lolind the means to see 
right enough,” 

"'Well, why shouldn’t they have?” said Hudson 
carelessl}^ I suppose' some of them have candles, 
cli ? ” 

‘'Oh, faith! they have a better light 'than that; 
Init they all go td lie'd when I am on watch, so I must , 
not tell on them^» And they hang up a blanket and 
nyik('- little corner for themselves, and keep cyniet 
when Fm lying chnvn ; so what matters ! ” 

"Aye, wliat matt«'V'i ? ” said IdiaFon lightly. 

“ Th(i second matr has all the jeiiiit and .paraliin oil 
in his chargt‘ — he's the ship's gicasi r, nc^ >nc ; and 
I sn]j}M)s«‘ a ]>iiit of oil lasts those men a we(‘k in tlaar 
bully-tin lamp ? ” 

"How well you know t‘V('ry hing.<^]\lr. Hudson! 

I need not have told you at all, it seems ; but I fc'cl 
a little nervous j>cui%i'times/’ , . 

" Many’s the pint ot oil Tve sloli^ ait of *a ship's 
paint-lock(!r in my^ime,” s:iid k'ud^rm, so you don’t 
exixict me to re]M>rt a little thing hke»i/z^^/, do you ? 
Shipowners rob the saikunna" fdtentim's, F tan tell 
you ! ” 

Tho*third matespoke as if somevniat irritated at 
D'Arcy’s luisitating * *and 1!/ latter res]M aided 

quickly that he wa^ s(?rry that he )iad K't^uied to the 
matter at all, an^ inquired abntit ]iis sister. 

“ It will be. Sunday to-mom>w,” said Dominick, 
“and—” 

‘‘''To-day, you mean; there’s -the «da\Mi,’.’. said 
^HijLjJson, 

‘‘ To-day i.s Sunday, of course,” D’Arcy, ” and 
I’ll be up there on the poop in the afturnoon with 
her,” 
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Aye ! I suppose yorii will, Dominick.” 

Hudson spoke as if the laalter were of no interest to 
him. 

. ‘'1 will; and Miss Palgrave has asked me to })lay 

sometliing on my violin for the girls ; so I shall bring 
*my instruujfent and amuse you all. I hope it will be 
kne, but the wind is stiengtlumihg.” 

“ That's the soutli-(‘asi trade \Nii?rd/’ said Hudson; 
“ it will be fair, steaay, breezy weatlier for tlie rurxt 
week or two; and it may let us -inside, of Tristan, 
and tl:en well get c»ur stioiig ;V(*stiTl\' gales for running 
our easting^” 

" Mi^s l^algrave/' "continued Domiiiit k, ''said, in 
her nolo tliat tiic' blackamoor brought yesterday, 
that slie can gi^i^c m(‘ an inliodiieiion to a ^.entleman 
whom she km w and who is manager of 

a tlieatre now in Australia ; so I will try for a first 
violin in an orclu‘stra wliile waiting for a situation as 
an orgrtnist. \hvn she knows people who will 

helj) me to first-rate ‘ lit ions, toc). ♦- You and JoAaniia 
may see me ^conducting an orchestra ])erha])S some 
day! *'1 wriie music, as y/>ni know; perhaps I will 
be conducting my own operas ! 

Dominick se(Yued this morning^jn contrast to the 
prevailing inood\^among* tli^*^‘.ii4ioi‘ity of emigrants 
lately, to kt* in quite Imoyan'i spirits. Hudson got 
down off tlae bits, and lor»k‘d k(‘'. rily into the fac e of 
his companion. The dawn was lifting,. and Dominick’s 
face hacj cjinte lost its habitual mc'lancholy. So Con- 
stance — Miss Palgrava^ had sent Dominick a note ? 
She had done that mdie than once before. Well, 
what of that, anj^,. way ? What was that to him — 
the tliird mate of the Yuuvg Pretender — or to any- 
body lipt fIie,(W(ads ‘\yc),u and Jo//ami4 ” 
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certainly gave him some pause. Hudson collected 
his wandering thoughts. 

" Your sister, Miss D’Arcy, is always delighted to 
have you with her on Sundays, Dctminick.” 

D’Arcy looked at Hudt^on, and nodded his head. 
He. had noticed the formal wav Hudson ^had referred 
to liis sister ; but none o{ tb.e gravity that had shown 
itsf‘lf on a foriiK^r occasion when she had been a sub- 
j»(‘Ct ot tin ir dialogue shaded liis woij^is as *ho^id 
lightly, Mind\our-^e]f. Mr. ThK.ha.)n ! So it's Miss 
lyArcy, ni>w ycaihe flnrd malt* 1 Ah ! \ve]>, to bo 

sure that girl Fuday from Ken\Ms a leal Roisui Dubh, 
and has an e\(" iik(i a witch, bnt — the said soonest 

mended. Yon seanicn .nt* slraiig<' lirsl one 

and tlu n anotluT ; tla^y -^ay a sailor ha‘^ a Wife in 
every port. Now, if 1 were K.) fail^in Jove with a 
lady " 

Hudson brealluM freely, and the keotp 
look died out of liis eyes. Yet he ' Lvv felt sF angely 
irritated at Dorn/nick's subsc ,aent woj ds, as the in- 
genuous young musician uid«‘!dt‘d hi’% mind to the 
seaman to whom lu' had become storngiV attaclied. 

If 1 Wf're to win the Ic^ve a ladv-' - iiid perhaps 
my takmt may rF. that some <l;\ — f we>uld not bring 
one liiu^ of sadiK* aAo iL(a‘ ^ m.ps’ lac(' ; for she, 
whom*! Would temh liow to Jovt^ nie,*\\ould be as 
light (if heart as morning air : as bright as yonder 
sky over tlicTC where the will soon be coming. 
A lady who would love 11 %* musii' as part of piyself.*' 
After a pause Dvuni.ack coiituna d : ‘'^That -kid}' in 
F'3 saloon — Miss FaJgrav(‘-'-b» change the •subject — 
or — sill' understan(.k a great dealfibchit the technique 
of the art you would *be suiquiseo if I; told you all 
sljc knows aboulf music. La^ Sunday shf "and 1 were 


s 
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talking for an hour ‘tcgether ” (Hudson interjected 
a short “I know”), ” ard she showed such great 
interest in my career as a student of music, and said 
I should have gone to Paris or Leipsic or Brussels 
to study. She knew one of our Dublin professors 
■Cv’ho was an 'Italian ; she knew him in Paris. And she 
knew' poor Bizet, too, the great Bizet ! When I told 
her that 1 was Irish, she would hardly believe me, 
aiid. said she always liked the Irish” (‘‘-^She didn.’t 
know that you were — er, Miss D’Ai'cy’s brother, of 
course,” said Hudson iron::ally) — ” she loves the 
Irish and tb;'“ French, she said. AuJ .she is rich, too, 
isn’t she ? She is g<ung to help me when we get to 
Australia. Ah ! ' sIk- has the kind heart entirely. 
She has lent me book of poems by Pensage, And she 
loves the’' Irish ! And she was onv; of those whom 
poor Bizet invited to the rehearsal of ‘ Carmen ' ! 

” What a c^upeleon you are, Dominick I ” said 
Hudson. ‘‘I though' there was more of the pale 
moonnsc cok ur in you than the golden sunri.se ! 
Why, we shan’t know yon shortly. What about 
Carolan ? ‘ The moon may rise again, but not the 

sun for us,’ e^i ? ''' Dominick ? Leave the ladies alone ; 
keep to your must' ; that’ s r'y>>«rWice.” 

‘‘ You seem annoyed, Pat. i used to call ybu Pat, 
did I notj before you were third mate ? ” 

“ Go. on, call me Pat ; 1 like it,”' said Hudson. 
“ I’m only a nautical kni'ckabout, God knows, and 
hardly deseive a Christian name at all ; but you are 
clever, you have talent." perhaps you are a genius 
that some great righ lady such as you are thinking 
of — a duchess ‘(why not a princess ?) may discover 
and advefiise one of these days! Ah, 1 envy you, 
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Dominick. You should reti rh to Europe and com- 
pose grand operas ! ” « 

" Ah, now you are joking, Pat. I’ll not believe 
that you are angry. Whai have I said to annoy 
you at all ? Poor artPts (for I know I am an artist, 
and that I am poor is true enough) nui^ always sdt;k 
for patronagt' and wealth ; and it is they that can love 
deeply too ! Peat if I ever love a woman, it will be 
Jor the music that I can see in her.” * ^ 

‘‘ See music'”!!! her ! ” repeated the third mate, 
surprised. ‘‘ What 1 ’as wll as money? ” dThen he 
remained silent for a few moments, Dominick looking 
at him with a smile on his T^leshy mojriie lips, and 
his dark eyes all aglow with intelligenet'. 

‘‘See muMc m her!” reiteraled»Huds’on, ’looking 
up at Mr. Shackley in the faijiil ligl*t from the aurc- 
ating east, as the chief mate }>aused at t*he rail ; ah 1 
yes ; I undersfaifd you. I can see ‘ N.-mev^ T , h ‘ ’ thm 
last British contribution to the »m»sic of the sea, 
there on Mr. Sl*ac kley’s chi , ‘ N.incy Lee ' on a 

musical-box ; Ins bristles always reikiind me of the 
barrel of a musical-box.' ” ’ ' 

Dominick laughed. He could sec that Hudson 
was only affecting to uiisunde.rsta^ him ; but why 
the third mate sh;';;’"! do so’ did n^^ trouble him. He 
began to talk about j’liinseif again with ^,11 the egotism 
of the student v'ho imagines fiimself a master. 

‘ I gm writing a suite o: arias — a kind . of song 
cycle — with words of. m^ own — drawn frojm my im- 
pressions on this ship — the theme develops*. itself as 
;>ria succeeds aria ; yet F am keeping the character 
of the whole quite — I forget ,the» exact term — no 
matter — but it forms a complete cycle of airs all illus- 
trative of the OKpanding central i(^?a. first I am 
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in a minor key, rather'^ plaintive and doubtful, but 
the dominant idea is there*; I never lose that, Mr. 
Hudson. Then I go on to something broad and slow — 
adagio, wc musicians call it — grave, largo, and 
then lento — but tliat is all elementary shop talk 
—an aria in^four flats major; then one in a sharp 
nfajor key; that’s the one I am working on now; an 
allegro niov(anent losing itself, at^'labt diminishing 
into faint allegretto echo, as it were. Eut. mind, 
Mr. Hudson, my dominant idea is Mievcr obscured ; 
it is always tliere, like ^ " 

Like the ^fly in trcinsparent amlnr,” said Hudson, 
almost brutally ; and everybody will wondt^r how 
the devil it g(;t thf'i'e, and you alone can t<'ll what 
brings '}'our lly into your lumj) of musical amber — 
what ? \ * 

'' Ah ! I don't Icnow you, Pat, when you talk like 
Vy dominant theme is the i)ow(‘r of love, 
turning grey hito gladiic-ss of soul. Love can 

always be merisured i;s power Mo transform, by 
its capaatv ho carrying joy. 1 cannot expkiin my- 
self ; but 1 be lieve you cuulduf you liked." 

J<^y ! ^-*id Hudson bitterly, but yet carelessly 

withal. " Love ^ ^nng joy! Wait^until you fall in. 
love, Dominick ; ^ )u won’t t Jlc r^.'^'Out joy ! " 

Dominick D’Arcy turned and’ gr asped the liand of 
his friend, and said with an’ outbur^,^ of affectionate 
candour, I b(‘]iev(^ I am yi love. Pat; and that is 
how I came to write thi'^ inMsic. Indeed, I envy 
you up thcre^on ti/e poop every day, and dowm in 
the saloon between wdiijes, whilst I must wail for 
Sundays. You shaW hear anotlicr obbligato of mine 
this afttTno(77i, an expansion Of a caniique^^y Gounod, 
just by w'ay't)f an''exerci^c to kill time* Miss Palgrave 
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is going to sing the words ; she said so in her note to 

me, she ” • 

” There comes the sun ! ” said Hudson hurriedly ; 
“ and there goes two bells ” (five o’clock), “ and here 
comes the steward to see that tlic cook is up ! Get 
to bed, Dominick, and havc^a sleep ! — Halloa, there ! 
you Beady ! and ybu Olsen : Get out the deck scrub- 
bers and broonii, and bring tiiem aft. Boatswain’s 
mate, see the after pump rigget! ! it will help th^ drersv 
buckets. Hereh-you boy ! yon roll tliat wash-deck 
tub aft, and put in half an hour’s pumping#, up on 
the poop; it’ll b>kc that time to fill 'he Captain’s 
bath, let alone the tub, the waV you puyip with that 

d d toy- fixing of an appai.dusl You other men 

rig up fhe lorce putni) ! that’s wttK usc? aify way. 
Bear a hand, toe., my lads ! Y^ni wo*i’t the times 
with me you had with Mr. Somerville. You’ll liav^ 
your coffee you’ve made all ready^W v easli. 

decks — not before ! I’ll have the tleeks ?,cjueegeed 
down by four b( Us, or my na» .. s not Hudson ' ” 

The men began to grumble at tujningjlo before 
cofiee-timc, even to the '-xtent of leaking pit parations 
for washing decks at tliree bells. Their coffee was 
now ready in the galley. The b w h<#ard the grumbling 
of the men. Thcyig'i ,twv) or lii ei' minutes would 
finish “their part^ol t.ic preparations, tli^; boy himself 
would miss his coffee, and have half an hour's pumping 
up on the poop with the little portable standard pump 
that scn-wod into tie' dixk near the wheel. (The 
water trickled out of this little pii’s^p, asd was.allowed 
to run along the l<'e watt-r' vays of the poop into the 
wash-deck tub under tlie break Ijy ;.rto poop ladder.) 

The boy excelled his murmuring# shipmates, and 
he made mSre ntiise than tin* rumbling \v«.sh-deck tub 
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he was struggling with/ steering it as well as he could 
clear of the numerous obsi^,aclcs that crowded the 
deck. It was a big tub, and it needed a strong man 
t« roll it along that heeling deck in a fresh breeze. 
A few of the married women were comoing their hair 
after their morning’s abhi,tions in one of the adjacent 
ly>Hscs at the main shrouds. The tub took a sudden 
deviation just abrea.-.t of them, and Then went over 
the • -^^lot ' of one of tlie guoup. The fool b longed to, 
Mrs. Jenkins, the Italian’s wife. 

Tlien •Hudson, wlio, with -ii gloomy brow, was 
watching the„,boy, uttered a savage - nautiea.l curse, 
and walked toward tlie group. 

When he came near tliem .Mrs. Jenkins was rublting 
her foot ; but sewng Hudson, she said to the boy — 

“ It ain’t your* fault, sTommy. Them as cuts down 
our Iterlowances ought to ’av(' more sense than give 
l-irl lil-j-* vou a tub like tliat to 'aiidle • it’s as big as 
an ’ouse ! ’’ 

Hudson had certain'i ‘ it’ this mowiing’s ill temper 
of his, naeditaV'd a cufiing for the boy ; but Mrs. 
Jenkins *ufew a verbal attack upon herself. That 
woman had already spread a spirit of disaffection 
among the marriyl people, and hg knew it. And 
Hudson’s abstention from joining in the general 
reproaches against the Doctor (vjjucti were on every 
emigrant’s lips), as he weighed out t]ie stores every 
forenoon in the 'Iwoen-deck, only increased the scandal 
against hiijis(!lf. 

” You just allow Air to mind my own duty, woman ! ” 
said Hudson irritably ; j “ you’re making cnougji 
mischief in the sl'dp, ,as it is. How many times have 
you dry-holy-stoned under your berth, eh ? Not 
once since yvsu capie aboard, the Doctor 'says ; and 
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it’s the dirti(!st corner in tbde 'tween-deck. Short 
allowance ? Why, isn't ^everything w^cighevl out ? 
You attend to your duties, and I’ll take care of mine,** 
That there four-eyed I)octor’s as blind as a bat, 
for all 'is gold specs," said Mrs. Jenknis indignantly ; 
'' an’ if that Joner t^ lls lies about me, 1^11 go and 
tlie Capting, I wfll ! And* I allers ’ad enough to 
cat myself and ^fe(‘d ’Tonio and ole^. Jenkins 'isst'h, 
wdien thot^ poor hang^.^1 of a iVlister Summyvillc w^s 
in the store-ro\^m. 'E wasn’t lilaj sunimun el?e wot 
know^s on, was \\ ale gals ? l.ay, gab ? wa^ 'e ? 

The othei woiu 4 ;n all lookt'd sympathetic and shook 
their heads. ‘ Tlu‘y had quariHled anajiig themselves 
often enough, but tliey were unitt d in the opinion 
that thvf stores weie msnlTiciant ; that they j^v(Te of 
very bad quality ; and that ilic Docy.)r w;^s somehow 
responsible lor it by failing to save the Ine of the lat^ 
Mr. Somerville, in whose lime tlaue had beem no 
complaint. It is true that Mr. JenJ:ins's*'w'puuuii "cli 
Mr. Soniervilh' yad not bi'cr ..uch a Mattering one 
as his wife’s; but IIktc liacl been siuh a lucrative 
system ol blackmail in the late thud time, 

that everybody w'as satisfii'd. A wink from a married 
woniTin, and a n^quest lor " a little extra {or Mrs, 
Jenkins** filled 'ihe app/c^inl’s can with sugar, or 
her pun with scLi’ Iritter. Hudson had checked this 
exorbitancy, as it lias be(^ recorded. .Hence his 
disrepute anjong the majority^ of miirricd women, 
especially^ among those \vith children. 

Hudson had referred to Mrs. Ti>«tkins's tv<!»ll-known 
disregard for cleanliness n* the" irritation of *the mo- 
ment. It was no affair Oi his, anfi he cared not a 
crumb of a ship’s biscuit wEetherThe )voman performed 
her share^of c^ry scrubbings or npt e'^n'y morning. 
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The Doctor was the official who was responsible for 
the health of the emigrants — nobody else ; and he 
felt the foolishness of his iinconsidered and retaliatory 
interference. But the woman had wounded his 
amour propre, and stiver al mc‘n and women had now 
gathered aroiyid, with tow<‘B and bits of soap in their 
hands. He tried withou' succ(‘ss *to Ihink of some- 
thing laconic, yet dignified, that would allow him to 
reHeat with honmir. H*id lus antagonist tn eii a man, 
he wG'nld havcMiiade short work of it. 'i'ln* steward 
pa.-^scid by with the pot of cabin roflee, and the words, 
'' Coffee, sail 1 a’i( ad\ . sah ! ” It a K’iief ! 

Coming. s^(:waId ! " said Hudson, turning on his 
heel ; but he’ had delayed too long. Mrs. Jeiikiii'^'s 
own a?npur * propre, wineli wa'> of a s{)ecjal or«'ler, the 
kind that perlaips only a London wojipan of her tv'})e 
rc’ild develop, a p\‘‘. uliar mixture of vengidul in- 
tol(‘rance and wmity, had been di. e])ly wouruk^d by 
Tiud^;oTT’^ *v.[erence to the dirty deck iii her coiuca of 
the dark marru'd ^^vprt'Ts, where Giacomo, h(T 
luis.band, smolaal and oxjn'ctoratt'c!. Mo->t of the 
men, an(lJb^>o a imddlr-aged woman from Walerfoid 
in the next bunk to the Jenkimne one, smok(‘d, too ; 
so there had b'.en no dispute in the n:arri(id quarbrs 
so far on this 'crai^t. Ihot- was InTrdly a patdi of 
clean deck in the married qnartiTS.**' Mr)re than oiu^ 
family n-'glertrd to dry-.'^i aib the ‘d< ek in t)"i<‘ \acinity 
of their banks, especially iliose* m lie'Tidiker conuTS 
of the Tween-deck. Mrs. Jc'/ikins felt quite at home 
with her increasing audience ; so she curled what was 
once an exceedingly Beautiful upper lip, and with im- 
measurable* scorn yociferated — 

''Dry-scrubbing, yon and that there Joncr — 
Jetty-tory — \^ 2 ^.nts ^us kird-workin' women be 'at, 
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mornin’, noon, and night ? ,Oh !* yas ! you jcs go 
and scrub that there lydy.you’rc er carryin’ on with ! 
I spose you fills ’er liatli for ’er, don’t ycr ? Gives 
’er all the fresh water yer robs ns of, hay ? TFc’s 
a gentleman nciw, hay ? I fyer think I ain’t got no 
dam heyes, hay ? She’s a nice lydy, ain’t she ? A 
nice pair of yer ! D'yer think I can’t take yer mei;: 
sure ? Go and |ill u]') yer cabin water-tanks ; she 
wants seriibbiii’, ouGitle and fli. I know tlmn 
sort o' lyrlics ’:i(l 'em 111 'Aokuoy. ^vherc I comes 
from. I’ve, m’c n 'eni*^fore ntiw ! Yer iieeklii’t get 
red in the lice, got yev on You abuse 

ns poor 'ard-vsoikin’ married lydies W'e're all 
res}>eclab]e married women, trr an^* ain't \ve, gals ? 
yas ! W^e don't irtivel a, bout on ♦iccouut t>f our 
brotlier’s ’calth, do we? Oli, i^o, tec^uMriKour livin* 
Aonest. Go and K:rub some of the dut'oiT 'er / gri 
on ! I')on’t staiul He re like a monkcv~c>n- a>stu^ 
waitin’ for somebody to pull yer legs/* (Ilvr pia'sona] 
pronouns tlien In'^'ame Tapul];^-i(rvf)lvod. as her anger 
mounted.) '' lld Vc an ossifer now, iyn’t ? Wc 
can carry on with the i,ydi(\s now, can’t TTl, Once 
upon ay time, ur can be doin’ c>f anoMier gal’s ’air up 
— so I’^arly in ibe momiu’ — eh ! — in /he valley bee-lo- 
oh ‘ — and larfing Tangvi^nfx'^liko at us up on one of 
them poles, can’l'T>oim' of us ? Mile and^feemile, yas ! 
'Lor, Joanner, Jew nice yer^are!’ ses she, but me 
and she is k'^ikiu’ up at on th(^ pole ! ' Lor, 

my lydy dear, yer inych 7i/ce/ I ’ says sumnnm else 
upon the po]<% ‘though icaii’t^i^^s J doe5i/*t like 
Joanner’s kiir, ye^r know, imy lydy deer; but yer\'t 
got a bruffer with long ’air wot czin talk about pick- 
shers, and 'e’s a-goin’ to pynt me, Utei* on, 'praps, 
ses summuit on tbe^ pole, ay, ^pretendin’ k) be ’ard a1 
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work ; cos 'e’s darn cun5>in’, is summun I Yas ! yas ! 
were dam cunnin’, yas ! y?s ! — ’e’s dam cunnin’, eh, 
gals ? ” 

, Little specks of froth began to appear on Mrs. 
Jenkins’s li})s, and one or two of th^- Irish married 
women, wavering in their adliesion, murmured such 
phrases as, " It’s a shame for her, sd it is, to be carrying 
on like that ! ” and, “ She miglrt leave other people 
o»Upf il, any way,” altd, ” I cannot mak/'.head nor 
tail of what she's wild about, unless it s the bite and 
sup weirc all getting has put her beside herself!” 
Hudson saidj nothing, quiet, h.ilf^^niused contempt 
in his eyes ; but he noticed tliat the group was grown 
larger, and that 'the watch had finished their coffee 
and had jomed ihe emigrants ; and that wli'ch more 
than anything sfill fa^jteiK'd him to the spot was the 
rttturn of Dominick D'Arcy, who came, wondering 
.at tlie ca use of this woman’s mysk'ripus abuse, and 
the introduction vif his sLter’s nanu' into the midst of it. 

Mrs. Jenkins dre\\^i\ f> >v deep bgeaths, and then, 
looking a,round,for encouragement, her Im.sband being 
below somewhat comirensating lor the blank look on 
most of the faces pri'sent, proceeded, shaking her hair- 
comb at Hudson-r 

'' Summun rvas nice arid kjne to our little ’Tonio, 
hay ? ’E’s so dam cunnin’ ; but suinmun else ses 
to ’crself, st-s she, ‘ Youfig reupeckable, married women 
mus’ be dam cunnin’, too, and lake care gf 'emsels with 
fellers wot wants to know wlicrj- daddy is ; yas ! yas ! 
D’ycr th'inlr I ,ain I'^igot yei messure, bay ? Gals, look 
out ! I wpuldn't be in that there Joanner’s shoes for 
all the jew'ellery in the Tar of London ; res’re chummy 
with the foiu-e5«td Jetty-tory., ive arc ! and we don’t 
care a dam «j'hat •’appenj; to our niculydy s warmin’- 
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pan, hay ! Ain’t I got ' irnessure ? Ain’t yer 

shamed of yersclf now, li«iy ? Ain’t yer sorry yer 
spoke ? P’raps yer a Jetty-tory like ole four-eyed 
Joner, and it ain’t sah* for a gal like that pore Joanner. 
to know yer ! Let ’cr loak out ! Go’ blymy ! if 

I didn’t know Mirandy was u- ” 

She checked hersf;lf suddenly, and Hudson looked, 
at D'Arcy. The flatter looked both juapL-xed and 
anno 5 'ed. All the men were fjrir.nnig, and BJiil the- 
quarter-master was nudging Beady on* one side of 
him, and Sydney Hc.b.on the ottuT. Then* after 
a short silence, if all exp^t'ctt'd Mr.-, Jenkins to 
continue her tirade, Doirinick D’Arey^ said very 
quietly — * 

" I sup^fiose you are aware, Mrs. Jerikins,*'.hat I am 
Miss Jo/ianna D’Arcy ’s brother ?#” Tliere \tos a long 
silence. ' *" 

Mrs. Jenkiujv who was now somewhat cooler 
hesitated to address liim, and Hud-on, witTra shake 
of his head at Lbaminiek, tur. .d toward the poop. 
Mrs. Jenkins noticed this, ancf fired a j^arting shot at 
the third mate. " 

" Yas, go aw.ay ! yon ain't lit company for us 
ciecent married wonu'h Go and scmb 'er lydyship, 
in.-idc and out ! Y( Tinother Jeti}’-tory. that’s 
what fou are, and ij» I was tins nice ^'oung Hirish 
fiddler feller ’erg. I’d watch *t that I didn’t let yer 

know rny sistcv ” ^ 

That Fat(‘ should have put a scourge into this 
woman’s foul mouth was t^)e ,g?^esque. H^udson 
turned swiftly round again, «nnd cried — 

“ Hold your lying tongue, yoij — \»ou stupid, evil- 
minded w'oman 1 — Lay aft, you mtn» a»d start the 
decks; scrutfbers and brooms cp the p®op ! JSThcre’s three 
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bells ! — Aye, aye, sir, watch is laying aft, sir ! ” And 
he went aft to the chief mete, who had come forward 
to the rail, and was wondering why his subordinate 
had left his mug of coffi'e to grow cold, standing in 
one of the empty buckets on the poop, with a slice 
of brcad-ani-bulter as a cover to the mug — the 
steward's method of retaining the heat in the coffee 
as long as possible. 

“ Then; when Mrs. Jl'nkins had followed Hudson’s 
retreat, she turned to speak to D’Arcy, but he had 
also disajjpeared ; di^gu.-^lc'dly and silently h(; had gone 
below. And as none of the other ‘^romen s('cmed in- 
clined to talk, the Italian’s wife proceeded to finish 
her toikt in silence; trminphanlly drawing her comb 
througli a' remarkably luxurious growth of "nair, and 
tossing back h“r head set on its ‘big white round 
’"‘heck — a nerd: which, if — in approaching its fortieth 
-iCiXr — it .was more massy than it had been at twenty, 
was yet quite free from tlie wrinkles and creases of 
age. 



CHAPTEI^ VIII 


'^T^HE rising '-1^11 s^*nt his palo goldi ii ra3^’s on the 
*1 gr^w.pof women at the nfain hatch ; on the meir 
in their bare legs paddhng in tle‘ water on the poop ; 



on polished brass of hianacle and capstan, standard 
compass and cap of sliecTprije ; on cac^h stream of 
water miming out of tlu' lee *scnpper-hj)les. They 
turned to unbleached yellow hollaiid* the whiti apron 
and cap ^ the German bak- r, busy wiUi bafdn' ‘•loaves 


in his Jittle liouse with o]>en (U)or. #riv^y«imned to 
showtTS of falling crystal and amethysis the j**ts fti 


spray under thg l>^)\^s of tlu* old sea c]ae(‘n, with h(*r 
killed Caledonian for ever drawing his cfaymore on 


the playful porpC4^.e. Thev cn pt into the forecastle 
and glinted on pot and pannikin ; o® shiiiy india- 


rubber sea-boot, and c^vilskin ; making Bhick more 


brilliant than white, and white in the shadows cver}?^ 
colour of reflected light. 

o I 

Ihey shone tlirough Uie*saloon skylight, and upon 


the little canar;^*in ornamcaital cage^ and roused 
it to pirolonged J^ursts oS slirTll iiudody ; waking for 


good the CapUain in his state room, and making the 
languid Eustace Palg^'ave turn over in his bunk. 
They stole through the little cii^u^lr scuttfe^in the 
’tween-decks, fore and aft, c^slurbing many. a sleeper, 
making him there draw tlie blanket ♦wer his face, or 
enticing her here to rise for a breath oi mi>rning air. 

The streftgthe^ing rays af sunlij^hi already 

209! 
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stirred more than ovae of the young women in the 
after ’tw’een-dccks, and two of the scuttles were now 
open. As they, one by one, arose they ascended to 
ithe fore cabin to wash, and tlien di!seended again to 
finish their attiring. Tlie liatchway door on the poop 
'.vas locked luntil six o’clock ; but few sli'pt until that 
-hour, for the matron herself was an early riser. Hud- 
son could hear her voice in the fore cabin, almost the 
^nly voice, for of late tiie general jubilation of morning, 
the conversation, the banter, the laughter, the singing, 
common at first among the .vviung women, had daily 
grown less paid less. But uhcu Ke piussed the venti- 
lator of the "tween-deck he never faih’d at about this 
hour to hear that fervent rliythm of prayer and counter- 
pra3'tT in the. danguage of the Gael, that ‘j'salter of 
secluded -devotion, naver lieaid before this voyage on 
Vhe old Indiaman — rising, falling, heeling in syin- 
jiathetic^rhv’thm, lurching biavely’on.ward to jierform 
her mission, unconscious of it. Yes; Hudson, when 
an able-bodied seaman, 'vith his broom in hand, or, 
as this morniTig, third male, condescending to assist 
the boatswain’s mate (so far as the poop deck was 
concerned) in hanging the running gear on the belaying- 
pins, or in an occasional cast of a bucket of water into 
a quarter boat to tighten ..flic planks — Hudson, as 
man or officer, had never failed to lic'ar that measured 
hum of morning pravef. 

But, as he hastened the grumbling mmi at their deck- 
washing, helping them in their work, he suddenly 
heard, for the Inst time for several mornings, that 
rich contralto voice of; Joanna D’Arcy — that voice 
which had almost thrown him into an ecstasy the 
night of the f-oncert. She- was in the fore cabin, 
singing one-'d her nativ^' Irish airs, the riiost plaintive 
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of all the songs she knew, ^he seemed to sing this 
morning as if crooning oyer something dead within 
her soul. Hudson could understand the silence of 
the other girls and the matron until she ceased. ■» 
Then he heaid the matron say — 

“ My ! what glum spirits ^ou are in Uiis mornin", 
Joanna ! I must gf:t Dr. Jonah to prescribe for you.!’ 

The men wasliyig decks around the fore cabin sky- 
light ha-^t lingered to hear the* singing, and thej^ havl" 
heard tlie matron’s voice too. Hudsod hurried them 
along. Bill the quart(,«r»master winked at Beafly, and 
Horatio Beady winked at Sj d^ey Bob ; 50^ h Sydney 
Bob did not wink at Olsen, it vtas because Olsen had 
one of his big ears down to the little latticed ventilator 
in the rcihf of the sk\'lighf, and was ivinkuig himself 
at another man. . 

“You yoost gome to d(- righd blace, *Karl 01 s<ii! 
you Iioer everydink ! ” 

Hudson walked away from the skjiighf, ’ins breast 
in a turmoil, anjirv thoughts about everything and 
everybody tumbling over one another, in lys mind. 
He stood on the rail ^nd looked into the weather 
quarter boat. 

Here ! you Olseni Stretch this lug sail across the 
de:k ! It’s rotting aw^y* lor want of an airing ! 

D ’your eye#;' D^’o hear me, man ! ” 

When Joanna^ had answered the matron (who of 
late had spoken to her more kindly than formerly) ; 
“ It’s true for you, M*atron, 1 feel sick of heart this 
morning ; but 1 want no doclqr. t-iiank you H — why 
had his internjil dissatisfacti<^ with himself increased ? 
Why had her brother Dominick irrigated himself by 
his candid expression of. his hopes aiyl plans ? And 
why had tRat vaanian in tl^ married-.^’-^"'^*^^^^^ 
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made him — Patrick Hudson, adventurous seaman — 
fearful of straight thinking about certain things, and 
angered himsHf against his own feais ? He presently 
^set the boy to swab tlu'. poo]vdeck ((he men were now 
on the quarter-d(n^k), and then apprdaclu'd the mate 
’C'itli an mqriiry wlanliepthe Ca])tain was up yet. 

’ They wcia^ the first words lie had freely spoken to 
Mr. Shackley that watelu It w/s an uiK'Oininon 
'^Inquiry from his suborrimate, as tlie chi(‘kiib-r(' should 
liave be(m tlu‘ ofiicer of tht‘ two aloias interestf'd in 
tlhU Invent oi tlie morniu,<* ''watcli. Mr. Shackley 
replied shoiidy that tho steward^ had just been in- 
quiring if the Ca]>tam^ batli tank had been hlh^d, 
so he supj)o^ed (lie ma->(^r had ari-^on. Then tla^ 
cliie'f "male iinl<*K'k<al tlie door of tlK‘ fore cahin com- 
panion iM'U'ln •Mild of ili<‘ y<Mmg women s(H)n 

h'iade tluar ap]V'aranee, Hudson immediately left 
tJie poo]M^^ forward <ai t]i(‘ pretext of siijierinlending 
the washing down of the <;t]iei dt‘ck, and Mr. Shackley, 
the unshaven, walked \\n and down behind the hanging 
boat’s SMil, ruminating on Ins suboulinate’s growing 
importaiin^ in tlie masl( r's c«, es. 

“ H(fs a smart seaman, but he’s only got a second 
mate’s certnicate, that’s a comfoid ! ” said tlie mate 
to himself. “■ ril wager tlfei^Tst words Captain Jc^ssup 
speaks wall be, '* \Vljr*r(^\ that smaH tliird mate of 
mine ? i warn I to se<‘ that Hurd nmie of min^e (do 
and find that A i third mate of mii?e 1 ’ Dam it ! 
I don’t know \^hid ships arc -coming to, when third 
mates, got all tlfC p Hmg, and sujierior officers have 
to eat humble pie ! ” ,, 

Hudson had apparently found duties that still k(‘pt 
him forvvard, atid wlnm iIk^ matron came on deck sIjo 
fouid the ^}defhnatc vMlking the «di‘ck^ alone. The 
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emigrant girls were b('giitiiing to parade the poop in 
all directions, complaining of the wet boat’s sail and 
pushing it aside ; so Mr. Shackley at length had to 
stop his perambulating. The matron accosted him^, 
as he Iialted near her, with morning greeting, and 
then she said — • • 

'''But wl: t our n‘‘\v tliud mate this morning, 
Mr. Shack l(‘v.r " * 

. The ii*u\te k,oked at her, polling out liis bristly chin, 
and grinned sardonically at the “ Old ( hicken.^” 

“So y(»uTe anothef ''of Vm, an' you, Matron?” 
said he. 

‘‘ Why, what do you mean, Mr. Siiackley ? 

‘‘ Want stH' tliat >ijiart third mate of ours, e^h, 
Matron?* W('lh lie isrdt fai away; ‘he's giving our 
respected and honourable boshhs nl:it{\ %Vhu can't 
spell his ow’ii name, a lielpmg hand with the forred 
dr^rk. If you vta'hd hen* so that that s:\^\ does not 
obstruct your viNuei, you may be fdrlunate enough 
to calcli one fond happy glj>u]'se of the jn-oge-rodgedN’, 
or wiiatever his learned liighness the tlfird^ mate calls 
himself! Yundl excuse « j)oor, humble sailor like me 
pointing out liis majeslyV })resenl — er— er — location, 
won't Viju ? But aherou^ ^hitie-> prtwa'al his mighti- 
ness from approaeliiug neanu- at present.” 

“ Oil ! ” said ^le m»flion tartly, and quite perplexed 
at Mr. Sliaeklejk’s sarcasm, '' the sliip is becoming 
unbearajdt‘ ; k's all tliat diornd joiiali of a Doctor 
I declan^ ! ” and slu^ walked a^vay disgusted, 

Mr. Shackley scratched his chhy and leered skunvays 
at .the man at the w^heel, 'flio, being close by, had 
probably heard all. The man srailed w’itli a know- 
iedgable air ; the cliief rnrite had never beeh so familiar 
as to leer ai any^ of the mei| beforQ,. Shackley, 
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who was working up fov ari’ extra-master’s certificate, 
was an in\nnriblf stickler for the dignity of the after 
guard. But the man felt emboldened to sa\^ a few 
Vords, as tlie vessel was steady on her course and the 
breeze steady, fo'sh, and fair. 

' “ Mr. Hudson is a smart olliccr, Mr. Shacklcy, sir ! 
Isn’t he, sir ? ’’ 

The chief male left off rubbing the slubble under 
his chin, and opened ’’his eyes wide. Heu-rreddenlv 
remembered that lie w;is Mr. Sliackley, chief mate of 
thc' Youn^ Prcitndcr, and i.iayier-prcsumptive of a 
sisfer-ship ir the '^ame old com]V':iy slie belonged to. 
The open eyes half dosed again m a forbidding scowl. 

” Stow voiir gab, rny lad ! ” said the chief mate, 
movih'g away from his {)ost near tin; wheel. 'The man 
felt abashed ; h" was c ne of those whe/ weu; beginning to 
grumble most, and he had a wound but partly lie:iied 
on his right cheek-bone, the woik czf Batrick Hudson, 

Anywa\’, 1 11 lay my b y bottom dollar our fust 

lootenant hates him like pizen ! he muttered under 
his heavy dark brown moustache. 

5Ir. Sliackley had takim but a few stejis when he 
encountered Eustact* Palgrave, whom a strong ray 
of’sunligiit and the shri'l scmg of the canary, and the 
early tramping of w’ornen's -^.eot, had driven from liis 
couch long before his habitual time.'' 

Good morning, Shackley ! M here’s the Doctor 
this morning ? I can see notliing with that canvas 
thing h 4 mging ^ there ! He’s , n.sually up early on 
Sunda(t' morrungs, is he not ? ” 

“ So it-s Mr. Saw'bontw Jonah, r.n., with you, Mr. 
Palgrave ? ” ‘ , 

Mr. Pa]gfav<>; stared at the chief mate, tend then 
dropped dowj cAi the sJcylight scatt beliirid him. He 
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passed his thin long hngeis through his heavy damp 
liair, and smiled good-natnredly. 

“ Now, do not be .so ei j’ptic, I pra3' you, Mr. Shack- 
ley ! Really, my con->tilution, after all tlie shocks* 
it has lately received, will n<>t Ix’ar it, 1 assure you ! 
And where’s our friend Mr. l^udson this morning?’’ 

“ Da.sh my best brass buttons, if I w.tsn’l expecting 
that ! ” said tjie cluef mate. “ I wish I had a framed 
pilot ogi of his lordshi}) that I could gi'^c^ 3'ou.' 

It might l(-ssen your grief at his absence 

” You are soaring,* Shacklev ; x'oui intellectual 
pulse is clastic— . iifing — as Du Thster raght put it. 
I cannot hope to measure' its tibiit'rm li Jicat.-. The 
pulse is (phekened as (.me asce!ld'^, die Dgetor 3a.ys. 
And 3'ou*are evidently cultivating that nnut subtle 
form of conversational art, the art o4 suggt^sting in- 
numerable questions. 1 appeal to Miss Bridget Slattery 
here, who is graciotisly giving me sittings for a Cybele 
in my study for Atys and Cybele. I ajijieal to lier, 
whether any photi'giapli cauld compensate me for 
the absence of mv model ? Tiiotograpli*', Mi Shack- 
ley, is an objectionable verisimilitudinii'ing of every 
natural fact except a necessaiy one to art : photo- 
graph}* is the — ah ! my dear Constance, the top of t^e 
morning to you ! as I p.vsume Miss Slattery here would 
address* her compatriojs in her nativt' couyty of — cr — 
(I alwaj’S forget jthose Itish couiiiios) in her land of 

potatoes. and r’ncuinalism gnd ” 

” Common sense ! ” said the irritated mate, walking 
off with a nod to Miss Pulgravn 

“ ’Deed ! ” said Biddy Slidterjq bending .her head 
back slowly and proudly, ” I’ll not let j’ou draw out 
my picture any more now. You can pairtt ]o/ninna’s 
picture instead ! ”• 
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Constance Palgrave 'put^ her arm around the girl 
and drew 'her down upon the seat beside her brother 
and herself, and fell to praising her dark hair, her 
“ blue ” eyes, and tin; delicate flesh tints of her cheek. 

“ And he won't paint Jo/;anna ? ” whispered Bridget. 
’ Miss Palgrave kibSed- the calm, regal face affec- 
tionately, and returned her whisper in her little brown 
^^ear, ” He won’t paint Joanna. Bidcky dear ! ” 

Bridget loc,>ked across the deck. Jcaanna’ 'D’A^-fy 
had appeared with Miranda Jenkins, and both were 
looking her way. 

” Does he paint pichires on Si.’ndays ? ” she whis- 
pered again-. 

“ He shall you this afteriKJOn,” whisper('d Miss Pal- 
gravee ” You* know the Captain has cliurch in the 
morning.*'’' . ’ * 

'Bridget smiled, and slowly nodded her head. She 
watched .Toanna furtivel}’. Both' J.Iiranda Jenkins 
and Joanna D’Arcy were in conv/nsation with the 
matron. " * 

” Wluit is‘'tl)e matter with you now, Joanna?” 
said the matron. ” You lof^k as savage as a tigress ! 
Everybody sevans to be bewitclied on this sliip. It 
must be that Jonah, 1 feel ceitain.,” 

“Let’s ’ave a ’all hour'up an’ down, Joanner,” 
said Miranda, “and git an nap’pytite* for the soft tack 
an’ train boil, as mother calls it ; •come on ! (Over 
on that side ! This wet sail is blockin’ the way ’ere.) 
i wish that ’Uxlson feller would give us a bit more to 
eat ; inoiher ses ’ow'- ^e’s starvin' of us all.” 

“ Oh ! • what wicked Ifrs ! ” said the n)atron. 

The two girls \ralked away, and Miranda said to 
Joanna — * ' 

“ Lnmm}7'’J<V>-nner, ^f the Ole Chicken ain’t gone 
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on that there *lklson ; aai't yor dear ? ’Ow 

does it feel like to be in love like ? W 3 \ I loves you 

more’n any man alive ; I can’t niinderstaii’ ’ow eny 
man can git fond of a gal in pedtiroats nythcr. 1 wisli* 
the Capting ’d let ns dance with (‘ach other on Smidy 
afternoons, when they ctmv'S up ’ere ; .that’s 
I like, Joanner. The men cmild kivc one side to 
theirselves, and wt* could ’a\e the hother. hav ? 
1 loves Je.wrcin’ with anolln'i ^;iL don't you ?• ” 

“ Oh ! is it makin.cr game of me yo\f are, Miranda 
dear — like — like* every hod\ ? Oh ! don't talk* let us 
go up and down tliC' deck faster. I wish T could run 
away from the. sliip ! ” 

“And you were a-singin" this morning like a lark 
on a .sod*of grass in .i eagi , hie- fatir r used to kive 
’angin’ out of 'is» winder in '.At kney,^' said* Miranda, 
perplexed in Iut (urn at Joanna's sudden inelancln ’y. 
Then she whispef-'d. Ain't yer seen 'Udson this 
nioining ? Wnt’s the mailer ? ” 

“Oh! please (tai't,’’ nmrnmred Joanna. “Ach! 
it i.sn't that ; t'on d<ai’t under.stajid. 'singing ! 
indeed 1 was; is fior iPnit — it’s tuie. for 'von, dear! 
Do you beli<'v<‘ in the evil eye, Alirand.i ? 

“Do you mean tha't Dr. Jiouer feller, wliat shoVes 
liis gold specs into ;'J1 our bunks every mornin’, 
sniffin’* with his nose hke a mangy dawg at a bit o’ 
butcher's riK'at 0*1 a stalk ha>*? ” 

“ Oh,, no, P() ! Never minJ, w.alk kister ; don't 
look at Biddy over there. Come cm ! ” 

“ Miss Palgryve ’asn’t sjiola^ to us this nmrnin', 
’as she ? 1 ain’t ’cid 'er, Joanner. ’As Biddy been 

tellin’ lies about yer ? ” ^ • 

“ No, no, not that. Walk faster ; remte on! '' 

“Oh, yA’s ll*e Capting, ♦ look !* ar.p there’s ole 
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Shackley runnin’ to gfet<:n ’fs fust ‘ ’Ow-d’y-do,’ sir ! as 
usually.” ♦ 

The chief mate, with chin projected, was hanging 
'dn the words as they fell from' the mouth of the master. 
Despite the fair easterly nature of the south-east trade 
■^md. (which, if it held, » would carry the Young Pre- 
tender quickly over a considerable arc of the great 
circle the master was sailing her on)^ Captain Jessup’s 
humoiif was growing visibly worse day by "day. .As 
already related, his quarrel with the Doctor had been 
a constant source of depres^idn to all in the saloon 
except Miss Palgraye,* and the ' advent of Patrick 
Hudson had but slightly alleviated it. But the last 
few days, a complaint — which, the tropics always 
broug'nt with them to add to tlie master’s tribulations, 
and to stVaip his ten*iperamental patience — had mani- 
fested itself in more than ordinary and former viru- 
lence. It jisually disappeared as ' the weather grew 
cooler, and needed no medicine but abstinence from 
stimulants, tea, and c,'''ffv;e, and the like ; but the 
master’s' reluctance to consult the man he had quar- 
relled with, and his self-crect<?d barrier to the surgeon’s 
professional sympathjy apparently aggravated the 
temporary indisposition. V It, at Iciist, did not improve 
his temper. 

Captain Jf'ssup received th(y*mording report with 
short snatches of disapproval. The ship could lay 
half a point to windward other course,- and the trades 
would sufclj' draw ahead in a day or two ; and when 
he looked at liis comj>iss fixed under the poop deck in 
his state room while he lyas dressing he saw that the 
ship was a quarte^.of a point to leeward. He would 
have the sliip kept on her Oourse (he said), and not 
run off to leerkir^i like ti!|at ! Then he ha(i had to wait 
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two minutes for his bati ; he .would have his bath 
tank filled at two bells (fi-^ o clock) in future, instead 
of at three bells. He knew the pump was rigged early 
enough, for he heard it working half an hour before 
he got out of bed. How was it his bath was not filled 
before ? And who hung up that boat’s sail right 
across the poop ? Hn everybody’s way f 

The chief mate reflected how he might put the 
blame -on the third mate ; liiit he remembered that 
Hudson had sent the boy to the pump half a*ti hour 
before the usual time„apd he, Mr. Shackley, Ifiid been 
walking the poop ajl that time the w'ash-deck tub had 
bc‘en filling. And his presimcc rtien; tacitly .sanctioned 
that of the sail. Presently the rr.astet asked who 
had the pump rigged so early ; and in th?; prevailing 
spirit of his contrariety, complained th;^t, the noise 
had awakened him, and he would have none of that 
in future ! His hath should be filled when the steward 
requirc'd it. Mi. Shackley grasped al hi >chance. 

“ Why, that was Mr. Hudson’s doing.” said the 
mate ; ‘‘ and I tliought you nad tiald him to dry that 
lug sail.” * » 

” Ah ! he’s no sloven ! ” cried the Captain, veering 
lounti again. ‘‘Aye*! he tvouldn't let my boat ^ails 
rot, not he ! Where’s nn. tiiird mate, eh ? He’s the 
smartest officer I’ve ever had under me. W’here’s 
Mr. Hudson this morning ? Where’s the^'third mate ? ” 

” Forred, sir.” 

” Forred, eh? I won’t have any officer -of mine 
working like one of the hands ; didi'f’t 1 t#ll you that 
before, Mr. Shackley ? He's to keep his watch like 
an officer, and attend to stores, 1 sa,y ! He’s got the 
best head for stores 1 have ever st’en on.a third mate’s 
shoulders# I’ll, have him aft, wliei^ y^trds and sails 
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are all trimmed arid proper^ Go and fetch the third 
mate ! No ! don’t blow t^;at whistle of yours as if 
he were one of the men. Go and tell him yourself 
1,hat the Captain has sent fof him. Mr. Hudson is 
a smart officer and a good seaman ! Say Captain 
Jessup requires his attendance on the poop.” 

Mr.'" Shackley found the”third matte right out on the 
bowsprit, shaking the fore-topmast slay with both 
hands, while a man inboard was preparing a tackle 
to set rip the lanyard of the stay. 

” Anybody would tliink yoji jvere wanting to get 
as far away from the poop as possiblt,^ this morning,” 
said the mate. ” Tliat st;iv is all right. Put away 
that tackle, my lad ! ” (to the able seaman) ; ' go 

and lepd a hand to squeegee-down the maki deck ! 
You’re mor? use ther<y! ” There wa§ a wolfish snarl 
in the chief mate's voice. 

” The stay’s a bit slack, I think,, Mr. Shackley,” 
said Hudson' surprised. 

“ Come in out of that ! ” said the mate. ” There’s 
Capt<'iin Jessup wanting 'his own ‘blue-eyed darling 
boy,’ like' the gal in the song.^ Hurry aft with you ! 
he’s counting the seconds on his best chronometer.” 

” Anything wrong, Mr. Shackley ? 

The. mate was incapable* of making a reply ; he 
turned away, biting his nether lip, ai^l rubbing his 
bristly chin. ^ 

When Patrick Hudson reached tlie poop on the lee 
side he saw the master stanamg right aft at the taff- 
rail ; and l!.etwe(fn him and the. advancing third mate 
were gathered in several .small groups some score of 
the young womeri. The matron wished him ” Good 
morning ! ” pJeasan'Hiy as he. approached. Hudson 
replied to the^'^Gld Chicken’s” greeting*, with an 
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excess of politeness, raii'ng his cap — an action he 
usually reserved for M^s Palgrave. He merely 
touctied its peak for the rest. By the side of the 
matron now stood Briflget Slattery, who was alsQ 
smiling at hini. She had said Good morning ! ” 
like the matron, and it seemed to others there thjit 
Hudson’s smile, a«d response, and safutatioii ‘^’with 
his cap, were comprehensive of her presence as well 
as of -tlu^ rhatrdn's. Biddy .turned her bljic-green 
eyes (tnose eyes that could quickly turn to 'almost 
a deep emerald shot v^'4h* azure, in the mornfiig sun- 
light), turned them^quickly in the direction of Joanna 
D’Arcy, now walking up and down behind the boat’s 
sail with Miranda, on the other side of the deck. 
Joanna was immeoiatc'ly looking iii her dirf^ction. 
She saw Hudsoa’s jileasant smijc as lie pg«.sed along 
and disappeared. Then Bridget battery laughed 
one long laugh of victorious delight, infecting the 
matron lu'rself, who relaxed her thin li^fs into quite 
a perceptible simper. 

“Gracious m<“, Biddy! 'what changeable girls 
some of you are. I could liardly get a" word from 
you down below this morning, you were so glum. 
He-hC-lu! ! what arc* you ^lughing a< ? He-he 4 ic ! 
Do stop, please ! ’ 

TIktc was q.note jn the Keny girl’s strange and 
unexpectc'd merrimemt jthat ^'woke a dfffe.r.cnt chord 
in some dark ^recess of Hudson’s soul ; and he passed 
on wondering and slightly peiturbcd. He had not 
looked toward Joanna ; but hb felt tllat sli?' had been 
looking intently at him. 'Hie events of the preceding 
night, a few hours ago, were picturi'd vivicily in his 
imagination. And he had ind('e(^ wished to get that 
morning a» far ^way from t^ie poo^ Ss^.po^sible. Mr. 
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Shackley’s words had^ kke^a fluky stroke in a game 
of billiards, made a surprising cannon ; and perhaps, 
if Mr. Shackley had only been aware of his cannon, 
no tyro at billiards would have shown so much satis- 
faction at his stroke as Mr. Shackley at his. The 
chief mate had played off the Captain for a pocket, 
and Tihd inadvertently struck J6anria, as it were. 
Hudson was quite certain that the reason he •wished 
to avoid the poop (at»least until tlie breakfast 1^1 
had cleared it ‘of Captain, passengers, and emigrants) 
was foi*’ Joanna’s sake, and nothing more. And he 
had meditated had he not ? — a vifit to the Captain’s 
state room after brefikfast, on business of a very 
personal nature ; for it related to his reinstatement 
in the^forecastle, as an able-bodied st'aman, ahd a sug- 
gestion tluut th^ boatlswain, who was an intelligent 
mail, should be promoted to the position. 

And the reason for the Captain’s 'consent was that 
he, the third" tnate, was creating general dissatisfaction 
among emigrants and crew : but the ^■eason for himself 
— the motive of his actioL — was it not Joanna ? But 
would his'detion, like another fluke in a doubtful 
beginning of billiards, would his ball hit something 
else*— somebody cBc ? P^*rhaps he had better — —? 

He faced the Captain, and pouched his cap, nautical 
wise. 

Tlie mastA began tf) question Ijimself why he 
wanted the third mate, except to talk to him, and 
for the sake of it ; but after a few words about the 
bath, and 'a req'ucst thV kc would always in future 
see the i^unip rigged early i^s he had done that morning, 
he fell back on kis favourite theme of late, namely 
the savdng of.stores'and the scarcity of water, as the 
passage had aij£?i(iy been.an unusually long one. 
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Hudson answered th(^ Captain with an effort ; 
he was turning over the| other matter in his mind, 
and he was longing to broach it. Presently the matron 
began to call the young women below ; for the thre^, 
married men who acted as porters to the single women 
were carrying loaves of bread, and paijs of tea ^id 
coffee, toward the Scuttle in the passage on the'^^iain 
deck leading.to t\ie fore cabin. 

Standing as he was, facing forward, Hudson caught 
a glimpse of Joanna at the doorwa>^ of tha*hatch; 
she had turned her feiae ’toward him, pale and sad ; 
yet there was a-^woak attempt to smile ^t him on her 
lips. The Captain^s back was toward him, and Biddy 
Slattery had gone below first. Bift Hudson looked 
blankly, *eith(T, it seemed, right at hex or else at Miss 
Palgrave, who had taken up ju position .by herself 
near the mizen shrouds, toying with *a rope above 
her head. Hei* brother had gone below again, saying 
that Mr. Shackley’s chin had remindocf him that he 
himself had forji^ottcn to shave tliat morning, a sin 
of omission which his sistet^ said was jpne o^f the few 
deadly ones which she never could forgive’a man. 

Hudson consequently did not return Joanna/s 
weak smile. She in noeril ; he must save* her 

frpm licr enemy — lupisclf. He was conscious of 
her glance ; ^out ignored it. Something within 
his soul dulled any f.vttempt at reile(*tion. Joanna 
descei\ded the ladd<r, Ijpr long red hair wind-blowm 
about her neck ; l\pr strange, beautiful eyes, with 
their concentric rings of grt^ and brown "and amber, 
misty with sudden moistuij^. A lump of upcxf)lainable 
self-pity made her throat feel sore, and she vainly 
tried to swallow it. In a swift ninming hour she had 
become Ate ofc the self-tQ>-tured'lcJpt,‘oncs of love; 



?84 “ ACT lOF' GOD ” 

and the weight of a self-crea.ed foreboding bore down, 
unopposed now, her pa^ionate spirit. She dis- 
appeared ; and Hudson’s eyes roamed from the vacant 
doorway to Miss Palgrave, and from Miss Palgrave 
back to the doorway, and from the doorway to the 
Cr^gtain. Surely Joanna. had been in peril? From 
whonr? Not from himself — Patrick Hudson ? 

“ Why, yes ! there must have been great ex- 
travagai)ce in dealing orit the stores when that Somg;- 
ville was third -.nate,” the master was saying. 

“ Oh ! there will be eiiovg-h for another three 
months easily^ sir,” said Hudson. .. i 

(Lo\e is no^ full of pity, as men say, 

But deaf and cruel where he n cans to prey.^ 

Yes, that .was the motto on the title-page of that 
absyrd book tnat Miss Palgrave had lent him !) 

"Aye ! if we reach port in three ‘rnonths we shall 
do well enough, Mr. Hudson ; but I was never ship- 
mates with a Jonah before, were yoy ? What about 
the water, with that makeshift for a condenser they 
put aboaM of us in London ? . I don't want to shape 
a course for Cape Town. I always go as far south 
as I can at this time of the^ year.’’ 

" It will give us all a pint ^nd a half a day," said 
Hudson. » 

" It won’t Surprise me* if the engine gives out en- 
tirely before long,” said the rpastcr. " Qh, my back ! 
D — n that Jonah ! We should be, getting over a gallon 
per man, according to tjje makers, and easy pressure 
on the donkey ! I want tij run the easting down in 
fifty ! We’ll lose ta month of Sundays if we have to 
call at Cape Town ! ^ 

The master tnQj!//d across to the dog-vant fixed in 
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the rail, and Hudson foiiowed? The poop-deck was 
deserted by all but Mr. Sha''.kley at the break on 
the lee side, and Miss Palgravc at the weather mizen 
rigging. Presently tho> steward came aft with th^ 
saloon breakfast, and, going below, rang the bell. 

Mr. Shackley turned and looked toward the C^t^n, 
and the latter m£fde a step tou'ard the comJJanion. 
Hudson felt .that, he must speak his thoughts now, or 
lui. might have to wait until arfter breakfast, jind then 
perhaps his resolution would be gone.* 

" Captain Jessup, •sic f One moment, please ! I 
have a favour t« aik you.” . , 

"Well, Mr. Hudson, what ’is it? Speak out!” 
said the Captain, turning round, piftting his hand to 
his backT and swearing under his breath. 

" That you will rate me as '«n at^e seoman again, 
sir ! ” * - 

The master gpened his keen eyes wade, and WTinkled 
up his tanned forehead in surprise, • ” 

" Why, what jn the name of Napoleon Bonaparte, 
first cousin to the devil h'dnself, do ^mu want that 
for ? Ain’t you satisfied — what ? Ain't you my 
third mate — better fed and paid than any able sea- 
man ; with a berth 'in the saloon all to yourself ,* and 
you never need to put^your hand into a tar bucket, 
or to handle #a spi^'^ ? Wiat in thunder has come 
over you novwi eh ? ^ Oh I* my back*! 'D — n that 
Jonah.!” . ' 

" I am afraid — w^l — I think, sir — I mean> I don’ 
think, sir — ^you see, sir — I — * 

“ Now, don’t aggravak<i me, Mr. Hudson. I feel 
cross as an anchor-stock this morning ; and if it’s some 
fad or another, you can talk to^e about it another 
time. Btit don’t you think I’m gdSn^ to let you go 
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forr’d again, because* rm^,fnot; rest easy on that 
point ! ” , V 

“You won't let the boatswain take my place, 
sfir ? ” 

“ I won’t let anybody,” said the master. “ I’ll 
htyt’e you third mate, a§. you’re on the articles as 
such ; ' so that’s all about it ! ” '• 

Hudson was trying hard to think of a specious 
reason why he should be granted his request ; bjit, 
for his ’'ery life, he could not. However, he walked 
a little way with the Captain* toward the companion, 
and ventured, to allude ,to the dissatisfaction among 
the emigrants as to the quantity of provisions and 
water they were" receiving ; but the master sealed 
his lip.? immediately by replying that he, and he alone 
— the Captain of the<y£)MHg Prdender — was the only 
man. that neeaed satisfaction, and his third mate gave 
him that, and there was an end to the discussion ! 

Then Hudson clutched at a straw, feeling himself 
dragged down into the depths by a, treacherous will, 
and said that the noise Oi the emigrants in the fore 
cabin next dfis berth prevented him from sleeping in 
his watch below. The Captain permitted an approach 
to a'laugh, while he straightened his back, his hands 
on his hips, and said — ' ^ 

“ Is that all ? Well ! shift yqur kit»'nto the berth 
next the chief mate’s. Clear put all Ahose sails, and 
put them into yours, and tfll the stew,ard to make 
it tidy then you’ll have your sleep easy enough. 
Why couldn’t you tell jne that before ? Come on, 
Mr. Sha’ckley ! Breakfast ^ is waiting ! Hulloa! Hi! 
Mr. Shackley I Breakfast ! That Jonah won’t have 
left us a crunsb by ^his time. . Now, Miss Palgrave ! 
Hi, Miss Palgfavi; / Have,, you no appetite tiiis morn- 
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ing ? ” (He threw his voicc^ toward the open skylight.) 

“ Somebody’s slaying his^ thousands like, Samson ; 

I can hear his jawbone going like the crank of the 
main pump.” (The cabin biscuit was already the-* 
home of the weevil, and the Captain’s jest was a stand- 
ing one at sea.) , ^ 

Hudson walked aft again, but Miss falgraflj 'did 
not follow the master and his chief mate down to 
the saloon. She remained ajt the mizen shrouds, 

*•. I . 

leaning back against the pin-rail and* playii^ with 
the bight of a rope tJaU: ’hung down from the fair- 
leads above her,heiid. Hud,son looked^ at the shm 
delicate throat, and small pink ears, and pointed 
chm ; and looking he longed to heardier “speak a few 
words, nd matter how commonplace they might 
be ; and he thouglit the mor,e commonplace the 
better just now. She stood there, not ’for a secpnd 
looking his way^ swinging the bight of rope, throwing 
it from her and catching it again, as if>shc had de- 
termined to forg(^ breakfast altogether. It was like 
looking at sunlight playing \,.n the surface of a pool 
after a dream of volcanic fire. * • 

He stood at the binnacle waiting for her to turn 
her h’ead. The man 'at the, wheel, he with the mn- 
healed wound on Ifis cheek, presently said — 

" I can’t qujje see the compass, sir ; if you please, 
Mr. Hudson, siri” ** _ 

Hudson moved aside ; he had inadvcrteAtly stood 
in front of the binnacle ; but the man’s e^jpessive 
civility made him smile somewhat grimly.* Then he 
caught sight of Constance Palgrave’s eyes glancing 
for a moment in his direction. He smiled again, 
or rather prolonged his previous sAile into one a little 
less grim.* Theij he thougjit he's^wa reciprocal 
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smile on the lips of Ihe w^man ; and he walked for- 
ward as if to pass her. as he drew near — 

Well, Paddy dear, and did ye hear the news that’s 
♦goin’ round ? ” 

The voice was so soft that had he not been so near 
li^ahad not heard it at alh It was a direct invitation, 
and iTfe accepted it. (To be sure ! Sunlight on the 
surface of a little shallow pool ; what else ?) 

“ What news, Mis5> Palgrave ? As ‘ distiessiul ’ 
as tha^ of the song which you have learned of 
late ? ” ^ . 

'' Distressful ? You poor m'^lan^^lioly people, all 
of you. Come over liere behind this mast ! I w nt 
to talk to you. (Yc'S, steward, I know ; I shall 
have some cofhx* in my stale room, later*' on. Tell 
the Captain 1 ar-i not coming to table this 
morning.) ” 

The steward, who had put his head up the com- 
panion, disiSppeared, and they heard the Captain 
below, at table, shouting his nam» . The mast and 
the suspended boat’s sit 1, and tlie big ventilator of 
the lower hold, and the coilb o** ropes on their Ix^laying- 
pins around the mast — all effectually hid the two 
from the gaze of the lielmsmah. The quarter-deck 
below seemed quite deserted. Miss Palgrave con- 
tinued — 

Now teh me, are you hooking so distressed, 

you silly man ? Is Joannn not kind *to you? Did 
sh/v ke('p her word ? How absurd ! And I have 
been envying her all nfglit ! ” 

These \yere not the commonplaces that Hudson 
had been prepared for, and he began to feel like a peni- 
tent before 'a strTnge confessor who found excuses 
for faults inStei^d of coFdemnation.- The ‘singularity 
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of this woman's frct'dom aiftractdd all the adventnrons 
nature that had made hii^ a careless, almost a con- 
scienceless, roamer of earth and ocean. Yet he felt, 
in he** presence, rather* as a fool than as a sinner.^ 
The time had passed when he could treat her playful 
insincerities with (he quiet, irony he ortcc felt 'hey 
demanded. She p6t her hands behind her back, 
and pouted her lips, and half closed her eyes. 

‘‘jOh ! what a perfectly artless, unintr'restiirg crea- 
ture you are ! ” slic saiH. ' \ 

“What has art to- do’ for men like me?” said 
Hudson, with br<it a. dim comprc'hc'nsion of his own 
meaning or of hers. The feeling was growing strong 
within his breast to t.ike this woman in hh arms 
and tell h-^r all. The fear of a chance pair of eyes — 
such as those Jx,mkiniir(“ ones-'’~somy where on the 
main deck, which commandi.d this sjrot on the pOv>p, 
alone checked iuj,n? She seemed to divine the thoughts 
in his mind, and gently shook her head. 

“ Not now,” shii said. 

“ You said ? ” he inquiredl .« 

“ Not now. Tell me about last night, do ! Ah, 
I can guess how you longed, and longed. It is the 
way with men. linstace has had his little affairs, 
in Paris, you know. Hqw dejected he used to be- 
come rVhen hkidirst loye deceived him, and she went 
to the poet Pensage. ^You hait» nevdr heard of 
Pensage^ the ppet of the n^ew school, have you ? ” 

“ No. Oh, yes ! slightly, that is — youJkiftttracra 
but 1 am not dejected, Miss— 

“ Sh ! say Constance, sq^Jly ; do ! You may di 
it here ; nobody can hear ! ” , • 

“ Constance ! ” The name was %nore 'sighed than 
whispered. • Yes, Jie was a gr#at fool !• 
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“ Say it again, sAftly !v Like PudiBert in Salo- 
mon Lascivonde’s Mofctle.’l 

“ Constance ! It is a beautiful name ; it means 

tonstantia, faithful and firm in all things ; it means 

What an amusing English book you gave me to read 
yest erday ! ” , 

“ B'osh ! my dear Paddy ; nd sentiment, please, 
or I shall not love you — but you may tell me what 
Joanna -means, if you like.” 

“ I rdilly doh’t know ; what does it ? ” He affected 
an affectation of ignorance. > • 

“ It is feminine for John, and^yov. ought to know 
what John means ; it' is something Hebrew, is it not ? 
something Jewish, and Biblical, and pious, I am sure. 
So that book about kissing amused you ? ‘i thought 
it would ; k is delightfully serious.” 

She laughed, and Hudson noted every sound white 
little tooth between her thin red up,per lip and the 
softer rounded lower one. 

‘‘ The name John means ‘ the graejous gift of ’ ” 

“ Yes, yes,,. I knew A was something like that. 
But you and I — Paddy! — heve fine Roman classic 
names. But won’t you tell me about the reluctant 
Joatina ? She looked as sad as j'ours('lf this morn- 
ing ! Yet, when I was waking, 1 thought I heard 
her singing somewhere below— or on deck — one of 
those lugmbi'ious B ings— cnopgh tougive my canary 
a colic, 1 declare ! ” , 

-- .^do you w'ant me to .toll you, you strange, 
delightful ‘woman ? Shall I tell you how I — how 
she, I mean — no ! how— ^h, ask me no more, I beg 
of you ! I cannot bear to hear you mention her name ; 
I cannot explain r^self, but please talk about anything 
eke.” 
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Miss Pnlgravc brought 1 or hands together in front 
again, and for a momt'nt <,ouched both his. shoulders, 
looking at liim with half-closcKl longing eyes. Then 
slie j)ut her hands behiwd her head, in her favourite 
conversational postunv and sif^hed affectedly. Hud- 
son had never s('en Madame Rejane, at ^that time -at 
tlie .mounting of lidr career in Paris ; but Mi5s Pal- 
grave had sat in the stalls of the Vaudeville, at the 
Ainbiga, at the ephemeral Grand Theatre,, dozens 
of times with her brother, and as manj^ withcVit him, 
in tlie c.ompan}' of h»r choice. She had laughed at 
the ecjui vocal and witty raillery, at. the brilliant 
spontaneity of the incomparable^ Keju ; and in laugh- 
ing, ajrplauding, cheek by jowl with the great Sarcey 
himself, sfic had done what all men and women do 
in major, or in c\Tr so minor, part ; sli^ had made that 
which she had gazr'd upon and felt, and loved, in- 
destructible choj'dk in the harp of her own life. She 
W'as not consciously an actress, in any proper sense 
of lh(' word, for sl*e had never needed to be other than 
hers' If to all men ; her art .iciality wa^ of her very 
essence ; but as there may be “ men ” born only to 
suck out the poison of books, as Ben Jonson sa 3 ’s, 
so ther'e are women who seem born only to suck but 
all the original sin of imaginative dramatic creation, 
and mJike it thoir owm,; and in the making, transform 
it, until it almost appery a part ofi^iersoilal ^rirtue. 

She \i’as speaking, rath^'i murmuring s'oftly his 
own name. Ah ! wljat barriers here, po 
eager sjurit ? What Name Ho hurl liiim 'back into 
the gloom of questioning^ ^arkness ? What ’sancti- 
fication of action, as fleeting as the ttiought that ac- 
companied it ? This vivacious, joy^^us, fickle w’oman ; 
merr}^ wlfcn sho chose, as •a sunn 3 i^ shallow brook 



292 ACT (OF GOD” 

leaping over its whitAie/i p^!bbles ; languorous awhile 
as a child that has played a^l a summer’s morning, and 
would rest a space of afternoon ; this 

“ Padd}', tell me all ! And you knocked as I told 
you ? Ah, you rf)gue, you deceiver, she answered 
yoH^I. You know she did.! ” 

She did not know, and he felt it'; ‘but her questions 
sent the prayers of his dark hour, into a limbo of 
eternal j£ibsurdit3'. In ‘'one swift moment he’fojLind 
himself daugliihg at the memory of the onlj' memor- 
able renunciation in his hfe.'tlK' on!}’ action in which 
he had takem an undoid)ting bottom step on to the 
innumerable rungs ot the ladder that lead upward 
to tlie perfecting of soul. Well, the knot had been 
in a ‘fair way to be tied ; and with the wlute clouds 
drifting past, tVe sifn mounting in ‘its gloiy of pro- 
grei^-iion toward the nteridian, the vessel cutting its 
way faster and faster through sjfja/'kling sapphire 
and tumbling ' snow, he congratulate/! himself on his 
escape from the tow-line, from what was now past. 
Of course it_was past ! Joanna had been towing him 
into a whirlpool, and she would have been the first to 
enter it ! What fools moonlight and music made 
men and women. “ No sentimept, please ! ” and 
here was this growm-up cfiild of the world bidding 
him take and cat of the fruit w^tjun hi#, reach without 
one silly :?elf'^appr:iL'ir.g thoug^it of the willing owner’s 
risk ! Well, Dominick D’Arcy was krtocking, at the 
r'u..«,iioql’s paradise — tli/it was his concern! 
This woman was not for*tiim any more than his sister 
was for Patrick Hudson^jihis friend, more than the 
brother ever coiild,know ! 

“ I shall tell yqld nothing. • I only want to talk to 
you ” 
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“ Say Constance, say ‘ You iittle devil,’ like the 
French,” and she pouted a^ain. 

“ You sweet little devil ! ” (Her lips were very 
close to his !) » * 

“ Say Constance, I command you, Paddy, dear fool ! 
and don’t be serious ! The only stirious^thing in this 
world, Eustace satys, is art. Say Constanct. say, 

‘ Constance, you jjweet little devilish arttst ! ’ ” 

“^You dear, delightful, sweet*, little devilish artist ! ” 

“Ah, say ‘dam devilish!’” she A’hisper^^’d. “I 
have heard you say iiKfh nice things dovvai there in 
the hold, and yai 'von’t say them up here on deck. 

I shall have to listen at the veAitilator this morning, 
when you go down there for some casks* of beef and 
things.” • 

“ Yes ; but ctisks don't roll* agajnst one’s shins 

every day, you little darling devilish Dominick 

says that in Irt'lTind the people say of good people 
that they are ‘ devilish ’ good.” 

“I know! Joanna told me. I like the word — 
but ” , , ^ ^ 

Her voice sank to r soft whisper agan'i, and she, 
for the first time, cast down her ej’es to the deck, 
and her cheek grew scarlet for one sw’iit instant. *She 
hesitated. 

“Say what d” ,, 

“Say what the boaj^swain's sail pne Dig htj_ 
when you we^e pulling (h\ the ropes and Singing in 
the wind and rain., I heard him saw ‘ 

1 was in the saloon, and all the mc'n laughed, and you 
did yourself — I heard yojiJ Eustace was up here, 
and came down much amused, but he w'ould not tell 
me all. I want to rentwv the sensation, Taddy ! ” 

j '^“/f im linitu' ? le (Gat'lic). 
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“ Oh, about some \Vomen on the main deck washing 
clothes — was that it, y()'i jlittle heap of indulgence ? 
Why, I should be shocked if I tlionght you really 
neard all of it ! Dominick D’Arcy said the man should 
wear a padlock on his mouth ! ” 

'iph ! lifp is so fulL- of variety, Paddy. Why 
shoulcflie not exhibit his antipathy -to us little hand- 
fuls of clay ? He calls us ‘ .sj)are ribs.’ _ Never mind 
that se.i^timental Irisliman, with his imj^rovements of 
Gounod' and Mozart. Oh, dear ! go on, Paddy ! ” 
“No, I protest, I will not.- I am not so devilishly 
good as that,* Constance <1 ” , t 

“Bah! You clisa'ppointing sailor! That boat- 
swain’s mqte at'least comjjrehends the value of sug- 
gestien, which I told you (the first morning *you spoke 
to me) is' the a‘;al basis of mystery. W'hy, Paddy, 
you-are not bad ; you are quite whoh'somely common- 
place, and I really believe you arp- pious. Those 
devilish Irish* people have quite spoiled you ! ” 

“ The first time you spoke to mo, was at the East 
India Dpeks, 4I0 you no ( remember ? You gave mo 
a shilling-piece for carrying your luggage aboard.” 

“ Yes ; and I saw you no more until we reached 
Plymouth ; but I heard you singing as you pulled 
at the ropes above my lieacl^in that terrible storm in 
the English Channel. I thought you were ' quite 
dj.fi'vrent frorti wh3^^y.0u really^are.” *< 

“ Ah, Constance, you wilLnever know, what I really 

“Pooh!' my dear I’addy, you’re just a man, and 
I think I .understand niep. I am not an ingenue 
from the south "of Ireland to tire a man with her 
blessings and praters. But' I hear the Cajitain’s 
voice in the companion*— move away! f shall see 



“ACT OF GOD” 


29s 

you again — in the saloon- -afte, your breakfast with 
the second mate. Go farther away, still 

“ And yours ? » 

“ Fm as hungry as q, shark. My hunger is a conf- 
pliment to you, Paddy dear ! I shall have mine in 
my state room. You and the Doctor can come in 
whcm I have done.* (Sh ! The Captain and thc^mate !) 
And shall we have steady winds now, Mr. Shackley ? 
And will church he at ten o’clock this morning, or at 
elc\T.n, Captain ? I Hke so much to hear ;^bu read 
that big Bible of especially Pjuteronomy, 

verse and verse about with Mr. Shackley.” 

“ I had an army chaplain #or a passenger once,” ' 
said Captain Jessup, “ and he gave me fi few lessons. 
Ten o’c^3ck on the quarter-deck, ^ miss — church, 
when the cold v;eathcr comes, will Jdc ia .the saloon 
again — but you have had no breakfast*! ” 

“ I shall ask the steward for some coffee and take 
it in my state room ; so strange that 1 should have 
a poor appetite Jthis morning ! Mr. Parrish and Mr. 
Hudson will be at the. sale m tabic now, so 1 should 
have to wait. Ah, here’s the Doctor.* ‘Gomg your 
rounds, Doctor ? Come and have a chat afterwards, 
before churcli.” * 

Hudson had joined tiie second mate below, and 
they ‘both w'cre nearly finished breakfast when Miss 
Palgrave dcsceudccf to th? sia.t. c., J'ooy, .whi ch she 
shared^ with her brotlier — the •large room with settees 
and square windows communicating with U^^bejlli- 
Tlic door of this state room '.vhs wide bpeirand hooked 
back, and Hudson at tlie after end of the saloon table 
was conversing v'ith the artist, who was reclining on 
one of his stale-room settees. » The ‘second mate 
pn f(^ned»talking to the coloured sty*>vaid about ships 
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they had respectively sailed in. Mr. Parrish had 
a good-humoured tolera*/yon for anything he did not 
understand, and that included most things outside 
Mie boundaries of navigatioi\, seamanship, and the 
wages to be earned at various occupations afloat and 
ashore. His envy of other men was bounded by 
his prof^jssion'. The steward WcLs receiving ten shillings 
less per month than Mr. Parrish, and a pound a month 
more than Hudson as third mate. The rate of .wages 
was tlie iactor khat coloured the second mate’s opinion 
of the dignity of any walk indih‘^ and kej)t his jealousy 
of Hudson from inteiforjng with liis, digestion. The 
steward was Mr. PanislTs inferior (aiid Hudson’s 
sujierior). When he heard Mr. Palgrave say that 
a picture by a French painter, no big.iv^r thanM division 
of the '‘fictile ” on cabin table, »was sold for ten 
. thousand francs, and only took a week to paint, and 
that Mr. Palgrave could paint a picture as large as 
that in a day^if he liked, the saloon passenger’s im- 
portance in the scheme of things winch govcuaied the 
second mate's ideas, gf ;W' admittc^dly vast. Mr. 
Palgraw: s iiliierited fortune sgemed nothing to wiiat 
he could (‘aru by his art — his ‘‘ profession.” 

‘kVvfii : you do astonish me,* 'Ir. Paiilgrave,’ sir! 
I never tliought as liow you could (‘arn all that rnont^y 
if you liked, wiiich in cours' you havcui’^ any need to, 
it ain't likelju B ut, yo\: could' if j-^ou wanted to, 
couldn’t i'e, stew^ard ?' My^ Word ! we ain’t much 
after that, eh, sto’od ? Wliv. tlic ole man, and 
Jonah neither,'" ain’t gCttii^g half of that m twfive 
calendar inonlhs. You won’t kncjck out that at 
your colonial cating-housej sto’od, if you work a 
month of Sundays, ^with them sixpenny dinners jwn’re 
talking about.*” 
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“ No, sah ! Mr. Pd-gray’S gjay gcnnelman ; Fse 
ahlways noah it true.” 

“ And Mr. Hudson he^, he knows extryordin’ry,/- 
knollige for a feller Vj^hat’s been afore the mast ? 
but what’s the use of it, sto’od ? what’s the use of it ? 
He can’t turn it into money, like you can your knollige 
of .sto’oding and C|)»king, and Mr. Paulgrave’s facture- 
paijiting, what ? ” • 

Mr. Palgra’ve silenlly laugk' d — an inward laugh ; 
Miss Palgrave, sipping' her hot coffc('»and m'unching 
•4icr biscuit and bn tier. -smiled ; and _Mr. Parrish, 
the second mate gtinned. 

“ What 1 think about Mi. Hudson,” said the second 
mate, well pleased wilh liiin^elf, speaking to Miss 
Palgrave falmost for the fn.-^t lime, below or on deck, 
during the passage), what I tWink ^is tlys here. A 
feller like him, with a liead on him fdr figures, and . 
books, and a good seaman too — we all know that — 
ought to have been master of a fine shij by this time. 
How old are yi^u — turned thirt}’, Hudson— what ? 
You can give me five years, ’’m only five-and-twenty ; 
but I’ll lay I have a , ship in that timo,-if *'she’s no 
bigger than an old copra schooner trading to the 
Islands.” • 

(Mr. Parrish turned to the steward again.) “But 
what i thinks about Mr. *Hudson, sto’od, is this here ; 
he’s too ficklc-mind(*(l and tliy g;ds, t hat’s 

what it is. A man wlfat Jias ileverDeSn second mate 
twice running, nor twice in the same shin, js.gi-hai 
I call turmadgeous, *sto’od t. *He stands '‘in his ovm 
daylight, he ” 

“ Will you kindly repeat that expjession you used, 
Mr. Parrish?” said Constance, , smiling. “Did I 
unde^ptamJ you 40 say ‘ turnaadgeoug#’ P ” 
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“ Aye, quite correcV., lllisc Paulgrave ; turmadgeous 
— out-and-out.” 

1 . “ ’Tis a fine word,” niui mured Eustace Palgrave. 

“ I like it.” 

The black steward made a sudden gr.ab at the 
word, as it were, and su’d to the second mate with 
conviction — -j •' * 

“Yas, sail,' Mr. ’Usson’s churmaijus, I’sc ahlways 
say dat too.” t 

“ Corse he’s 'got the gift o’ the gab, sto’od, wfiat ! 
But it woi*\’t stand to him' <at tlie pay table ; he’ll 
just get his f,our pound .a mon<^h and not a red cent 
extry, and that’s the ^ast well hear of Mr. Hudson- 
able seaman and' the ole man’s darling.” 

Mifs I’algraye looked at Patrick Hudsoil; and the 
dimples came into thv; corners of her mouth. 

“It’s fine to be a free man, IMr. Parrish ! ” she said. 

“ Aye ! for tlu' like of Mr. Paulgrave -what can paint 
pictoors worth hunderds of pounds sterling, maybe,” 
said the second mate. 

“Y'ou secin intere.sted ( in my future, Mr. Parrish,” 
said Hlidsan'. 

“ Your footurc, my lad ” (Hudson smiled at the 
scccmd'mate. with five years’ (oxtrd weight of assurance), 
“ your footurc is with the ^als — er, ’scuse me, miss ; 
I didn’t mean anything out of commcyi like. ‘Well, 
no matterj sj[o’od _._we alf knows*our*own game best, 
what ? ho, I don’t want n£) liiore coffcp ; Piri going 
on dp<-k now : it’s my watch, and I’ve got to rig up 
the pulpit "for* the ole <nan ; ’and Mr. Shackley's 
wanting to come below to take tlie kernometer time to 
the longitude. So long, ImV. Hudson ! My respects, 
Mr. Pauigra-vt;. H«pe to see you at church, miss.” 

The second* nUite of tkc Voting I\rctcndo.- brushed 

• ^ 
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the biscuit crumbs ofit his fa<4ed<^ serge jacket and rose 
from the table ; and the sideward cleared the table 
and went to his pantry. ^ ^ 

The second mate pu^'on his cap in his berth, and 
then went on deck. 

“ A good officer,” said Hudson, still sitting at the 
talje, looking afk‘r*lhe second mate. 

“ His word ‘ turmadge^ous ’ fits yoif beautifully,” 
said Miss Palgrave. * 

” What doi-s it mean ? ” said Hudson. 

“What matters ? ” sftid Eustace Jhilg:tive. “The 
man that inveffied.it was an artist. I^yvonder where 
■“arrish got it from ? ” » 

“ But a word must have some* meaning,” said 
Hudson. * 

“ It has ; it iiKvans you,” said C^nstajicc : “ and 
that Mr. Pr.rrisli is British to the core. Tiie hypocrite ! 
If he only kne.% 5 itill lliat ]\liranda Jenkins has told me 
about him ! 01', you men ! you men r” 

“ Well, I suppQse I shall liv^’ and die ‘ turm dgeoiis,’ 
Miss Palgrave.” ^ , 

“ Oh, you can call ire Constance, before my "brother, 
can he not, Eustace ? We have become great friends, 
Paddy here, and I.” " 

Mr. Palgrave leaned Ijack on his settee and looked 
silently at liip sister.^ He ^lassed his hand over his 
smooth, freslilv-^haveii, saUax^fic/j a^. the n ItCUfic d 
it towa,rd Hudson, siftii>g at \he timle "W '‘•fTaesalooiT 
with the log slate now in his hand, ^r^er.ffig yp .the 
course and distance made g( od in the preceding watch. 

“ Children, amuse your.st'lves ; nature demands it,” 
said Eustace, his fingers gliding from his face into the 
heavy dark lock of lurir above his bro'^, and slowly 
through K, and •down the back haif*lo return to the 
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smooth soft check, by. the thin long neck in its loose 
open collar, and fleshy rc'inded chin. The effeminacy 
of the gesture was very apparent to Hudson ; and 
fho careless, almost indiffeif'nt tone in his voice 
stirred the memory of a buried sensation into re- 
pugnant acuteness. It \yas but for a moment, and 
then H'adson felt quite at his ease. 

“ You are the essence of tolerance, Eustace dear ; 
you are the most artistic Christian in the world, dear. 
Come iff to our -state room, Paddy, and see Eustace’s 
‘ Atys and \Tybclc.’ Here is the .study for it in chalk-. 
Miranda’s portrait sketch in oils, there, is for the 
Atys ; and Bridget Slattery’s is for the Cyhele. A 
great deal can be suggested in two lialf-lengths, as 
in th,e chalk study. Look at tlic reluctarfce in the 
pose of Aiy,s ! Look at the arms and turned neck ! 
Is it not fine ? But you will tliink the costume, 
the draperies, anachronistic. Of coarse you cannot 
understand ‘eternal triiths tliat have nothing to 
do with temporal fashions,’ as Eustace says, can you ? 
Even that far from stu|^id Shakespeare could not 
understfmd-thcm, could he, Eystace dear? ” 

" Oh ! Shakespeare ? Pooh ! ” said Eustace, 

H^clAb'n stood at tlie door, looking in. The walls 
of the state room were becoming covered daily with 
sketches and studies, for under the con5.tant stimulus 
of hi^. sister’^ ad mirat ion and reiicctad criticism the 
egotism di ii..i orother tvas folding a mope persevering 
continuance, than it had done in the earlier days of 
the voyage; ~liudson said he admired the Cyhele, 
but thc'.vHy.s (Miranda) did not attract him. He was 
looking at the oil studies, iw)t at the two women 
together in the chalk study. But he said he thought 
(with apologies foj his want of appr^ciatioa- of what 
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were probably the /ine * things in painting) that 
Miranda's head would an excellent youthful 

St. John. ^ ^ 

Ah ! " cried Miss J’Idgrave, rlapjnng her hands, 
you are coming on, 7n{>n chcr ; that is just the point, 
is it not, Eustace dear %The old masters always 
majje their Giovcwhws out of certain foTninine t 3 "pes, 

and so did tlie (hecks that beautiful sofi of Hermes/' 

• • 

“^Funimne, Constance ? ” .|ueriod Eustace. “ Be 
careful f How do yoii know that Ifudson has not 
udiod that tiresomu HJecked the Docty.i wants me 
to read ? ” . . 

^ “ Well, you know what I rr/ean, dear,” said Con- 
stance, and, for tin; si'cond time that morning, she 
cast dowff her eyes, and the faintest, swiftest blush 
reddened her cheek. “ But what* a pify Paddy knows 
nothing about art, is it not, dearest boy in all the 
world?” 


” I ain’t a-goin' to sing no 'ymns,” tame from the 
fore cabin, faintly audible., 

” Ah, listen to Miranda, i^.)w ! ” exekymed Hudson, 
turning round toward the other end of the Ibng Saloon ; 
” that is her voice; there is none other lik e it in the 
ship.” ^ ^ 

” It is the voice of tlje nymph of Salmacis,” said 
Eustabe solcnynly. 

The steward had gone fcTv\^rd ,^p tlig ga | le.v.,^ J 3 lit 
the mate had jrow come bidow lo takelTlcTTIt^craeter 
time for the Captain^ who w’as on thcjjp.o.p .with his 
sextant taking the morning’ altitude^'' When the 
Captain had shouted " ^tc^ '. ” for the .third time, 
the mate went on deck again. * 

" Come and listen • to Miranda artd the ' Old 


Chic^n'4'' said Miss Palgrave. V^We cannot dis- 
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tinguish their words sc fhr ajvay. Come, Paddy ; 
it is your watch below. ”u. 

o. “Yes, go and amuse' yourselves,” said Eustace 
Palgrave, “ and I’ll put on a-.clean collar for churcli. 
Where’s the Doctor ? I’m dying for a discussion 
about Jonah and the w.hale’s belly. That medical 
man de.csn’t believe anything inte\crting. He laughs 
at Laban’s flbeks of sheep and goats, and Jacob’s 
hazel and poplar rods which changed their colours 
so charmingly- as related. Truly, that Doctor is 
a great PlTkhstine ; I could -> almost love him ! Hr^ 
science is so.iStupidly iK.ter])retatJvc jaf Biblical bio- 
logical phenomena, that I have to forgive him his 
want of faith ; out it is a libel o,n the prophet jonah 
to give that scientific Philistine his name. 'However, 
we shall not hcp’c t > tlirow him overboard to save 
the Mnp, that is evident ; his science is our salvation.” 

“ You dear belii-ver in e'a:rything P'ice,” said Miss 
Palgrave ; “ ite have an hour to church yet. Come 
and listen, Paddy ! ” 

There were .several woit,ien talking at the same time 
in the lOre e.ibin, but the matron’s voice and Miranda’s 
were more distinct than the otlier voices, by reason 
of tKeir peculiar unsimilarity to the majority. 

“ ’Ow is it I can’t be ei*iowed *to say my prares 
down ’ere nice and quiet along with jo^mner arid the 
othc^C Hifish ^'als^cjl Wot do'^want to go up there 
7or to 'em tnC ole Citjrting readin’ aljout Rachael, 
and Lear,^,,and Sairey, and all tliose ole Juices for, 
eh ? He afn't no clergyman, is ’e ? I says it’s 
disgustin’. Last Sunday we ’ad what Moses tliought 
about us poor gals in petJicoats. I never wanted to 
do enny of them things wot Moses says, not me ! I’ll 
watch it ! I'm gpin’ to stay cIovti ’e^c with Jowmor. 
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My father’s got little /mecldl«is and things just like 
Joanncr, and I likes 'er prates, not all that Moses- 
and-Hareon cliuckin’ of sWiies at us pore gals ! ” , 

" Your father and ther attend divine service,” 
said the matron, in her best voice, ” and so do all 
the respectable girls, and tlv? married women, except 
the |azy, dirty Ifisih ! 

" Don’t you call Joanner that,” aaid Miranda 
fiercely, “ or ” 

“ I am alluding to the married women, my dear,” 
fladd the matron quickly. - ' .1 

" You allude t,n mv ” paid Miranda, and all the 

’ * 

girls in the fore cabin laughuJ. Joanna D'Arcy’s 
voice was certainly not among them. Shj2 and the 
majority of the Irisli girls were evidently in the lower 
'twoen-deck. There followed a noisy clvshing of 
tongues among the dozen or more in the upstairs 
fore cabin ; mo^it of the girls seemed indignant at 
Miranda’s contumacy, and applauded tire matron. 

(” Do smile, P^ddy ! ” whispered Constance. ” I 
think they are very amusi,ng. That ^tul^id, slow- 
witted matron is inimit.'ible. Listen to her ! ”) 

” Miranda Jenkins, I shall not only report j^our 
conddet to your pa refits this afternoon ; I snail give 
you a bad character at the depot In Sydney ! ” 

Mirrfnda rcpjjed that she ^jdn’t care a pickled onion 
(one of the matnon’s* tfoMccM.-s tp tjjpse jn h er .d nily 
favour) what ^le Old Chicken ; shp’vrtSTiaot going 
to church. She did not like the ” J e ws ;.m d . J uiccs,” 
and the w'ay they ” carried «on ” in tlieBible. Ano 
then the two eavesdroppers heard the rnatrcfn and 
the others ascending to the poop. There was a silence 
in the fore cabin, but they presently heard Miranda 
humnjjng •'oftly tp herself a London ;«uSic-hall ditty, 
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and then the voice of Joantip, who had seemingly 
ascended the lower laddl'^^ quietly, and unobserved by 
't Miranda. 

“ Is it praying you would, be, Miranda ! I heard 
you below quarrelling wth the matron. Indeed, I 
never heard you pray at any .time ; and as for me, 
I feel more like crying, God help me, ! ’’ 

“ No ! but I ’ate that Ole Chicken,” said Miranda ; 
” an’ I’ll stay along cf you, dear. What’s making 
you cry, J o ? ” 

(Hudson ^ind Constance cou'd hear Joanna softly 
crying now, pnd the first made a movement to turn 
away from the partition.) 

‘‘ Ah ! let me bathe my eyes, Miranda ; I’’ don’t 
want anybody .to know.” '* 

(Gonsta.ico P.algrave df'tained Hudson by simply 
holding his left arm, which was around her w'aist, with 
her own left hand.) 

” Is that ’Uu^on feller not good frens with yer, Jo ? ” 

“Where’s — Biddy — Slattery?” inquired Joanna, in 
a broken voice. ^ 

(The two in the saloon could hear the faint splashing 
of waiter in the basin as ]f)anna bathed her face.) 

“ Gone up on deck with the Ole Chicken,” said 
Miranda ; “ wot’s she been a-doin' on now ? ” 

“ Oh, nothing, Mirand.' ; I only ast-ed you.* She 
- wat me day. a;nd vjght ! ” 

(Hudson would hav; lunred^away again, but Con- 
stance Ralgrnyc still detained him with her left hand, 
and by her right hand also, whidi was toying with 
the lobe of his ear, as ^ her wrist rested on his 
shoulder.) 

" Well, Joanner, she ain’t got much to look at of 
a night time, ’’as she now ? You silly girl ! 
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" I don’t know, V^ra ida ; but I could t('ll this 
morning tliat slie was’watcbmg me all last nighl ! ” 
Wot ! lookin’ at yer /yin’ in ycr bed, d’yer mear|; 
eh ? ” 

" Oh ! I don't know what I mean. Don’t breathe 
a word to anybody, Mirania, if you love me, dear ! 
Sh» has the evil*e^e ; she has come between*me and 
my lu'art’s c\esirc;! Don’t you hate tl*e sight of lier, 
Mirand^ ? ” 

In corse I do, if she’s telhn' lies arbout you to the 
*"T51e Chicken, and c.iite yTlu a waimin 

“ No, she dr-'s not tell t’uo matron anything now, ^ 
Miranda ; the matron is very kind to me of late. 

1 cannot understand her at all, nor' Bridget neither. 
Ah ! whaT did the matron mean by warming *pan,’ 
Miranda ? ” 

” Don’t ask such rummy questshins, Joaitiner. 
’Ow do 1 know.’* Per’aps it’s yer ’air.” 

” Ah ! sure, 't’s not that. I wouMn’t mind that 
at ail ; but somoiof the girls already have it that it’s 
Miss Palgrave’s ‘ warmingSjjjran ’ I am^ and always 
when, when Mr. — wh»n Jlr. Hudson ancl sKe have 
been^talking together with me on ttie poop^” 

(Constance PaJgrave’s eyes caught a downward 
glance from Hudsoi/s, rjjid, for the third time that 
morning, she ,'ast li.-rj dow% and blushed.) 

‘‘ Miss Palgra^H',” continued’ Jog ma, real 

lady tom Fngland, *and i' Am very’*1T5nS of her, 
Miranda, and 1 lovq to see— him — ^i ^ a |c ing to her, 
for he’s gentle, too, is Pat — ■ — ” 

“ So you call ’im by lis ^Christjin name, Jb ; yer 
can’t be out with ’im, then ! ” 

“ Ah ! I don’t know. Biddy Slattery has come 
betwi/'n fis, Miranda; this* morning* I 'could see it I 

j 
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My God ! I won’t let I’er'havf it all her own way. 
I’ll ” • 

^ “ Sh ! don’t get excited/i Jo ! Wot’s a silly man 
feller, to be botherin’ ycrsSjf about like that ! I 
wouldn’t give a cokernut on ’Amstead ’Hath for the 
best man feller that ever lived. , I’d rarth^r ’ave a gal 
like yoh for comp’ny enny day , ^hen yer not a(;tin' 
the fool.” 

• » 

(Thef e Was a lengthy 'pause in the fore cabin. ■ Hud- 
son and J.Tiss Palgravc stood niotionless in the saloon. 
They could l^iear Eustace Palgrave in his state room 
humming, in ,a strangely monotonous key — as usual, 
when he attempted a song — Victor Hugo’s’” Berceuse, 
as far as the, words went ; but n()t Gounod’s “ Seren- 
ade ’.’ setting so far as Mr. Palgrave’s miisicT) 

” And is ‘it tl'..e foOl you think I’m playing ? ” said 
Joarwia D’Arcy, in quite a passionless voice now, 
and hardly as if she were asking u' question at all; 
” is it a fool yuu think I am, Mirand*a ? God forgive 
the woman who comes between me and the man 
I love, fpi I , never will ; ^and it will be a bad day’s 
work for that woman, that’s ah ” 

” QVii . Jor ! Don’t frighting us, Jo! I’d rather see 
yer in a pushing ! You do look orfle 1 Come and 
let us sy our Sundy prare^ down with the other 
Hirish gals in the ’tween-|l'jck ; come on I This ain’t 
.play..iji er it heavier ;^, come on !*” ■ 

” Aye, let s go downrltai’-s-; but it’s litj;le mipd I am 
in for praying, ^ Miranda '. God in Heaven have pity 
on me ! ” ♦ 

The two .girls could then, be heard descending the 
lower hatchway. 

Hudson looked at Miss Palgrave and Miss Palgrave 
looked at Hudson, and* the wom^n evitJsntly e.x- 



“ACT OF GOrJ” 3ft; 

jt ' ■ i ^ 

pected thnt tl\c man/\v()i!id‘ sliow visible amusement. 
But slio saw nothing but >y>^.at seemtxl sudden melan- 
choly, and what was oeallj'’ contristation brougl>. 
about by the reflectio/ that he himself, but a few 
hours ago, could have held fast to his heart the yielding 
body, and •jflressed lib lip.s vipon the fei'Yent reciprocal 
on«.s, of an innoe'eat, affectionate, beautiful, young 
woman, a njaidtya who welded the impulses of love 
to the desire of heavenly s.aficiions and the .fears of 
hell’s temptations. An Iris]:i maiden, d'^mut and 
'Pure as the man in whom she trusted ij.':g]it leave her 
by the will of God. 

Love is not full of pity, as men sa>%; * 

ticaf ;ind cruel \\heie he iinMUs to prey. 

• 

He felt further away from all *thaU was ‘of hCHiour, 
and faith, and steadfast, unh'anng trust in himself* 
than ever. Yet* Heaven knew he had had pity, and 
it had brought him no peace ! The coarseness of 
the dispute in the fore cabin grated on the finer sense 
of the dignity of woman diat laid re)j;iaiiii;d to him 
through all hi-, years ,of careless living. ‘AudGie felt 
no gratitude toward kliranda for her defi^ioe Jo- 
anna. And no thanksgiving for the night’s victory 
exalted his soul. Wit h^ Constance Pulgrave by his 
side, one hai^cl laid lighth^on his shoulder with the 
familiarity of uifderstood rolaJ,jonshin — with tljis Con- 
stance,, who allowed witl*' a f (He.rant compi^hension — 
that yet excluded all seni-ment — hisn-wn arm to 
encircle her waist, he had st«od silent, serioius, listening, 
as mean of purpose as, any eavesdropper ; ’she, as 
curious as a child, with the sensatidns of human ex- 
istence still unexperienced, a woman wRose imagina- 
tion flight be bltse, but nof her body. 
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"The poor scnlimenthl ' create ure,” said Miss Pal- 
grave. ^ ■' Wliat have yoV ^’een doing to her, Paddy, 
deceitful lover ? Oh, y'ou dear wicked man, 
I can't have you running Biddy Slattery as 

well ! ” 

'■ Biddy Sl,attery ! ’’ saM HiKlson, astv/uished and 
perplexed, and turning to Cons*^an«ce in half-abject 
appeal ; " it’s ever I’>iddy Slatte.vy with her ! I 

haven’t spoken twenty wends t(j tliat blacjc-haired 
girl since-.she came aboard ! Wliy, you know that, 
Constance! v_The evil eyeV •Joanna’s a bcautifuT 
little fool.’’ t 

“ ‘ Chantez, chan-tez ton — joii-ou-oiirs,’ ” hummed 
Eustace in .the slate room. 

" Beautiful ?. How dart* you, sir ! Look at me ! ’’ 

" A beatitifu,! kttleVool ; and she sings so divinely 1 ” 
said Hudson. 

" Mdrat ! that melancholy yangy' Irish stuff ! ” 
said Constance*' "You know you don’t like it ! Put 
your arms around my neek, there*! Tenez! Now, 
you may — oh ! don’t b(i too voracious I Call me 
a little'' devil ! Oh ! ’’ 

" there ! — little — there ! — devil ! — theye 1 — 

you— ah 1” ^ , 

" Oh ! not again ! Now, we’ll go to church, and 
ask the Captain to read q.'5’out Joseph arid Potiphar’s 
wife — ajjd th 5 i iiTj^iossikV,' Josej)h ! ’’ ' 

" You like that story* ?*' Rnpossible Joseph ; ah 1 ’’ 

" Of course do. There 1 ngw let me go ! It is 
a masterpiece ; and what sensible p(;o]>le those 
Egyptians were ! no siyy. sentiment about them. 
And such grcait artists 1 Even Potiphar treated 
Joseph like a gentleman, and not a bit like a Jew 
would have treated Potiphar under similar cbndltioiis, 
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I always loved 11 ic: F/;y'pttai*s ; and the women were 
delightful, from Potiphar’s . »vife to Cleopatra! No! 
no more just now ! Unhaiid me, villain I ” 

“ You — little — devil You have faith in nothing. ’ 

“ Where are you going now ? ” 

“ To shifi- all the sails nut of the berth next the 
maj.e’s, as sooii 4 s«I can ge't one of theliandsto help 
me.” • 

“ V/hat for ? ^Love-sick K^nieo deliberately throw- 
ing away his ladder ! Why exchange»that fpr another 
■serth ? ” 

‘‘ To take up my abode ir.'it.” 

” Why ? what for ? You ar^ not one of the Joseph * 
species, Paddy ! And 1 believe you* arc* ip love with 
me, after all ! ” 

' • » 

Hudson gave a great sigh tha? mr^le Miss Palgrave 

smile, and said — 

“ Ah, perhapff I wish I were — one or the otlier — 
you sweet little devil ! ” 

And Patrick t^udson wont up on deck to call a man 
aft to help him change his sleeping b^th from that 
next the thin boardeci paffiiion to the cme next the 
chief mate’s berth, and then came below again with 
the inan. 

Miss Palgrave and lu^ brother went on deck ; but 
Huds’on, aftejr dismissingt;JJio seaman at the end of 
their joint labours, ^at in hi:^ncw berth wrapped in 
thougl^t. 

Presently, as ho sat there, his head resing on his 
hand, a united murmur •ascendc(^ Irmja the after 
'tween-deck. Some Iri^r women, dowm^ thefe, were 
saying the Confilcor togetlier, from the “ Ordinary 
of the Mass,” and in the Irish tongue. * 

Hff plainly hejrd the repetition, mo choir fein, 
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trc mo choir fcin, ire mo mio^-chdtt^ jein! ” and, guessing 
at its meaning, he strueJ^is breast and cried, “ Mea 
mlpa, Snea culpa, mca nia^S^ta cul’ia ! ” as his own 
Irish mother had tauglit himUhen a child. 

At this moment a hymn arose from a score or more 
voices on the quarter-decl;, the Captain seeding, and 
Mr. Shackley' lingering behind \; ' U)le or two. ^He 
could also distinguish clearly uiie black steward’s 
voice emixiasizing the . name of the Saviour with 
a peculla.'; gustt.. At length the steward descended 
the companion ladder. ' He conUl see the third mate 
sitting by the ^pen door of his new berth, and, stopjhng 
' suddenly in the midst 'of a hymn lie was Humming to 
himself, saicj 'with some surprise— 

“ Ma golly ! 3\Ir. ’Usson ! Wliat fo’ no go 

ter oJiurchy .eh, ,sah 5- You ain’t got no ’ligion no- 
how !. ” 

Patrick Hudson did not raise his ’’jead to look at 
the coloured sf-'ward standing there,, with a pile of 
plates on his bent arm. He had pu^ on a stiff linen 
collar which bound his neck tiglitly, and the black 
skin bfrlged ‘Over its sharp'edge, 

“ Go away, man ! ” he said savagely, “ and don’t 
bother me* with your talk ! ” 

A minute later the Doctor *came *oelow, and halted 
at Hudson’s berth, lookinj^^n at the doojr. 

“ Ah ! Mr. Hudson^^ you’ve 'dharfged your roost, 
eh? WhjJ'aiiTyou noj‘'''s;ngin{i hymns pip there on 
the poop ? Listen to them ! ” 

“ You youreel? do not'seem fond of prayer-meetings, 
Doctor ! ” 

“Oh, I’m Joniih, the saintly prophet, am I not ? 
I’m holy enough, a])parcntly. - When do they throw 
me overboard r ^Ha-lia-ha ! Hc-he-hg ! Hoiv strange 
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it is that I should be ^okud apon as the Jonah of the 
Young Pretender ! That w jrd Jonah is. beginning 
to tire me.” 

“ Strange ? rtverythibg is strange, mysterious 
no man understands hia fellow-man, nor even himself ; 
the wrong m m, and the wrong woman, and the wrong 
we^do, and the^ «nWt we* can’t do! •Beginning to 
tire you — ha-ha-hah I I give it up, • Doctor ! I’m 
going on deck to be amuse^. I have a right to ; 
it’s my Vatch below'.” 

• “ There’s sonudhii^g ^<ihe rdattcr w'ith tiiat man — 
he laughs all on one, note,” said the. Dtjclor. after the 
third mate had left the saloon * and, w alking around • 
the saloon, he at length came to t.<e panti'y, where 
the steward was wiping plates and dishes with his 
apron, singing softly to himself, <is wch as iris Sunday 
shore-going collar would permit. 

“ Yes, something wrong ; don’t you think so, 
steward ? ” 

“ Tink wiiat, sah ? ‘ Hololooyah ! w'id aal yer 

might end main ! Ugh-ugh-kerrongh ! ’ ” 

“ Why, that Mr. Hudson W'ants medicin?, eh ? 
Liver wrong, eh ? ” 

‘“No, sah ! he noadi live wrong. Mr. ‘Ussoi* live 
like sailahman ; out hv git mi toy smaal w'age ; it 
mak^ him streppessly crh-iky. Him no praay — 

‘ M y iftaster broosc dcr sarpint’s head 
, And bind him \»-id ihaui ; 

Come brudders, hololooyah slioiu ! 

Wid aad yer might end maii> *r " * 

Hololooyah! Kerrough ! ugh-(^ugh !”’ 

“ Ah ! ” said Ihe qudhdam Navy sufgcon, taking 
off his spectacles and wiping them carafully with his 
hamper jhief, ” you arc lyrother psychological curi- 
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osity, iind j^ou’ll chhkc in that tourniquot 

of a collar. ^ I think I’ll |o to my berth and pass half 
an honi with Herbert Speltear’s Prirrfplcs. I wonder 
’ is there any ethnic conn^ion between starched 
collars and hymns ? The steward never sings hymns 
except when he wears a collar ! ” 



CHAPTER IX 


• " • # 

Sunday '.flernoon Dominic^ D’Arcy, to- 

1 getlier ^itli*s<‘vend otLor young nion^and a few 
man led* couplt^s who liad daughters^ assen^ded on 
t^je poop for the two liouj^s’ inteicouise with nie single 
women permitted weekly by the Ca{)tayi and Doctor, 
according to the regulations. , * 

D’Arcy, as w(dl as an3'body else ,amgng the emi- 
grants, co^ld coinniunicate as often as 1]0* chose with 
his relative ; for by this time tlie 4]uarirT-dc^L,k, though 
•forbidden to the single men, wais frec^\*' us('d by fliein 
(without correctuui hy the officers) when they wished 
to exchange' a hwv w'ords of friiaidh' ^u'eeting or idle 
banter with the girls on the poop. Still, Sunday 
afternoon, in fin? weatlua, was an o]:)portunity for 
general intercourse and pi ivate coi^nnunicalions, 
and it wais also an opportunity that tlie majorit\^ 
seized still— des})ite .the increasing discoiV.ent j\ith 
(werybody and cverviliing — for tla* exhibition of 
Sunday raiment. Girl dormed thinr best, and 
those who wove tliem. Some of 

the men wa)re w’aistw'oals, '-.id silver w^atclnchaiiis, 
and st Arched collars ; aiu? oii; of ;lie married men 
a tall black silk hat-*-or wiiat. liad 440.CV. been a- black 
silk liat. Mrs. .Jenkins ho<dved into hBr beautiful 
little ears a heavtV jiair*of»mid-Victjjrian gold orna- 
iiK'nls, and put over her fat hands a pair of soiled 
kid ^oves, and on her Jiead a bonnut with scarlet 

V3 
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cherries, and a spotted .vcnl. \^er husband, though, 
persisted in wearing a gay-coloured flannel shirt 
withoift a collar, and aii italian aionch hat of the 
Jjeriod, to the outspoken di^ust of his wife. Many 
of the emigrant girls possesseas*but one pair of boots, 
and no stockings, and walked baref cote’ll, ring the 
week, l>it they all covefod thV^ii* fec’t on Sundays. 
A male emigrsnt — one of Dominick D'Arcy’s cousins 
{for he hi^i two on the ship) — persisted in carrying 
a walkil'^r-stick,. a malacca canc with a silvcr-i’nouhted 
head to it, that had belonged to Dominick’s gran<t- - 
father, and it* was looked upon by most of his com- 
panions as an emblem of family dignity. 

Dominick him.';elf on such days was a little more 
attentive to his attire tlian on weekdays.*- He wore 
his n*ew soft fell hat und a loose black silk tie reserved 
for Sundat's ; ‘a frilled cotton shirt with a very low'”' 
collar, and well-fitting black suit, a«d long, square- 
pointed shoes.,. Miss Palgrave said he “looked the 
musician and the artist from top to toe ; from his 
long, dark, cutling hair, and calm, dreamful eyes, pale 
cheek *anU mobile lijis, to<-the long-toed feet in their 
low-heeled, flat-soled shoes.” A remark that had 
set tSre impressionable artist’s pulse racing madly.* 

Indeed, it was evident that ftn Suftdays, on the poop, 
Dominick D’Arcy intenseiNjiAli'sired to look the* “ ar- 
tist and the musician.” I nongll he had Yicver studied 
music out. of liis nat iee’* vnyitry, he. had read about 
student life in continer;.<il cities ; he haci seen foreign 
musicians in“DiTi>.lin ; he .had Idoked at portraits of 
famous, artists, singers, instrumentalists, and others 
in the windows af music Shops ; arid he had sirlected 
the type he wished* to imitate ; having, by the gift 
of nature, shoulders that c;irried a thin black foai with 

t • • 



“ACTlOF GOD 


315 

dignity, dark, thick hq^f tliJtt made a splendid setting 
for an oval, pale face, and fingers and toes long enough 
to satisfy Ihe dp.r*.ands of ■'he amateur. ' 

But Dominick D’Arc'*' was a sincere artist and 
student, despite his w«?ik vanity in posing as a typi- 
cally-mar'a.'jvs'd one before ijiss Palgravc. The latter, 
thoTjgh she had tra*.'el]ed m^lch ajid mis^d with men 
and women in all grades of European society, v^as not 
what Lavater would have ri;cogniz(!d as «' physiog- 
nomist. ‘She did not, at “ the first aspcict of an^ man,” 
■^ft^l emotions of afi'ej'.tio« an*l attraction, or of re- 
pulsion and hatred. She had studied \yt more than 
natuH', and the manner in wlikh a thing was done 
affected her more than the truth of Ahe*rcsult. Her 
brother’s favourite comment on the woid truth, 
when uttered in connection wit^n art* was Pilate’s 
'^tmanswered question, “ What is trutfi ? ” Constance 
Palgrave Iiad nu'cle it her own, and accepted it as 
something sceptically confirmatory o{*her own belief 
that everything ^was true — even those things that 
tiresome people persisted m denominating false, and 
•which, for the sake of cm'ivention, she -hersejf had 
perforce to gr.;int as false. 

That Dominick D’Arcy posed as an artist delighted 
her. That his manner of playing the violin was so 
full of a graceful self-sat!l«^action, charmed her more 
than his music.* .Anti then he was so pictoriaUy 
dobonajr and^atfcctt;dl^’ virivose wdien he talked about 
his fiddlf! or his flute, thar she'could forgive him any 
liberties which his unformed ahd imj*..ativb talent took 
with the mast('l'pieces of Beethoven, Gounod, or 
Mozart. ” Your ftecktie, ;«5 h chcr, w*;ald hot be amiss 
in the Luxembourg Gardens. Ha’d you ‘been French, 
now !• A*id won^tlie Prix d« Rome ! Ah ! ” 
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“ Snro, Jlisb Palgravo, yoirtclo not think 1 iiavo 
really so much talent that 1 slioukt have done so well 
in Paiis ? You flatter me too munh ! We had ex- 
cellent professors in Dublin, »po ; there was ” 

“ And then the Villa IMedic'ij at Rome, afterwards ! 
Ah ! perhaps you would Jiave written a opera ! 

Oh ! w-Jiat you miss — you Irish— « cooped up in that 
Dublin of yoims ! How can one study there ? Zest ! 
he ! pooh ' ” . 

And -sjie. shrugged her slender little shoulders in 
derision, and in quite la treidc Quariicr Latin. Her 
own affectation revelled in his, and, doing so, cor- 
rected it. 

The two verc^ sitting side by side on the skylight 
above the lore cabin ; and Jfianna, on the otlier side 
of Hiss PalgiMve, .was silently listening. Miranda 
had been of the group at fust ; but, with the later 
coming of her mother, she had been ^cimpelled to take 
a seat on the Wiheel-box gratings, right aft. Hudson, 
whose watch on deck it now was, walk(;d the weather 
side ; and ajipi'ared disinclined to ajijiroach the group 
at the skyliglit ; for he only glanced toward them for 
a moment as he. passed behind, and there was little 
chance that they might .see him. The poop, on the 
lee side at least, was somewhaborowded ; and as nearly 
(iverybody was talking, t^l- naturi* of the virions 
dialogues simultaneously taking place- was indis- 
tinguishable by anybody but. those engaged in them. 

Dominick D’Arcy had t>*ckoned oncc' to Hudson 
with the familiarity of assured friendship ; but the 
third mate had evidently not seen ■ the giisture, for 
he had not taken notice of if. And jiresently, as the 
conversation .proceedi'd, he left the poop in charge 
of his su])erior,‘the chief iriiilo, and took to thecqiurter- 
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dock below with tlic 4')oct6r,. who had been walking 
a londy w^^lk atl wartsliips under the brfcak before 
his “ surgery ” uoor. / 

Joanna seemed disinclined to talk at all, but at 
length she said — 

“ Ah I’E'jminick had no Rccd to go to foreign parts 
at aJl ; he won grdc),t prizes in EVablin then, «lid you 
not, Dominick dejir ? I wish I were btick in Ireland 
again,, MJss Palgrave. Ah ! why did we leave it ! ” 

“ Oh, my dear Joanna, 1 kne^w Ireland is a dilightful 
' pRce ; at least I liaw IieTlrd so ; and I love the Irish 
so much ; but 2 ’onr brother anderstauds*exactly what 
1 mean, don’t you, Mr. D’Arej' ? ” 

“ Perfectl}^ Miss Palgrave ; but ybu {ire too good 
to show so much interest in me, whp am so poor. 
Jife are all }x>or in Ireland, alas ! * Oi^r. poverty isvonc 
of our virtues. We are the jiostenty of kings,, but 
it is our destiny iVo suffer. Shall I play that arrange- 
ment of (lounud's ' Lc del a viaiic la •Terri',' and will 
you sing your {^irt ? See, I have my violin with 
me ! ” 

Miss Palgrave had uot fJRled to see the’ violin, nor 
had anybody 'else. They had often heard^ Domipick 
play it of .a Sunday 'evening. Several emigrant? on 
the poop-deck were .standing near for the purpose of 
hearing anytLung that Dorhiniek now might play. 

‘‘ Yes, in a momAit. Let me see, the words are 
rather pensiovny, are vadV I used to'sing them 
in my brother’s studio wllen he was painting a group 
of nuns at Benediction — I was* cver^ one #f the nuns, 
by the by — fine ’reflections^ from a blaze, of Candles, 
you know ; and ife said he wanti'd td feel his subject. 
So I used to sing to create a religious atrnosphere. I 
am aiS aAist ; s<f is my brcfVher Eu?|ac*e, the painter. 
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We love everything tJiCjt is b^.utiful, of eonrse, every 
things and Mozart and Gounod,^ and nuns singing, 
and processions of priests 'jwith caiiul 's aiid incense, 
and all that kind of thing, you know, ol course we do ; 
we should not be artists if we didn’t^ should we ? 
Eustace loves churches, -and temples, arx<i mosques, 
especicftly mosques,-, and so do I--i-i ” 

Dominick began to tune his instalment. 

“Oh, t love Mass -.vith music, and incense, and 
flowersS ” said Miss y.algrave, “ and the little bell 
tinkling, and tlie priest genuflecting every momPiit' 
with all tha-l ’beautiful embroldi-ry on his back; es- 
pecially in a dark ch’urch liki- Pisa Duomo — you were 
never thert,’of course— but I don’t lik(^ it in a thurcli 
— sych as that hideous Moorfields Chapel— in London, 
you" know.* I;u,stace thinks tlie Roman ritual vejnr 
fine' he really jireh-rs it to tlie Greek Orthodox, 
and he prefers the celibate priest To the otlier sort. 

I remember, iii Constantinople, at -the Greek Patri- 
arch’s church (you go through such a charming little 
gardeju o.r court to get in) he said, after the ceremony 
— a grand"! unction — I forget -nhat it was, but there 
wa? Mass^ineludcd — and tlie way the rM Patriarch, 
with his long grey beard, came put of the opening 
in the Iconostasis and s^ung his censer reininded 
me of that high priest i i that poem , of Pensage — 
Eustace said that married men, /ike most of the Greek 
priests, always spoil/ tlio * effect. They ^ook such 
fathers of families, ailci they have not that delightful 
hungry lof-k that the Roman priest has. But no 
matter, let us sing this legato heaven-and-earth thing 
of Gounod. Come ! have you the* music ? Ah, and 
the vocal part for myself, "with interpolations for 
you, eh? Bon !,V - , * 
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“Ah,” sighed Joaniia. 'She exhibited no interest 
whatever in the copversation. 

“Why ire y r » So sad, Jofcinna ? ” inquired 'bomi- 
nick, “ and Miss Piagrave so kind ! It is an honour 
to me, Miss fPalgravev' to be permitted to — to talk 
to you a]5,d' to' listen to you, and liave you sing to my-^ 
er — -^o my audac^ijas improve merits on Moz,tnt and 
Gounod.” (“ We are indebt(*d to your charming 
audacity, Dominick,” munpured Miss -Palgrave.) 
“ But it'is exc(‘llent practice for me, and I dorit know 
what I should have ,xIone for s5'mpritJiy had it not 
been for you, Mjss I'algiave ' ” ■ ». 

“ Ah ! I wish I were back in Ireland again,” said 
Joamiu. 

“ Nonsense, Jo/ianna ! ” said h('r brother. 

^ So ! we are to have music, arc' we^^? ” siad Eur'tace 
Palgrave, approaching, with a small French carton 
under his left arn'^and a fusain in lus right hand. Ah ! 
you little hodorist ! I remember hcr.v, s(»me years 
ago, when Injalb;t'.rt won the Pnx de Rom(' with .his 
Dculcur d'OtpJicc. you first fell under the spell of 
V androgynhnie dc Varf grec. *'What is it n«’*»? Some of 
that delight£i^^ unconfocmable, passionless Irish sing- 
ing, ell ? That will be worth hearing indeed ! Is it ? ” 
“It is not, Mr. *Palf^ave,” said Dominick; “it’s 
something of Gounod’s — like Gounod ? ” 

“ Oh ! Alfl Goufiod's quite tolerable — on Sun- 
days,” §aid lV!^r. PalgrdveJ| “ quite tolerable, I assure 
you. I’ll go and make study for my Aiys and 
Cybclc. Sing, children, sing.! * i 
He walked away. Instrumental music really bored 
him, and he had nt> ear for any kind of music. 

“Ah, how I wish wc were back in Ireland,” re- 
peateoi jeanng., , 
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“Silly girl!” said Si iss\ Pal grave. “Dominick 
is going tb be a great artist. I sly ill give him letters 
to a friend of the Governor of tlie b'olon]^, and to a 
judge, and to another man, a Minister of State — all 
friends at one time of my ^^irents ; ^md Dominick 
will get tuitions straight away, while li(‘- Is w’aiting 
for thst bisiiop of^. Iiis to find .Ifnp an organ. .And 
Dominick is 'coming to see me at— oh, ! what is the 
place called ? — at PoWs’ Point, where we sludl be 
living ^'or a nioiitli at .least, are you not, Dominick ? 
And I intend to introduce ihvn to Colonial sociAy, ’ 
I can tell yu'i, Joanna ; the Bohemia, n and the artrst 
are at home everywhere.” 

“’Deed.lliey arc. Miss Palgrave — if they have 
money,” said.Dominick. 

“■iVIoney., mp'^ cJih ! you are going to liave mone^ 
plenty of it, of course you are. Come, let us sing 
about ‘ mon bien aime.’ ” 

One of the t migrant girls, who was standing near, 
volunteered to hold the prui'^ic ; iipd the remainder, 
except the ,matron and the Jenkins family, made 
a ring arOuud the perf(?; mer,s. Miranda wished to 
join tlie audience, but her inotlier forba'^e her, saying 
to the matron — 

“ The goin’s on of that Ivby, rnaytrin, give me the 
’ump proper, I can tell y^r. My uncle kep’ ^is own 
kerridge ; but I scorns to give.'myseP tiairs like 'cr. 

I wonders ’ow you put uj^ 'vitli it witl\, all those nice 
gals j'ou’re. a-lookin’r artel ! She ain’t a-settin’ of 
’em a gooj’ exafliple, lliei vjy she goes on like. And 
’e’s sidi a nice young fiddlei;,chap, a’in’t ’e ? ” 

The matron Sniffed, ^he had ttut a ])oor opinion 
of Mrs. Jenkins, but she felt gratified at the Hackney 
woman’s dislila-.cif Miss ftilgrave, 
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“ ’Ere, ’Tonio darli^i’, go to yer daddy, run to yer 
farver, pe^t,” cried* Mrs. Jenkins to her little boy, as 
she smootiied hot^dark brown hair under her bonnet, 
and settled hei?rself for a conversation with the matron. 
Miranda ti"^;ncd to Jrfer father and said — 

“ Ain’t yoii and me goin’ to ’ear tlie music, daddy ? ” 
Giacomo Gianseifio first looked at his wife, Jcid then 
shook his head. He was seldom in tne humour to 
oppose his wife since his failure*in the fish-clnd-tater ” 
business! And the weight of \he Marriage Registrar’s 
big book grew heavier d^iily, until it seemed to be 
crushing his spirit as flat as‘ a fried He took 

little fair-haired ’Tonio upon his knee, and shook his 
own black Neapolitan locks dejectedly. 

DominicJ! D’Arcy had begun his obbligato, and 
presently Miss Palgrave’s voice joined in — ’ 

“Amo'jj que je ne puis comprendre, 

J^sus habile dans mon ctt;ur"-^tc. 

Then more of Poininick’s obbligato, which he had 
lengthened with slightly varied repetitiQns from the 
original accompaniment;, liliss Palgravc* dS she. sang, 
made the non+ of her unexceptionable voice, ^and threw 
such a depth of dcvofional feeling into the words that 
Dominick raised his e5’'e? from his music once or twice 
with a swift glance of appfeciation. 

At the conclusion of Ihe cantique there was a general 
hush. Nobody applauddd for a minute j the re- 
ligiosity of the performant^e semed to pyt the audi- 
ence in under the roof of» a ’ chuifTh. Pyt as Miss 
Palgravc broke out int<i a merry laugh sevferal of 
the girls began to* clap their hands, ahd one of them 
said aloud to another girl — 

“ Wh Imd a lady that used to sing that tune in our 
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chapel at home.’ Isn’t she ntce to sing a tune like 
that, and she a Protestant lady, too.” 

“ Show me all that manuscript jjiusic that you 
have there! May I see i- ?” said ■liss Palgrave 
presently. *1 j 

D’Arcy blushed, and said hesitatingly — 

” Of ''ourse ; I brought it to sl?ow you, Miss Pal- 
grave. This is not an experiment with the comj)osition 
of another 'Composer ; tliis is something of my own.” 

“ Oh,-* I’m delighted ! Your own ? Show me, sliow 
me, quickly ! ” - , „ 

The three were alone again, and Constance Palgrave 
had passed her arm around Joanna’s waist. She 
withdrew he’’ a»'m, and put out both hands eagerly 
for the manuscript. Joanna sighed and looked away 
uniifterestedly. The Doctor and Hudson had mounted 
a few steps of the poop ladder on that side, and were 
evidently waiting for more music, for Hudson’s face 
at least was fixed with intense thought tow-ard that 
of Dominick. Then, as Miss Palgrave made the 
motion with her hands for the music, his gaze shifted 
to her fdco, ' Conscious presently that Joanna was 
looking at him, he immediately stepped down back- 
w'art! to tile quarter-deck ; the Doctor followed, and 
they became lost to the view af tltose on the poop. 

” Ah ! ” sighed Joanna again, “ how I wish I were 
back in Ireland ! ” ^ 

“ Then it is more thanL I »do,” said Dominick, 
“ though I had a feeling tL't w’ay at first. But now 
my heart is growing lighter every day, though every- 
body seemS’ to be getting a melancholy fit. There’s 

Mr. Hudson, novr ” » 

“ And am •! melancholy ? ” said Miss Palgrave. 
“Ah, no ! 1 except yqiu, Miss Palgrave, of course. 
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You were made for soj;ig anti happy laughter. I could 
not imagine a tear in your eye. But we Irish are 
different, iGod .’:!eip us! We ‘make our moan,’ as 
somebody s'r/s, ‘ for slider joy in infelicity.’ Our 
music, our n; tive mui^j, tells its own story, that way, 
sure enough. You read nuisic very well. Miss Pal- 
grave ; you urideritand thC art. . You •will $36 here, 
in t!us first ‘ aria*’ as I have terrned it,»what I mean. 

I have tried to do* in our mod^^rn notation, *.vith many 
accidentfils, what tiie native Irish did«in the old days 
wkh smaller, more su]Dtii>Tntervals than our chromatic 
scale permits. I want words for these-ajias, of course 
for only one voice, and I am nvriting them myself. • 

The theme is the power of love ” • • , 

“ The p^wer of what ? ” said Miss Palgrave in- 
di fi^crently, humming to herself, ’is she gjanced»bver 
fhe manuscript music of Dominick’s ^ arias.” “ Jhere 
is something of ‘Italy in this last pari , la-la-la ! ter, 
a-ter-a, ta-ta ! You are more fond oiltaliau music — 
are you not ? — than of that Irish.” , 

" Oh, I am fon^ of every kind of music^” said Domi- 
nick. ■' 

” What, the English ? ” said Miss Palgrave, affecting 
a sly* glance with her "eyes, and w'ith her lips puckered 
interrogatively and sceptically. 

" Well, the English madrigals and glees, the old 
sc'venteenth and' eighteenth ctaitury part-music is 
delightful,” said Domin^k. ‘‘ One of these days 
I will arrange some of. #/ur n\|.tive Irish music for 
parts, and I hope — 

“You should 'have studied abroad,”^ said Miss 
Palgrave. ” When you hive married Joanna to 
some nice wealthy colonial squatter who wants a house- 
keepei* y<m must go back ta Europe and study under 
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masters of reputation. You will be lost to the world 
out there in that brand-new country, I think. La-la-la 1 
ter-a-ter-ater-a, La-la-la ! What \ia., you' call it, 
■ ‘ The power of ? ’ ” • 

" Ah ! I wish I were back •tu Kilna^ubber,” said 
Joanna, " and you not to be making garhe of me like 
that, Mrs PaJgrave 1 ” ' ' 

Constance I’algrave turned sind' looked at her 
companion^ and noted the tears of vexation gathering 
in her eyes, and.said — 

” My dear, I didn’t int^i^d to hurt you ; prs,y 
forgive me. . - 

' ‘ Men were deceivers ever, 

, 0ne Toot in sea and one on shore, 

La-la-la, lah-la, nc-ver ! ' 

Sh ! .".don’t v-ry, littlfe stupid!” Then she whisperj^ 
in hcf ear — 

“They are all like that, Joanna,, and the better 
for being so, deer.” 

".Oh ! ” whispered Joanna, " you are too horrible, 
and you know my secret. How can you be so cruel, 
dear 1 ” ' - ' 

“ I shall have to reprimand him, the wicked man 1 ” 
said’Miss T^algrave, still in a whimper. But she smiled 
mysteriously as she uttered the \!;'ords, juid slipped 
her arm around the girl’s wirist. 

Dominick took the manusefipt Irom* her other, 
disengaged, hand, and said, with what seemed to be 
unnecessary earnestnej^t — ' 

“ The power oMove'caji transform the unsteady, 
vacillating, 'miserable man into one df firm and noble 
purpose. Miss Palgrave ; * one who is ever looking 
toward the fblfilmeht of his hopes for reward ; one 
who is always-^ — ” 
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Miss Palgrave showed some interest, and abruptly 
inquired ^what hopes he referred to. Doihinick kept 
his eyes down toward the deck. 

" The hope of winning love for love,” he said slowly. 
Miss Palg /ave laugiied softly to herself, and fell 
to adjusting Joanna’s tangkd hair. 

“,Ah, my GodJ.*I wish we were back in ireland,” 
said Joanna, ^getting up suddenly and*walking across 
the deck. She felt that in anoiher moment tier j)cnt-up 
emotion’s would flow forth, qp uncontrollable, tearful 
stream of self-pity, S-ngCf, jealousy, and disappoint- 
ment. Dominick hardly noticed her tlc*parture ; and 
raising his eyes to those of Miss* Palgrave, which were 
fixed on his with a beam of merrinieftt jJleying across 
their shall(fV\' greyness, he said — , 

jiJ I am learning the power of ^ovg. Mifs Palgtave. 
I may never receive the fulfilment of my hopes, I 
know ; but I \*ifl go on hoping now, for art has a 
power as great as love, in that all •barriers can be 
broken at its will^ or by its power ! ” • 

“ Ah, ray dear Dominick, you know pothing^ about 
love, that is plain ; but it is enough for arfthat artists 
like you should think that you do. The < nly jnan 
who* understands love on this ship I verily believe 
is the Doctor. When "one loves, one is like a child; 
and children ar^ just like* animals, with their unex- 
plainable loves and'Ratreds, living for the moment, 
and with no care f6r Ihe tuture. Some love like 
doves, and some like turtceys. \Did you. never study 
the turkey ? Ha-ha-ha ! You die reajjy growing 
quite serious ! ” ' _ * 

D’Arcy looked* somewhal puzzled ; then he ex- 
claimed, " No ! No ! 

Sh^ nedded h^r head, and Iauglip4 again outright. 
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" Ah ! what a merry -hearted lady you are ; but 
I don’t believe you mean what you say. ,Will you 
sing my words to these ‘ arjas ' when "I haVe written 
them ? ” 

“ Yes, if you keep within mylompass-V I can’t sing 
B, you know ! ” 

‘‘ YoU coulH with ’/ ogular practjr'V/’ said Dominick ; 
" but it is your influence I want, yo.ur presence, living 
in thes(; nfites. I want* to think of you all the, time 
I am writing. ‘■I want,. to dedicate this cantata of 
love to 3^ou, Miss Palgrave. "I want ” 

'' Here ednies Miranda,” s^id Miss Palgrave 
abruptly. '' Go and' keep Joanna company ! She 
seems very 'dtjed'ted over there. Give, her these hair- 
pins, and, here i this piece of ribbon.” 

MWanda "'had * chosen an oppoi'tune monjent -i?! 
leaving her father and motlier on tlic wheel-box 
grating. Biddy Slattery had come hit and had taken 
a seat beside Mb. Jenkins ; and the matron had con- 
descended to engage in clo,ser conversation with Mrs. 
Jenkins abou,+ the trials and regrets of married life, 
bonnets, tic-side boots, and periwinkles as a 
national dietary. 

Dbminick D’Arcy joined his si.stcr. As he looked 
at her, he suddenly remembt',red that she had been 
sighing and exclaiming in »’ignificati^n of an unhappy 
mood. He had hardly spoken*’ ftne word to her, he 
remembered; he had almost Vorgotten her so engrossed 
had he become in his^musid, and in those awakening 
hopes that, had a5‘yet no -clear shaping, all confused 
with the image of Constance J^algrave. 

” Cad e td or/,'' Jo ? ” * he inquired. " Come, make 
your hair tidy, alanna ! ” 

« f( is matter with yoU| Jo 
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Ach 1 leig dam fem, Dom ! ” * shl replied irritably. 

” Sure, you’ve been let alone, dear. ' Cd bh-fuil 
sS?^ 'Vhere.is Pat ? ” ^ 

"Is it in ^eal earnest you are ? What do I care 
where he is I '" ^ 

“ Oh,^ then, is it like, thatnvith you, Jo ? ” 

‘i She’s workinff her way with me; 'she’* turning 
my heart bl^ick against everybody. Dominick,” said 
Joanna bitterly. " Ah ! G^id be betwe^'n us and 
all harm, she has the dev^’s poww for bad luck, 
I*know it ! ” , • * 

" Who, JoAonna ? Biodhciall agaii P Have sense, 
Jo!” ’ * 

"No matter; ia sc mar a b/uidh The wall 

of God be Sone 1 ” , 

Aiyen, JoAanna. I can’t make^nything of^vhat 
is troubling you at all, at all. Sure, I know it,’s not 
Miss Palgrave ydu mean, and she so kind to both of 
us 1 ” 

‘ Indeed, anc^ it’s trne„ h>r you ; Miss I\'\lgraye is 
a gentle lady, and no wonder you are tg.ken with her ; 
and I love her too w'ell t(f ay a word «f -haVm "against 
hcr^ thougj’. she docs have her jest and all; but^ldok 
at that one over the’re ; gently, now, don\ let hftr see 
you looking ! ” 

‘‘Is it that Bridget Skittery you mean, by the side 
of the Italian ? ’ • * 

" It. is, Qom, it ’s*sh€# herself ; her eyes are in my 
heart, I tell you ! ” 

"Ah, don’t be saying, things ^like tlmt, JoAanna.’ 

Is it jealous you’ are ? ,I don’t think Mr. Hudson ’’ 

# * • 

** “ Ach, let me alone, Dom.** 
t * ' Wlicre is he ? *' 

X “ Hare sense !” 

** It is as it will be.” 
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“ You need n^t {rouble *1*0 think at all, Dominick. 
I know what I know, and she has the devil’s eye for 
working her own will. There ! She is Ic^oking at 
you now ! Bless yourself, under your'^iacket ! No- 
body will see you.” , 

” Have sense, I tell you ! What harm can a slip 
of a girl like^ that do any man, yr woman cither ? 
Sure, your talk is more foolish thafi vchat I hear every 
day of our ^ord about Jonah and tire Doctor ! Biodh 
ciall agat / ^ 

” Come over here, Joanna,” called Miss Palgra-^e 
across the deck- ‘‘ Miranda has something to tell 
,you ; come ! Let me, fasten yoiu hair, dear ! ” 

Dominick stood immovable by the rail on the 
weather side looking out to sea ; but he* presently 
cast his eyes„rapidly to left and right, and then slipped 
his right hand bitneath his black coat and made tTie 
sign of the cross with his forefinger surreptitiously on his 
left breast. Turning round, he glanced ’toward Bridget 
Slattery ; she was looking intently at him. Then he 
turned about again, and stood looking' out to sea. 

” Ah; well ! '' lie said to himself, ‘‘ God be between 
us and all Harm; but Jo/zann'a was always super- 
stitious. Uncle Aloysius (God rest his §oul !) had 
many a fight with her about ^Giat same weakness; 
and if a priest couldn’t turn her from it, it’s little 
account me trying ! I winder, ^is that ^Kerry girl 
still looking over here ? ” (H^lookcd over his shoulder 
at Miranda and the others, aijd then allovted hi^ gaze 
to slide along the poo^. gently t«nvard Mr. Jenkins 
and Bridget./' “ Faith, she is ! And why shouldn’t she 
look where she chooses ? 7 t’s‘hard qn a poor young 
woman that she can’*- look where she pleases I ” 

* Have. sense I** 


4 
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But turning again wuftlward, aito gazing out to 
sea, though a big shoal of flying fish were glittering 
in a hundred streaks of gold and silver light,* right 
before his eyj^s, he did hot immediately see them ; 
for his mind was on g^short prayer, and the forefinger 
of his r'ght hand was agaiji making the sign of the 
cross surreptitiously under his jacket. «Ther4 he saw 
the flying fish falling into the sed, and»some of them 
smashing themselves against ^the great hd'cling hull 
of the ship ; while a score of others *\'ere still rising 
from the w’aves and drifting Sown tlie wind in a mad 
escape from the great fisli pursuing tlirr)|. He called 
to a group near by— some girls* and his cousin with 
the inalacca cane, and the married ixianAyith the tall 
hat — to corjic and look ; and with them came others — 
Mi§g Palgrave, Miranda, and Joanna. of •the 

flying fi1;tv had flown right through an open port on 
the quarter-deck* and was now vibrating between the 
hands of Hudson, who had pickcd.it up and was 
shov^ing it to the Doctor. Miss Palgrave ran to ,the 
break of the poop, and requested him to ^ive it to her. 

Gallantly the third mate.ield it up to iier-dowfiv^ard 
extended hands, but *the lively fish w'as doing 
best* to escape from* its strange confinerilent ; ^nd 
Miss Palgrave waif unable to take the fish without 
kneeling down and holding one of Hudson’s hands 
steady w-ith «)ne (if Iij’FB. Other eyes were fixed upon 
his upheld hands as the^fish twisted and .struggled. 
Catching siglit of a tall Uat ab^ve one of these pairs 
of eyes, Hudson suggestecj a’usc^for it, and' Miss 
Palgrave rose from her knees rosy of chee^ laughing, 
and begged it of iis ow'iJer. • In a secend the fish had 
been safely deposited in the tall hM, and? was handed 
up foi* tljp entertainment oL the poop. * The hat was 
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deposited on the fore-cabin skylight ; but a moment 
later the flying fish had escaped out of it<on to the 
deck and the man with tl^e silver-mounted malacca 
walking-stick had given it an impulsive blow which 
put a period to the fish’s existdi'iCe. 

" Bravo ! ” cried Miss Palgrave.. “ In ' another 
moment it w'ould have slipped oy^rboard again undei 
the rails. I rtm going to cut off itg wings. Who ha.* 
got a pair' of scissors ? ’’ 

” I thought 'Miss Palgrave was going' to pull you 
up as well as the fish,” saief the Jfoctor on the quarfer- 
deck, resumkig his 'thw'artship walk with the third 
mate, after they both had looked on from the ladder 
at the coup 'Jc ^racc. “ How excited pcojjlc get over 
a little incidoiit like this ! A flying fish is called a flying 
fish* becausi; it dpes not fly, just jis I am callcd,a jemah 
because I am not a prophet. The struggle lor ex- 
istence has gradually increased the length and breadth 
of the pectoral fins of the fish — Dactyloptcrus volitans — 
and it rushes out of the, watiu tQ' escape from its 
pursuer with greater ease now than the species did 
ten thousaTid 'years ago, pdihaps. But this freshening 
brqeze was the cause of that lish coming-, aboard^ not 
any voluntary power of moving its fins like wings. 
That will come some day, thousands of years hence. 
Evolution, Mr. Hudson, it the key ^fo all phenomena 
of life ; the other kind of fish' that leaves the -water 
in a similar way — the Exoixxtus callopiarus — has also 
evolved into a flyinpf fish hr its struggles to escape 
death. If^you redd Darwin’s ” 

"What is your theory cbout the evolution of 
malacca canes. Doctor ? * 

"I don’t' .quite — er — se^ — er — the com^ection. 


I 
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"And of chimney»pot hats? You are not only 
a propheti. Doctor ; you seem to be a seer of the past 
as well ! 

“ Ha-ha-hall ! I thought at first you were serious. 
But evolution and iRitural selection will be the ex- 
planation of everything in ?he time to come. In the 
twefitieth century they will make evolufion an article 
of faith in the churches.” 

" You quite put the Hebrew prophets ofit qf court, 
Doctor ! How can .a sciejatific certainty become 
a tnatter of faith ? ”• inquired Hudson, interested at 
last. 

" Ah ! I thought that would* catch you,” said the * 
Navai surgeon. "You arc a young 1nafi*of some in- 
telligence !* Well, you will find^ that. scientific cer- 
taifJticSi, are only such to a comparative lew alts^ys ; 
the multitude believe on authority, and always will. 
Science explains love and religion as it explains the 
mating of birds and the affection of ttic dog. or horse, 
for its master — cyid its fea^" of him, too. Mankind»is a 
species — Anthropos — Homo lciotrichtis,» wc are; the 
steward is ulotrichus-w-'w\.llth has devetopeti its brain., 
morp tho’^ any othe^r species ; but it stiy loves ^nd 
worships in a like manner to the other animals. *The 
differpnees lie in the subtle developments of thcj^rain 
of man, which, v^th the evolution of vocal sounl|'<. into 
language, hive made»fiim the most important and self- 
deceptive animal in tlie ^orld.” 

" And your science An exflain the .evolution of 
man’s conscience?” said ‘Hudsoif thougl^fully, “as 
well as of love and religion ? ” 

“ Certainly,” 5aid the jboctor^ certainly ; and 
the ^rieties of conscience, too. Wheji I was in the 
Royal tftivy I vjas much sfruck the different way 
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the mer — especially the 'mariiv's — would talk about 
a certain 'loathsome disease that the Anihropides — 
mankind at large, and not the varieties sailors and 
soldiers alone — have cursed themselves with. One 
man would say, ' Better luck nvs-xt time ! ' and laugh 
lightly at his misery ; another would say tha<. he was 
a fool, and intended taking greaier precautionSi the 
next time ; another would say that_ ‘ it was the 
judgment »f God on him for his wickedness, and that 
he would never sin like, that again ' ; and one very 
common type of marine \t'Oukl curse every wonian 
on earth for ''.ho agony h.„ suffered ! ” 

“ Well, only one of them seems to have had a 
conscience,” said Hudson. 

'' He was tr.e superstitious one of the lour, I sup- 
pose.- Conscience, as it is termed,” said the Dootor, 
“ is the result of mental suffering, fear of future dis- 
asters based on past experienced onhs. All pain, of 
course, is mental, because cerebral and therefore 
physical — to be exact. All animals suffer alike, 
though in differing degrees ; if you read Buchner’s 
Mind'in Anin>zls ” u 

'*'^‘The fact remains that we must not-do certain 
things. Doctor ! ” 

“ The fact remains that Conscience, the result 
of experience, seldom prevents certain varieties of 
the human species from doihg them;’’ said the 
Doctor. 

“You are not superstitious. Doctor, are you ? ” 
inquired Hudson abruptly. 

The ‘Doctor laughed pleasantly, and looking up 
caught sight of Miss Palgrave leani*ig forth between 
the rail over"* his head. She tvas holding the .wings 
of the fl5nng fish in her ha^ids for the inspection of the 
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two men. She had OMerhe%td the Doctor’s la^t words, . 
and said— 

“ Will 5 »ou stretch these wings for me ? ” 

" Fins — pectoral fins, my dear lady ! ” said the 
Doctor, taking them from her down-stretched hand. 

“ Well, Uns ! you dear scientific stickler ! I want 
theiji spread out and dried,* to make a headdress, on 
each side of a broad band round* the forehead; and 
Eustace will colour them an^ varnish thwn for me. 

I am going +o add the -symbology of ocean to* that of 
earthly empire in th§ cpoft^n of Cybele ; I am going 
to improve on the Greeks ! • Cybele Sia^ery is to be 
a creation o'f mine as much as of Eustace. She was • 
the mother of Neptune as well as of»Jupjtcr, though 
whether before or after her disa])]>ointiug escapade 

with Atys, I cannot recollect 

" She w'us the mother of Hades too, n l remember 
my classics," srdd the Doctor. " You must have 
a w'ondcrful imagination if you can #ee anything of 
Cybeie in that gi^ Slattery ! ” , 

" Well, the Captain and Kir. Shackley, and goodness 
knows how many more, cam see Jonah iayou’ Dhetor ! 
But in art Jp imagine is to create, you know.” ^ 

“ But Jonah, in the seaman’s sense, ha^ little eon- 
rACCtion with the pro^tliet Jonah of the Old Testa- 
ment,’’ said Hudson, “ I *im tired to death of that 
Jonah norsofise . 

" Oh, whaj a seriofls riHan ! ’’ cried Miss .Palgrave ; 

“ the Doctor must find jpou ^uite depressing. Come 
up here. Doctor, ancf talk to rfie ; ^ut first take care 
of my wings — fins — for Cybele, and put thltti ki your 
surgery.” 

“ I’ll go and stretch tliem out on* a boafd now,” said 
the Doctor ; ” tlwy must be«fixed while ‘they are wet.” 
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Constq.nce Palsgrave polled at Hudson as soon as 
Dr. Clyster had disappeared into the little adjacent 
berth called the surgery. ' 

“ "We have, had such a pleasant afternoon, all except 
Joanna,” said she. “ You wicly(^d man, to leave poor 
Joanna to eat her heart Ijjce that ! ” 

‘‘Joanna?, That sounds scarcely pleasant,” said 
Hudson lightly. 

Miss Palgrave looked long and curiously at the third 
mate below her. Slic had risen from her knees, and 
stood leaning over the u])p?i; rail at the break. Que 
of the younf, cnen was playing on a concertina, or a 
melodeon, and most cf tlie emigrants oii the poop were 
assembled around him. Dominick D’Arcy and Joanna 
were talking together some distance apart, f,nd the chief 
matf', with -the mat. on and the Jenkins family, \rere 
still at the other' end of the poop, by the wheel. But 
on the main deck there were many eyes continually 
turned in their direction, now that the Doctor had 
disappeared. Mrs. Jenkins’s words that morning 
had set many a tongue wagging ori the main deck ; 
and Hudsqp, ^s he stood t;here, felt, because he ima- 
' gired £0 vividly, all the accumulating scandal of the 
’tween-decks and the forecastle. For perhaps the 
first time in his life he began to see clearly the value 
of a woman’s reputation — not only among womCii, but 
among men. And this first genuyie feeling for another 
was at the bottom of the ..first great temptation to 
play the hypocrite before aH,^ 

His own reputajjioii,* what of that ? It was that 
of every seaman ! Do not men say that a sailor has 
a “ wife ” in every port ? anS do tljey not believe it, 
too ? And they have reason .to believe it — Hudson 
knew that. And were tl,iey much worse tl^n' other 
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men in that respect? A%sope-yarn jfor a seaman’s 
reputation ! That wdfe all he cared for his But 
that of a* woman ? That was another matter. If 
he was but an anthropoid <inimal — Homo leiotrichus — 
and God knew whether he was only that or not — 
and if she, standing there, ^ was only that, and nothing 
greater, and she — tjiat other with the name of God 
on hbr lips, and 9tr,..nge jealousy, and suspicion and 
fear in her heart— »^if they were all animals, they all 
had to live in a world that bt?lieved in the power of 
repytation. And the awf’d^power of reputation — 
was it to make a despicable hypocrite of tjim ? 

He continued 'his walk, to and f^o, across the quarter- 
deck. 

Four bells ^six o’clock) at this moment being struck, 
all the visitors were ordered off the poop^ and^they 
came down, one by one, to the miiin deck. Mrs. 
Jenkins was the Ja^t of all the married folk, carrying 
her little son. As her foot reached the bottom step 
it slipped on the brass tread of the step — worn rounded 
and smooth with \isagc. The breeze was heeling the 
ship more than had been qommon of lai’e.^ .Hudson, 
standing by, waiting to muster the port waich jjn •" 
the quart er*deck (his .own watch), turned ut her .Ex- 
clamation of fear, and^iught both mother and four- 
year-old son in his arms. But the weight was too 
much for his^npilmiejIitatcS pose, and he slipped too. 
In a moment, accompanied by shouts of ^ laughter, 
they w5re alt three lying extended, with their eyes 
turned up at the man with* tile gall hat, who was 
bending down fop the youngster in the a!|ns .of the 
third mate — the latter oft th^ outside, .in the scuppers, 
with a deep gash in hi^ temple. .Mrs. Jenkins, who 
would ilia ve fallen in any case, scrambled to her knees 
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and bepan to cream aTOsive’y at Hudson. Then 
she rose to her feet and snatched the boy from the tall- 
hatted one. She had not suffered so much as a bruise ; 
but Hudson’s eyes, which for a moment had indeed 
been looking up, softly closed w+h a long sigh of pain, 
and remained so. With another great sigh he. became 
unconscious.- For a few' seconds* all those standing 
near expected to see him rise. Some of them were 
still laughing ; but their laughter and the w(jrds of 
abuse on Mrs. Jenkins’s lips ceased suddenly when 
they found he remained stTil.- Then they all made the 
discovery th. t he was bleeding profusely from the side 
of his head, just in fiont of the hair on the temjde. 

“ Sometlun’s '’appened ! ” said Mrs. Jenkins ; “ any- 
’ow, Tony and me’ie all right ! Why drth’t yer pick 
’im*up, yoiv fellers ?^” 

“ Can’t he rise ? ” said an ordinary seaman. “ He 
must have struck the iron collar of ’ihit mooring-bits.” 

“ Why, lor’ Hess us, lads ! Pat Hudson’s Weedin’ 
like a stuck pig. Rise him up, boys ! Come, Mr. 
Hudson, sir : you ain’t hurt, are you ? Here’s the 
watch, sil'*; ?’l aft, sir ! ” -'ried Sydney Bob. 

Yas ! ’e’s struck ’is ’ead on that iron thing,” 
said Mrs. "Jenkins. “I never seed such a clumsy 
feller in all my life.” ’ 

“ Ah ! God help the poor man ! ” cried an Irish- 
woman, looking over the shouldt rs of th( group. 

“ What’s the matter dowrf there on the main deck ? ” 
said the chief mate, who no\ ■ came forward to the rail 
and looked over. Why* don’t J’ou relieve the wheel, 
Mr. Hud^5n, and let the port watch get below ? 
Hurry up, sir ! Here, quarter-master, relieve the 
wheel, and l6ok out ! ” 

“ How the hell can he do that ? ” shcutc^d out 
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Sydney Bob, “ whoj\ he’sT^ying on <the brojid of his, 

back, for^all we can do to rise him ? ” 

The chief mate came down the ladder quickly. 

The girls remaining on the poop had now discovered 

the mishap, and thj^y crowded forward to the rail. 

The yrung men, including Dominick D’Arcy, came 

running aft. All 4he marrtcd folk crowded, together 

with the others— emigrants and crew>; and one of 

them — the north-country miner — pushed his way to 

the front and took up the third mate. in his arms like 

a cliild, and laid him on tne after liatch with his arm 

beneath his head. Then the miner tc',re‘ibff the sleeve 

of his own' shirt, and began to stanch the bleeding. • 

The wound on the mmcr’s own head liad barely healed, 

the wound that had come of the fall that Hudson had 

givixi him in their quarrel some twenty or more -days 

ago. ' ^ ■* , 

“ Is there a m<lh hurt ? ” called out a voice from 

the poop. “ I .can’t sec through you people up 

there. Let me pass, younp women ! ” ^ 

Doctor Benjamin Clyster had just discovered the 

commotion on the main*deck. Misses, Ihii^rave had 

*$ 

left the Doctor and gone below to find her trrotkRir, 
and* to telf him thaf he might now find Opportunity 
io g() on with his ^lu4y of Cybele, as all the \dsitors 
liad departed. The Captaig had been taking a Sunday- 
afternoon lyp, as as the pains in his back per- 
mitted. I he matron'andPsevcral of the young women, 
Joamia, Miranda, and ^the^, had idso ^gone below. 
But there were a nufhbcr Igft olistruct the Doctor’s 
line of sight to the afte^ hatch. One of tJt gkls told 
him the third mate seemed to be badly' hurt. The 
Doctor immediately pushed his ’way to the ladder 
and dessended. 
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“ Stand* back, ‘'good people ! ” he cried. But they 
hardly .moved at his request. 

“ Ow ! ’ere comes the J etty-tory,” said Mrs.” Jenkins ; 
“ mine ’e doesn’t fall ’imself and break ’is bones. 
’Ere’s ole four-eyes ! Ugh ! ” 

Here’s Jonah ! ” sai^" Sydney Bob to Horatio 
Beady. ' , ' r 

“ Bleedin’ bad for Pat ’Udson,” whispered Beady. 

The Doc; or pushed through the crowd, and , took 
a momentary look at the recumbent figure ; then he 
darted into las surgery near by. for bandages and’ a 
probe and soirie drugs. The I'lorth-gountry miner 
was stanching the trickling blood with the sleeve 
torn from hfs'own shirt ; handkerchiefs there seemed 
to be none at first ,:rmong emigrants or 'crew. But 
Donanick D’Arcy, who had managed to get pear the 
unconscious man, produced his, . and assisted the 
north-countryman to bathe the wounded place. 
And an Irishwonruin had fetched some water in a basin, 
all her day’s allowance, and a ragged cotton under- 
garment, which she was tearing up for a bandage. 
The chief rhat<5'had gone to- the, paint locker for a can 
of turpentine. When the Doctor reappc'^red there 
was a general murmur. They mostly seemed re- 
luctant to let him assist at all. 

“ Now, you people, make way thcT-e, I tell you ! ” 
said the medical officer. “Let nte get at ’him. Hold 
up his head, one of you ; sit biim up, high up ! ” 

“ Noa ! a’s a-coomip’, i*ounll ; I’ll no’ let thou touch 
’im sai(|. the mail. 

“ Turpentine is the A i cure for cuts ! Put some 
turps on the rag ! ” said the chief mkte, reappearing. 

“Come,” said Dr. Clyster, “let me get at th^ poor 
man. 
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“ Tell Hm to go ai?d git some more water^from the 
fust-class*cabing ! We ain’t got nuffin’ to spare same 
as ’e ’as, ’livin’ and drinkin’ like a lord ! ” said Mrs. 
Jenkins. 

“ Jonah ! ” cried a*voice., 

“ I’ll report any, man to 4 :he Captain, who disobeys 
me ? ” cried the* Doctor sharply. “ J wilT not be 
obstructed inmy duty ! ” « 

“ Report ’c//,” said Beady, Vnder his breath. 

‘‘ Faith ! the poor kilt «&n will soon be reported 
in heaven itself if they let tliat ould o^bijjaeving bone- 
setter get a.t him ! ” said the Irishman wearing the • 
tall hat with fish-scales sticking to. the faded nap 
of it. , 

“ I’ll rib’ let thou coom anigh ’im,” silid the rpiner. 

“ Shove out yer two lingers at die foiir-eyes, like 
tills ’ere ! said, Mfs. Jenkins, liolding out her hand, 
as Hudson opened his eyes with a ^igh, and closed 
them again. 

The north-couAtryman i’ook the can of turpentine 
and poured some out into his big han^.*aiid smelt it 
critically. • 

“ If you -don’t allow me to examine the wound ^nd 
dress it,” said the Do^or calmly, “ I shall have you 
all reported and punished.” 

“ He-he-hc ! ” •laughed ^&rs. Jenkins ; “ it’s only 
a scratch, affter all ! . 4 

She had seen that Hudson was recovering con- 
sciousness. He had brought *h* accident* on himself, 
that was certain -5 but she felt that othJ^s lo^ed 
upon herself as in part cftusing it. , 

Dominick D’Arcy left off bathing the .wound with 
the cupful of cold water, n9w of a de 4 p red colour, 
and tearing a bandage from the g^t^ent which the' 
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Irishwomtin had |jiven him, he soaked it in the tur- 
pentine. The miner was directing operations. The 
bleeding had nearly ceased. , * 

“ Is that you, Dominick ? ” said Hudson, opening 
his eyes and closing them again."^ Dominick wrapped 
the bandage around his .licad. The .wounded man 
drew in HiL.', breath sh/irply as if witb fiudden pain, t 
“ Doctors ! Dang ’em all ! they knaws nowt,” 
said the. n^rth-countryman. “Me an’ thou, lajd, ’ll 
taak ’im oojj an’ laay ’iiiv '■la his bed.” 

“ True fof^ you ! I wouldii’t . let that horse-lee*ch 
^ lay a hand on him, thougli he’s the Doctor, mauryah ! 
Them sailor chaps are right eiumgh. A man would 
have little dllance if }ie had the doct „*rin’ of him ! ” 
said the maij with tlv? tall hat. - 

“•A'h ! Icf me get up,” said Hudson, opening ,his\‘yes 
again'. “ I feel — better now — ah k” and lit; shut his 
eyes again. 

“ Will you let hie attend to him — fof the last time ? ” 
cried the medical officer, holding u^p the probe and 
the bottlgs and bandages. 

■" “N^j” cried twenty 'voices, seeing Hudson’s 
rec6yery, and growing bolder sfill with t'^e allaying 
of their own fears respecting deatb. 

The Doctor looked at the crowd, and then g.! the 
two mates — Mr. Shackle^, standing beside Hudson 
with the turpentine-can in h,is h^tid ; and'Mr. Parrish, 
who had now come on deck to relieve. his superior. 
The chief mate, aftjri; 'a. sleady look at Hudson’s 
quiVeri/ig ^:Syelids, indicating liis reawakening con- 
sciousness, and at the operations for his relief, gave 
the can to a, boy, and began to disfcuss the universal 
merits of turpentine with his subordinate. • 

The Doctor ha^^a very strong diflike foi* personal 
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tyranny. Being a t^l, nlWdle-ageciiman, oj powerfi^ 
physiqu^ and sound constitution, the resulf of many 
years of, regular gymnastic exercise, the onl5^ weak 
part in his whole physical system were his eyes, on 
account of which Jie had retired from the Navy ; 
and perhaps that weaknos# was the chief cause of his 
liking for a pcacekil soluti(tn of all personal ^problems. 
A toy at school,* wearing spectacles far constitutional 
weak sight, had once received a blow’ frc.'’n Benjamin 
Clyster '*s youthful fist w'hich had sh^ttertd fhe lenses 
oS the other boy’s spectacles, and cut h^ cheek-bone 
as w’cll as the hand of the striker, J4e had never 
forgotten the incident ; and very slight scar, still* 
remaining on one o{ his thumb-knu«klf§, was a per- 
petual ^enaindcr to the surgeon tliat i>oricc was i>re- 
feraibli! to war — W’heii one had to* do oncrs.own figliting 
— and'tluit his own place was the cockpit w'hereto all 
fighting gravitated. 

Dr. Clyster looked at the two males standing side 
by side, and pushed his ^old-rimmcd spectacles^with 
his extended forefinger and thumb firmly back on 
his nose, and throwing b,'''Ck his hcadJjo get a distinct 
image on the retina; of his eyes, he said •«. 

“ Mr. Shackley, 'as medical ofiicer (ft this ‘ship, 
I appeal to you to ardor these men to allow me to 
do ihy duty, and apply ^he necessary remedies and 
restorative' to^;r— •this — er — case — er — casualty — 
one of contusion afld extravasation, aggravated by 
the treatment of the;>e igpiorant people. Syncope 
may supervene at aftiy mqinefi^, ^nd — er ” ^ 

Said Mr. Parrish unheeding : “ You’rA right, Mr. 
Shackley, sir ; hi'cckon tufps and Bpsoni s<ilts ’d cure 
any but one complaint on land oi' sea, ^Sir '. ” He had 
nam?d <)ne complaint that»alone_these remedies could 
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pot cure and su£]fii a disease' always excites merriment 
aboard snip. 

The 'mate turned away laughing, the seepnd mate 
following. The people on the main deck grew bolder, 
and cries of “ Don’t let him doctor the man ; sure, 
he’ll die if Jonah gets at h;m ! ” and, “ The man’s all 
right, so he i^ ! ” and, “ Time enough for the Doctor 
when Mr.' Hu(^son gets well again ' ” and the like 
expressions! of want of confidence’ in Dr. Clyster’s 
restorative Science. ' • ' 

The nortf^-country miriet- said that he had cured 
the cut whicH his own head had received with a “ bit 
.0’ plaaster ” ; or it would never hdve befn cured at all, 
he reckoned; and no “Joaana” should touch the 
man who had given him the neatest fall that he, 
Davy ^ Armstrong, had ever got in his life. Heshad 
alw’a!ys a kind fueling for a man that could* throw 
him ! ' • 

“ Whom did ypu say ? I think I feel well enough 
to stand up now,” said Hudson faintly, but still with 
his eyes shut. He was confused in his mind, and was 
longing to-be ’If ft alone. IVas it Jonah or Joanna the 
than, s*td ? He put up his hand to the cold wet 
bandage anti smarting temple, which the ’Afresh cool 
trade wind, increasing in strength 'hourly, kept as it 
seemed quite icy outside, ajid left fiery beneath. ‘ 

‘‘ Has the bleeding stopped he’ said^ sliding his 
legs gently, off the hatch, his'body supported by Davy 
Armstrong and Dominick^D’i\rcy. 

“Aye, lad, it w^rr/t but nowt of a crack; thet 
Doctor,, a /laws naw moor nor an ass. Thou be all 
roight, lad ! ’ Coom, rest tft me*! ” , 

“ I shall have to make it my painful duty to report 
all of you to the Captain,”, said the Doctor. 
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“ I wish as ’ow somebody ’d repbjt we ain’t got n6 
water to drink ! ” safd Mrs. Jenkins.* . I 

“ Huliba, Doctor, is that you ? ” said Hudson»feebly. 
“ I feel a*bit shaky. Help me up the ladder, will you ? 
I am going to lie do'vn ! ” 

The steward had appeared on the scene with a wine- 
glass of neat rum., 

“•No ! don’t drink that ! ” said the D<:).-tor ; “ no 
alcohol, Mr. Hudson ! ” t. 

•“ Ach ! isn’t he a begrudgin’ owdd f urmudgeon, 
tljpn ! ” said an Irishwom-al. * 

“ But come to tht; saloon, out of thi, cold breeze, 
if you don’t i.rant erysipelas ! , Let me assist you ! ”, 
And the. Doctor offered his arm. , 

“ Me and,this lad ’ll do that,” .said the miner roughly, 
pus]jing*the surgeon aside. • 

“ Awsk the lydy to nuss ’im ! ” tfried Mrs. jeftkins 
derisively. , * * 

Armstrong and Dominick D’Arcy assisted Hudson 
to mount the ladder, and then escorted him, between 
murmurs of condolences rfrom the young wom^ on 
the poop, to the saloon companion-\raf, jUie Doctor, 
with his bandages aiid hottl('.s, following belxip^i iri- 
waiidly indignant and contemptuous, outwardly .talm 
and indifferent. • ,, 

“ you would all be court-raartialled if you were in 
the Royal Navy*” he j;aid. 

At the Ooor of thu sal'^on companion the two other 
mates ‘were* standing, and each felt it incumbent to 
express his sympatliy, *in shout seaman-like phrases. 
Hudson w’asabout to descend when he was c^nffontfedat 
the door by the Captaili, who had ju§t ascended. Miss 
Palgrave, at the liottom of the companion, was follow- 
ing with her brother, carrying his painting materials. 
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, “ Good God (Admightyf Wljat in thunder has 

happened now ? ” cried the master, making way for 
his tlurd mate. “Look out, down there,! Here’s 
a wounded man coming do\KTi ! I’ll put the man in 
irons that struck you ! ” « 

• Miss Palgrave and her 'brother stepped back into 
the saloon. • ' « 

^ Vi**' 

The Doctor 4iad his report ready on his lips ; but 
he remembijl red just in liinc that he was not on speaking 
t-.'rms w'ithhthe .Captain,^ so he remained, sik-ntl At 
this — an unexpected h:dt in the development of t^ie 
incident — the last vestige 6f his authority in the minds 
•'of the miner and the o'lhers standing near disappeared. 

“ Oh ! leLmc 'helji you down, do ! ” said Constance 
Palgrave, stejming up toward Hudson. “ Pooj fellow ! 
What, has hkf)pened ? ” 

“ Aye ! taak fiis arm, lass,” said the miner, re- 
leasing Hudson. 

“ I’ll leave yov now, Pat,” said Dominick D’Arcy ; 
“ yoii’ll be well attended to now, I don’t doubt.” 
He gave Constance Palgrave an ardent but respectful 
glance. ' - - • » 

‘ “ said Hudson feebly, his brain swimming, but 

smilmg at Constance, “ don’t you envy me, Dominick ? ” 

i 1 ** 

When pain and anguish wring the brow, 

A ministering ange/thou ! ” t 

I 

quoted Dominick. “ Of cdlirse' I envy you, Pat ; 
who wouldn’t, indeed ! ,Good-byc t (jodd-bye, Miss 
Palgj-ave ! Ah , " 

“'Hcsig^is as if he were suffering himself! ” said 
Miss Palgrave, smiling. ‘ . 

“ I can’t say that"! envy Dotninick. His wound is 
invisible ! ” murmured Hudson. 
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“Pooh!” respon(ied Constance “let ijiim find* 
a plaster jn his music, Paddy.” 

“ Here,, you main-deck emigrant people, dH the 
poop with you ! ” cried* the Captain, at the door • 
above. “ Now, Mr.^ Shackley, tell me w’hat all this 
is about ! I’ll put the m»n in irons, officer or able 
scayian, cook or carpenter, who has staick my third 
mate, I tell j^ou. * Below there ! • Mr. Hufj/.on ! mind 
the steps, sir ! field liim tight, Miss ^/.wlgrave, my 
dear : Mr. Hudson, you are relcascd.fron duty until 
fufther orders. I'll come df:»wn and see ,how you are 
doing presently. Now, Mr. Shackley 1 

“Just a litile accident, sir, ifothing else,” said the* 
mate who forthwith explained the wholf^.incident. 

“ Oh !, A4ia ! Jonah’s brougiit more bad luck to 
the ■■riiip, has he ? ” cried the Caftain. 

The 'Doctor had followed Hudson down the com- 

0 • 

panion ladder. • Tiie master and the mate remained 
on deck discussing the accident. Vominick D’Arcy 
and the. north-country miner had left the poop. , All 
t’ae girls went below to tlieir supjx'i and to tell the 
matron and the others th'' news, wliioh, b/ the com- 
parative rarity of such on shipboard, became iTUigidfied 
into* an event of universal importance. 

Miss Palgrave mTidr iittle of the wound. 

“ You are simply charming when you arc prde, 
with your eyes half, closed ! Lorinzetti or Francesco 
Vanni ;rt’ouId have mftde saint out of you„if you had 
lived lour hundred yea^j; agf in Italy. The pirate is 
a saint at war with* convgatibrt. *The gentle py^te ! 
The true pirate Is always aristocratic ; ti«ftt ns what 
distinguishes hin> from the' marauder. Lean on my 
shoulder! Now, Eustace, take ' Mr. , Hudson’s left 
arm ! ©octor, come along with those bottles of 
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' yours ! ’’ She ^Ibbled away like an artificial runnel 
over tha pebbles in a mandarin’s garden. 

“ Give Mr. Hudson a drop of brandy, dovm there ! ” 
shouted the master at the open skylight. Captain 
Jessup was waiting for the surgeon to leave his patient 
before he descended. ^ 

“ The very worst thing you coyld give him,” said 
the Do(5t^r contemptuously. “'He must have no 
stimulantsi whatever. Miss Palgrave. We must keep 
his head ai^cool as possible.” 

“ Oh ! W3 shall trust "xo you, Doctor, of course,” 
said ConstaKce. “ Come and hdjp Mr. Hudson to get 
into his bunk. Steward, we shall vant you too; 
there are no sheets on his bed. \Vhat ! a straw pallet, 
flattened down to the boards, and a rag#;ed old rug ! 
I can’t allow that. • Fetclr that under-mattress, the 
soft wool-ahd-ha\r one, from my bed, and one of my 
spare' blankets, steward ; quick f And I’ll trouble 
you for a pair of sheets, Eustace ; you have plenty.” 

Hudson was soon lying between clean sheets on 
the softest bed he had kno^m for a l6ng time ; and the 
Doctor had darcfully dressed the contused and broken 
flesli-iiaaund. The bone was uninjured ; but the con- 
cus!>jon had been sufficiently violent to mn'ko it prob- 
able to the surgeon that the,,, b>ain would require 
several days of rest, and the body’s diet careful at- 
tention, too. , 

“ Above all ! ” said thfc Doctor, “ no alcohol ! 
When I was in the Roya^ — no matter — he must 

have . rest riow. Will you stay .with him, Miss Pal- 
gra’^e ?.” ^ 

“ Certainly, D,octor. I am* going to sit here and 
read while ha sleeps.” 

“ Right ! ” said the Dqctor. “ I am goiqg lo my 
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surgery. I am feeling huagry. Wliat is for tea, or' 
supper, or whatever 'they call it in* these, yierchant * 
ships ? We are always an hour late on Sundays ! 
Shall be ba'-k in an hour to receive the nurse’s report. . 
Don’t worry him with questions about what he wants ; 
but just sit still and read.”, 

“ I’ll be as qniet,as a mouse,” said Miss Palgrave ; 

“ arfd, Eustace, yeirgo on ’eck and work a^»Cybele, if 
she’s on deck.* It ‘will be dark soon. We flon’t want 
you ! The steward can get* me anythiri| I want. 

I sjiall find him in the ‘gan'A’y ; and if I 'jpn’t, I can 
get it myself.” * 

The Doctor .-departed, after begging biscuits 
with butter between them from the steward. ‘‘Work 
makes one hj.ingiy,” he explained. 

“ You ‘don’t want anything,” said E<istace to his 
sister ; •“ you’ve got to sit still and ao nothing ; * ^olcc 
far niente all the ttme ; how delightful. Upoft my 
word, I must maKe a study of his head in the morning 
with that bandage around it like a turban. Take care 
of the dear maR, Constance. Here’s the Capt&in ; 
he looks angry.” ,, 

Mr. Palgrave stood aside for the Captain. The 

latter halted at the -door beside Miss Palgrave, j^ho 
was sitting outside *111^, berth on a canvas deck-chair. 

‘‘ Sli ! he’s falling asleep^ Captain ! ’’ 

“ A little braifdy — y” said the Captain in a half- 
whisper. ^ *• / 

“ No’ thairic you, sir ! ” caye from the bunk feebly. 
“Well, you’re in *thaf Jonal^’s hands, 'my lad, so 
make up your mind to get well 'as soon as 
can ! You needn’t kftep your wa^ch till you feel 
quite well again*. Was it a bolt yon struck, or 
what ? ” 
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“ Th^Jlron collar of the Thooring bits, sir, I think. I 
want to*«lecp now.” 

“ There’s nothing but bad luck about lately,” 
said the Captain. “ Who is to serve out stores now ? 
Mr. Parrish has all the paints and oils and gear in his 
charge, and he must keep his watch. Mr. Slnckloy is 
out of the question, of course ; and I can’t trust a man 
like the^i^os’n. I-’ll do it myself ! Where’s your 
book ? I., the desk here ; all right, here it is ! The 

steward ai^d I ,will manage it. bet ween us till you arc 
on your le;s again. the steward has too much 

to do already. I’ll do it myself. No ! I’ll keep Mr. 
Parrish’s watch, and he can do t’he stofes ! ” 

“ Mr. Hudson will be well again to-morrow. Cap- 
tain,” said Miss Palgrave. 

‘‘,1 won’f Jet him' go deck for a week,” said the 

master. “ His head must have rest. When a man’s 

< 

been knocked senseless he wants .rest, I tell )'ou. 
I won’t have n\v third mate on deck for a week, my 
dear ; and if you will be so kind, my dear young lady, 
to read to him when he gets better," ho won’t feel the 
confinement. . Mr. Parrish and I will attend to the 
emigiauts. But I won’t have my best officer troubling 
hisJiead aoout anything for a \tTek, a whole week. — 
How much water are you allow- "ng 'them, Mr. Hudson ? 
Is it a pint ? What a condenser ! — I say a whole week. 
It takes a W’oek for the h(!ad tc come round again.” 

“ Good Heavens ! ” muttered Hudson sleepily. 

“ Never you mind, n y lad. You take your rest ; 
you^’i pull round agiin in spite of that Jonah who 
was chuci’.ed out of tlu; Royal Navy, I suppose, for 
incompetence. Oh, my back ! d — n — iter — excuse an 
old sailor. Miss Palgrave. I Wouldn’t let him doctor 
me ; no, not to be First Lord of the Admi»’alty, nor 
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owner of this ship ! ^ou 0b good look ter my t 
third mate, won’t yon, my dear young ladl^, while 
we attend to the emigrants’ provisions ? When 
a man’s been knocked sfinseless, I say, when he’s 
had his brains addleciby a shock, he’s in need of rest, 
and all kinds of noise disturbs him. I won’t have any 
of tlje men shouting on the poop for a w£ek. They’ll 
have to pull withmit singing on tiie roj^es. “I’U chalk 
a lin(i all rouncl the top of this berth on the cyck above, 
and if I iatch a man walking there with h-i boots on, 
or 9. gal cither. I’ll taj- and feather ’em. — let me see ! 
a barrel of pork contains fifty-two four-pound pieces ; 
to-morrow’li be Monday. — I won’t have anybody in 
the saloon talking above a whisper witljin ten yards 
of this door f When an officer oi mine needs care and 
rest, *I’ll make it my duty to see that lie gets Ji, if 
I have to do his wofk myself ; that’s me, miss. .Rest 
is what he wafits. He must have plenty of sleep, 
and 1 think a little drop of brandy li ould do him no 
harm. — Thore’re Jour hundred gallons to a No. 3 ^ank 
of w’atcr, and we’re getting less tlian half a tank per 
day ; three hundred and ^lighty-four rationsr'iess seven 
men (the best seven in the ship) — that’s three ^cv'tnty- 

seven into, say, or 2-fifly gallons — won’t go ” * 

Hudson, whose liead was aching terribly, attempted 
a snore as if he were asleep, and Miss Palgrave looked 
at the Captain, and wfuipcred — 

“ Got away. Captain dear ; he’s asleep .now ; W'C 
must not disturb him ! ’i * 

“ Oh, no ! we w’ouldn’t do* l»iat for anytkij^g,” 
whispered the master, ^turning away. “If, he wakes 
and wants a drink or anything, you* call the steward 
and J.ell him to get it, there’s a good* young lady. 
There’s «o allow'ance in thfc salopn ; full and plenty, 
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•you knc|[i-’. Coi'ie, Mr, Palgrav*' ! you’ll disturb the 
third mate. — There are three and a half bushels of 

r 

pease to the half-hogshead, and to-mort-ow ’ll be 
pea-soup day — three seventy-seven into three and a 
half ” 

But Mr, Palgrave had gone away at the begirfning 
of the Cs^tafn’s harangue, and w;ts,now on the poop 
painting, ^^vhdre the master prosnntly found him, 
and to whrm he began* afresh to expatiate about his 
third mat4 The defectii’c condenser was another 
matter thatyhe master began *to h'ar was even of more 
importance thafi a subordinate officer’s, broken head. 

When the Captain had left the saloon, Miss Palgrave 
looked around tb sec jf the steward was jg^rcsent ; but 
the negro had gone, forward to discuss the'eve^t of 
the.ufternoon wivh the cook. She stej)ped softly into 
the berth, and bent her head above^the Apparently 
sleeping man’s. Then his eyes opened, and she pressed 
her lips to his. ' 

Ho smiled feebly and closed his eyes again. Again 
she kissed his< lips, but said nothing. Then she picked 
up a book' from the floor aud (vept out of the berth, 
and regained her deck-chair. It. was one o£ the books 
.she had lent Hudson, and the one l^e had been reading 
the preceding night lying in his bunk in the next berth. 
She had read it before, but never be/ore had the un- 
conscious humour of its writer arnused her- to such an 
extent. In a few minutes she was shaking with 
suppressed laughter. Wien t’.ie steward later on rang 
the-'bcll for the salotn^’tca, having noiselessly prepared 
the table,' she put down the* book. The Captain’s 
voice shouting; dbWn the skylight td the steward not 
to ring the bell at all, as it would disturb the* third 
mate, caused Constance to* look at the face of The man 

' 4 
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lying in his berth. He was Tying on ‘.his sidj’ looking ^ 
intently at her, and already feeling his heid clearer 
after his hhf-hour’s peaceful slumber. 

“ What are you reading— Constance ? ” 

“ (Sh ! the stewaird !) An amusing book, Mr. 
Hudson.” 

“ J,s that the book about a — kiss ? ” ' 

She nodded hel head, her e^es full cs shallow 
laughter. * , 

” Whaf do .you think .of it ? ” 

“•Most amusing.” ^ • 

“ Was that the cabin tea-bVll, a moiaent ago ? ” 
“Yes ; ydu shall have a cup 'h a minute.” 

“ H.^s the steward ’gone forward noV, ,ior the tea- 
pot and the iDast ? ” ’ ^ 

She* nodded again. They looked intently at •estch 
other — tlie*man of piany moods and the woman of 
one. 

“ And is there nobody in the cabim-yet ? ” 

She shook her head, and said, “ They will all follow 
the teapot.” 

“ Then come and kiss m-*.' till the teapot afrives ! ” 

“ You really mean it, Paddy | You really warn’ ijie 
to?” ■ 

“ Yes ! ” 

She Tistened for a moment ; there was no footfall 
at the conmnion ladder ; then she stepped into the 
berth, apd he put his arms around her neck; and she 
kissed him. * , ^ 

“You are asking ihe to dcoihihii a carnal sw de- 
liberately and inexcusably ! ” she said, quoting from 
the book. He held her facd to his, ‘and kissed her 
passioi^ately. * ' * 

“ Ah ! •you sweet little dtevil ! ” he said ; “ now 
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go, I hfar the steward xjoming. Fortunately he is 
wearing^f^is Sunday boots, as well as his (jollar, and 
we edn hear him a long way off.” 

“ Is that the way you kissed Joanna ? ” said Miss 
Palgrave. 

‘‘You will make me believe that I did proseiitly,” 
he replied. - 

” Beli^'c that you did what ? " 

“ Sin by kissing her,” said Hudson. 

She had^ regained her chair ^ind the book. 

Constand'’ repeated the word “ Joanna ” to herself 
several time's ; then she said conclusively — 

“ Ah ! you're a diar wicked man — you were afraid 
to ! Sh ! sh ! tlie steward again. A cup of tea, Mr. 
Hudson ? Here come the Doctor and the others. 
Doctor, wiirtea hurt your patient ? ” 

“Not at all,’ said the Doctor, sitting down at 
the cabin table and filling his plate with cold ham; 
“ not at all ; you may give him as mucli tea as he 
likes. Tea, my dear young lady, contains, as its 
active principle, an alkaloid called tlieine, composed 
of carbdu, hydrogen, o.yygen, and nitrogen. Its 
chemical formula is Cg H,„ and it is a stimu- 

lant both gentle and agreeable in its efit:cts. Stiange 
to relate, the anthropoid a})es,f;m cousins, so to say, 
show as much liking for thih beverage as we do. When 
I was in the Navy I knew a ma-it intelligent monkey — 
a male chimpanzee he was-*— who,, cr — not too strong, 
if you please, steward !r— -who was as fond of tea as 
mysrlf. He exliMfed other traits too, quite as 
human w that. You see, there was another chim- 
panzee on the shii>, who.'er ” 

“ A female chimpanzee, Doctor ?— Give me the 
cup, please ; and some buttered toast, ^steward ; 
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thank you. A female or,, another male chimpanzee, 
Doctor ? ” ' 

“ I must tell you no more,” said the Doctor, laugh- 
ing. 

“ You disappointing scientist ! ” said Miss Palgrave, 
taking the cup of tea and the toast to Mr. Hudson’s 
berth. 

^ i 

‘‘ You dear, racked chimpanz,ee ! ” she .vhispered, 
as she* handed him the cup ; “ how 1 love you ! ” 



CHAPTER X 


T , • 

HE breeze blew, strong from the cast-soulh-ekst, 
and C'.ose-haulcd to the trade wind the Young 
Pretender ir^ade a good 'oOutherly course. The thiid 
mate kept t j his berth, if not ^strictly to his bunk, 
the Cciptain nad commanc!.ed. Patrick Hudson could 
exemplify with ^ natural aptitude the . rover’s ca^sy 
declination into sheer loafery, whenever the tempta- 
tion and opportunity, came for him to slide. 'And, 
by the same token, he could exhibit a sudden burst 
of reactionary energy when loafery relaxed <;ts se- 
ductive embrace. That Captain Jessup should over- 
work himself attending to tlie ston's, while he, the 
subordinate, lay there* reading novels and conversing 
with 'the most charming animal he had ever known, 
amused, tt\,ough_ it did not surpris<‘ the adventurous 
seamap. ,He had been shipmat(t> once with a captain 
who' insisted on doing the cooking ; and with another 
who patched the sails, and went i aloft to furl the 
main skysail ; and yet another — the master of 
a full-rigged ship — who holystoned 'the main deck 
and sang songs in the f.ireca'stle. The sea-king 
may do what he wills; ^he is above flic daw. ' That 
the majority of m.'usjti’-s in the merchant service 
preserve, the dignity of their Board -of Trade station 
in life is « statement th^ suggests exceptions. To 
little extent Captain Jessup was one of these excep- 
tions ; but an exception ^ny way that was arafUsing 

3S4 
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to both Hudson and Constance Paj^rave ; /and even* 
to the ihij)’s surgeon, whose equanimity# was not 
shaken by Ihe growing dislike to himself everywhere 
shown aboard, from Captain to little ’Tonio Jenkins* 
(on behalf of his mother). 

Dj'. Clyster, after two or three dressings of Hudson’s 
woTjnded head \v4th boracic ointment (which the 
Captain wiped off afterwards, with C(»ttov.wool from 
the ship’s medicine-chest), told the third mate that 
there was nothing to binder tiim doing as much work 
^ as* he might choosy fey do; and Hudsjn agreed — 
with lazy assurance and mock regret -,-1 hat tliere was 
nothing — “ nothing except the brders of the Captain,* 
and obey orders if you break owner:?! ’,’^aid Patrick 
Hudson, ,sti«tchmg himself in bed, and pufling away 
at hi?; i)ipe in perfect contentment. Nether Doctor 
nor Ca^itiun attempted to break the long silenge and 
mutual content^)! existing betwee-n them, though they 
had met sevc-ral times of late at tlie«door of Hudson's 
berth. Though the Captain was not speaking to 
the Doct(jr, Huefson knew that he was i^len speaking 
“at him.” When the ulster said ff)# thefenth time 
in as many minutes, with grotesque emphJsis,* |,hat 
he, \he master of the ship Young Pretender, chartered 
by the New Soutl? Y'»iles Emigration Office ; that he, 
Captain Jes&up^ extra-mesier by Board of Trade 
certificate of compe^e*ncy, with all the qualifications 
nccessiV'y wr correetfng tne deviation of the compass, 
or prevenlihg scurvy,, or iontracting ,a bottomry 
bond ; when he, lat/jul master, 4iy.d ordered his^tliird 
mate complete rest and special diet, no ratter how 
the latter felt, he would ffave Inis* orders obeyed ; 
there ^was little doubt indeed that the Doctor was as 
much injiis mind as his third maty, and that he wished 
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<io pampei one t(;^the cha^in of^the other. But the 
other mAxly shrugged his shoulders indWerently, 
and smiled at Hudson with a bland and forbearable 
•expression, pushing on his* gold-mounted spectacles 
with his characteristic gesture as he threw back his 
liead. These merchant-s(!'rvice sailing-master-s with 
the airs of commanders ! T^ooh ! * 

As the d^ys ‘passed and the weather grew rougher 
and colder, and his third ^mate’s wound rapidly healed, 
and the* master.’s own temporary disorejer bf "body 
disappeared^ his manner was ^harsher toward his 
crew. At the same time' the discipline grew daily 
•more lax than before.' Hudson could hear them sifig- 
ing above his- head a rough doggerel ditty which usually 
signifies discontent aboard ship, Ix'ginniifg, “ What’s 
the use of growling when you know you get 'yo'^^ 
whack ? ” Twice of late the crew had all. come aft 
in a body to demand suflicient wa.ter, “ according 
to the Act ” ; and once they had demanded more meat 
too. The avoidable shortage of mea^t, for all hands, 
emigrants an^ crew, had cornc about by an error in 
the calculation for such a large number, by the Captain 
and, Mr. Varrish, the first day of their administration 
in the storc-rocmi. 

So, while Hudson was lying obediently quiescent in 
his bunk, or lolling in Akss Palgrave’s deck-chair, 
which she had brought to his bj:rth, and read book 
after book, or listened to aI'iss Palgrave readipg, the 
temper of not only maste^and ^rew, but of the majority 
of ihe> emigrants, rv pithy disimpfoved, verging daily 
toward 'mg.chief, which, like Ben Jbnson’s arch-hag, 
is begotten ' by ‘and through ignorance, suspicion, 
slander, and' bitterness, successively. Ignorajit of 
the construction of ,a condensing apparatus and of 
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a donkey-engine b(^’ler, SSid of its^ invisif^e defects? 
they began to accuse the Captain of a de^ite to save 
fuel whefcwith to stoke it. But the donkey-engine 
which was connected with the condensing apparatus 
was old, hidf as okl as the shij) herself, and almost 
usekss for its purpose no\^. A few brass fittings and 
soipe green paint had helped it to pass the surveyor in 
London ; but ^ts internal an-angement's were in 
a stale of rapid deca 5 \ The engineer (as he was 
termed *on .the muster-roll), a young man *who had 
drtven a stationaryj engine for a building cpntractoi 
before he came on board — an emigre^nt, like the rest, 
blit in receipt of small wages* for his services — ha<> 
neither the knowledge nor the tools to ijKike good the 
defects, ,evtsi had tliere been proper material. There 
were/ bolt nuts, and an extra water-gauge glasis^ and 
even saf«ty-valvc .w'eights in the tool-box, but no 
spare boilcr-tCbes to replace those which the salt 
water had beer corroding for }ear«. Some of these 
tubes (he young man had removed and stoj'pec^ with 
pieces of iron plating, thus reducing tlip healing sur- 
face of the boiler ; but fhe supply ]*nmp *^'as ahvays 
getting out of order as wejl. The conse(Jueflc^ of 
this state of mishap was tliat the ration of one? pint 
per day had to reduced to three-quarters, and 
cvenlually to half a pint. There was no more rain, 
and no more washing^of clothes, nor even of faces now, 
in fre^ water, ex'ci^pt hi the forecastle, Avhere men 
like Sydney Bob, an4 Kill quarter.-master, and 
Olsen the Norwegian, all wasfied*themsclves in«. jpint 
allowance; and (hen Jheir'wardrolie, beg'^nlng with 
shirts and ending with socks, the •orthodox forecastle 
prectjfience and sequence. 

“ If Uiis goes on,” said the Captain to Mr. Shackley, 
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•“ we shall have \b make Helima, and that means 
beating tS - windward now ; or else we shall* have to 
touch *at Tristan, and fill Tip every tank and barrel 
■and bucket and old Jonah's mcdicinc-botllc in the 
ship ! ” » 

■“ You think it better to 'stand on, sir ? ” Shacklcy 
poked his chin out. 

“Why, 5|ics,*Mr. Sliackley ; and^if that condenser 
gives out, we have the nyiin tanks with the Plymouth 
water, winch we*are using in tlie cabin ; they arc g<?od 
for three days at a pint for- tl^rce-scvcn-seven, 5ix 
days at half a pint. I sounded the well yesterday 
"myself ; they’re almost h.alf full.” ' ‘ ** 

“ It would ,take us a fortnight to beat up tn St. 
Helena,” said the male, “so we had better stand on 
so, heading up as^high as Tristan, lus we arc already ; 
and wp might be there in a week or. ten days 'at most.” 

“ Aye ! but they know we are not-far (as distance 
goes) from St. H«lena. I saw one of those emigrant 
men, yesterday with a map out of, a school atlas; 
he got the latitude and haigitiide of the ship from the 
steward, T'suppose. ^^'hy, fSt. Jlelena's dead in our 
teetji'right in the winjl’s eye ! Y’e had better^ let 
them believe we arc tri'ing to save the coal for stoking 

that fixing of a condensor. You can’t trust 

’em, these fellows; they n^ight turn, out worse than 
the sailormen. The crew dj'' kliyw something about 
winds and -currents and sucli-liko,' But those wild Irish 
beggars might get a cnAy fit,, on ’em ! ’fhey might 
conje lift again in a* body and shout for St. Helena ! 
They arfe ^>1 from inland places,,! believe. Keep your 
pistols in your pocket, .Mr. Shac.klcy, like I do ; we 
may havci to s'kcer ’em a bit ! ” , 

“ ’Ow’m I goin’ tv givd the kid ’is barth ‘now ? ” 
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said Mrs. Jenkins a giboup of ^en onf mominj^ 
loud en»ugh for all those on the main diltfk to hear. 
“ ’Ow aip I, I sy ? Let ole slave-driver arnsel that ! 
My ’Tonio ain’t ’ad ’is barth since we started, ’cept 
the wcttin’s ’e uset to git in them doldyums. I wos 
brought up clean, I wos !* While we pore respectible 
wijnmcn ’re dyin* for wortcr — yas, aad grub too — 
Capting Dishnp,* or Jissup, or woteves they corls ’im, 
is peltin’ ’em in the cubing^ I wish as ’ow pore Mr. 
Sumnlyvilly ’d come back to life ;\gen ; biit ’e’s in 
’caving now! I si^ys*this is a ratting ship; it ain’t 
fit for clean respectible nfarried wivimcn, like orl of 
u? ’ere. i pities you pore sail^r fellers, with no sork 
tack, but only thJlt rotting biskit’ fyli of maggits. 
Wy do&’t J-er make ’em give yc’r bread wot yer can 
heat, you fellers ; you ain’t slaves, arp yer ’Ow 
yer pore* throats roust be burnin’ for a drink pf fresh 
worter, wen ■f^’c finished yer ’lowance ! I spose they 
’as enough werter in the cabing,* wot ? Yas, you 

take my ^word they ’ave ! An’ w'v ? says, 

wy ? Cos there's a lydy dahn t|iere ! O my 
God, wot a lydy ! H' -hc-he-he ! • Oh *5’as ! there 
ain’t no short 'lowance dahn there, wot, bfiys ’? ^ Yer 
needn’t go away, 'Mister Dee’rtrcy ! I ‘ain’t »-goin’ 
to say nothin’ aTii^it yer pore innercent sister as is 
sufferin’ like orl of us ! And I likes yer bccorse yer 
eddicated like myjr^f. G'blymee / if I was a man 
I’d ’aye my rights? !* Wbt arc you sailor fellers a-doin’ 
of, hay ? %Vot’re all you n*ce young engimigint fellers 
goin’ to do, lui}'*? Wot hre.we pore respcQjtible 
wimmen a-goin’ to (hi, ha5^ ? If *we ain’t, got nobidy 
to prelect us, hay ? Wot ? That*’«sbin' lu mine ain’t 

no spod, or ’c’d ’ave d soon put the? kybosh on ’em 

all wotfs starvin’ us to dcfcth lij^e — like ” 
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‘ Analogy was i]»t Mrs. 5^^rikin^’s strong point, so 
on this oc&'asion she was compelled to come to an 
abrupt' stop. Though the majority of the young 
Irish emigrants, despite tlteir dissatisfaction, were 
more amused at her outbursts thar. otherwise affected 
by them, yet many of thd British in the crew were 
stirred to the. depths of a constant and yet strange 
antagonism, which is ever lurking fh the hearts of 
those w'ho are ruled for those who rule tliem, whatever 
be the nationality. If tliore was water to be got tl^ey 
would have it ; they had right jOn tlicir side, riglit 
by Act of Parliament, which created their scale of 
provisions. They no longer sang — * 

Whal’s the use oV growling when you know you gcj your whack 

Of liinejuice and x inegar^iccording to the Ack? •' ^ 

They went aft in a body more than once, as stated, 

and formulated their demands with murti “ growling,” 

through Sydney ,Bob, who, having been reared in 

a part of the world where mutton was sold lor tw’O- 

pencc-halfpenny a pound, had an immeasurable 

contempt '/or the value provisions in general. 

Olsen the fJorwegiun w’;is more phii(«oj)hic ; he pointed 

out that their allowance of everything but water 

was according to scale, except^ oh one day when 

a mistake had occurred, which had been rectified the 

« 

next day. He suggested that they should ask the 
Captain to .call at Tristan ri.l Cu'nha for vx^^ater, and 
that the engineer would lell tl^/mi that whnt of coal 
was nut the cause of thh dearth 6f water. But the 
emigrants tliemselv'es n/jw’ began to clamour ff)r St. 
Helena. One C)f .the youhg men said it was only 
about five hundred' miles away, and New Xork, 
where his brother liyed, i/as three thousand from 
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Ireland, and he had» got lliere in i^ne dav^. Thenr 
the young men’s party fell out with thd^iorecastle 
malcontei\jts, and accused all the sailormen of secretly 
siding with the officers, wlien the crew began to talk* 
about head winds and opj^osing currents, and that 
though ’the Young Pretender could sail in the present 
freslj breeze as fast* as any old broken-down Atlantic 
liner, such as the due in which the *youn^ man’s brother 
had sailed in, yet beating c^ainst a wind was not 
making* 5. steady full-and-bj'' course 'like they wer« 
doihg now for Tristj^i, •though that island v^s three 
times the distance of St. Helena away^ 

Tlie crew tliereupon went oft* and demanded that • 
the C,-;\ptain should ball at Tristan, hnd* the master 
promised, tluft if the condenser s]iould foil them any 
longer he intendt^d to do so. The em^grantt wenb^om 
suspicion to bitterness and slander. They accused 
the seamen of* having a secret understanding with 
the officers they suspect('d — an esprit de corps, as it 
were, which served theii" own ends. Discussions, 
recriminations, and even fights were of.daily occur- 
rence, and the allowance, irof water wTis reduced still 
further every second day. Tlu^n the main water tasks 
were drawn upon for general use, and the emigrjfnts, 
"especially the marn^ folk, grew more bitter against 
the .s’aloon passgngcrs an^ the officers when they 
compared its quality, l^’itl^ that which they had been 
hitherto dlinking. ' Jirs.* Jej^kins’s voice -could be 
heard abusmg the sqjoon with regular iteration 
and venom ; and m;lny' other *v«i«cs w'ere now 9,dded 
to luus, if not in harmqjiy of sound, yet not^n ’discord 
of sense. In thei married tjuartere ’there were also 
accusations of underhand dealing,’ among themselves. 
Indeed, the British master fnay Uave attempted, like 
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• other rulers, to poster internal <^scord for the general 
purposes‘'c-f subjection ; or, at least, permitted such 
an opinion to gain strength for an identical purpose. 

' Certain of them were “ suspected ” of being favoured 
by the Captain every day when he superintended 
the weighing out of stores. But some of the ^)lder 
Irish women* would say, with sit'hs and with more 
than an affecftition bf resignation, ,s'uch, things as — 

“ Musha ! it’s the will of God ; if there’s not enough 
'.rater, sure we»ll have to go witliout. .Whai in, the 
world \yould we be grumbling when we can’t ftirn 
things round just as we want them, anyway ? ” 

* and, “ Ach ! such fl'iolishness ! Hasn't the Captain 

the right to. db what he likes,' then ? ” and, - “ It’s 
a holy shame to licpr the way some of them ^do be 
going* on, and tjiere’s enough for all, had we only 
a little more tay of an evening.” . • 

With such women as these Mrs. Jenkins and her 
supporters were?' constantly quarn lling. And the 
Italian Jenkins’s indifference to everything did but 
increase his .wife’s ire, esjiccially as he had supplied 
some of tine eldc-r Irish won»'n with tobacco on several 
occasions, and preferre^l their society to her own. 

Ift no place but on board a sailing-ship like the 
Young Pretender, part emigr;»"'t ship, part ocean 
packet, part cargo v('sseh could tjiere have arisen 
such a complication of iulert*sts, antag^onisms, in- 
difh^rences, as well as pf^rsohal lovhs and hates^ within 
such a narrow compass of space and time. In two 
m«nttis most of, tin! veneer of* conventional habits 
and custj>*ins had been rubbetj away by the friction 
of close confmcni(!fit, and‘'men gnd women were reveal- 
ing themselves to each other bare to the very soul. 
Yet, parado.xically, «the flisignia of clothing* retained 
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its power while int'jllcct’lost its distinction. Tb®^ 
Captain’s* trim blue suit, “ brass-bound^* and his 
peaked c^p with the shipowuier’s badge in front, 
which he had never neglected to wear (contrary to* 
the common custc«n among merchant-ship com- 
mandeis), were a force thatVas felt by all rather than 
adiryttc'd. Thouglf it was soon known*that Captain 
Jessup, as well ds Mr. Shackley. carried a revolver 
in his pocket, the badge aiid button of authority, 
amtjngfchnvas cunarders and woollerj guernseys an4 
thif emigrants’ incf^giuous tweed suits, _^'ere re- 
present.itive of lawful rank, which, should occasion 
necessitate, could imjdacablv ^egalizc the use of* 
hidden weapons. XT^e Doctor's medicalr knowledge, 
and autl)i)rit5' entirely based u])o:| it, was of no repute 
at all among them ; and since the evi^ning tiiat Hn»lson 
had met with liis accident the whole of them on the 
main deck treated it with open derision. Though a 
number of the xnale emigrants tooli no part in the 
recurring demonstrations (^n the quarter-deck centra 
gubernatione, and bore their short allowiynce of water 
w-ith sullen submission, t' ey refused also to come on 
deck to air_ their quarters, as tjie Doctor hacf ordejred 
in tlie beginning of the voyage. Some of the sihgle 
"“men now passed w^^le days, and even nights, either 
lying’in their bqnks .or ei^e playing cards in the se- 
clusion of a blanket gd c«jfnor of the forward ’tween- 
dock next the foro-poak *bul^head on the -port side. 
A blanket liad also bejn hung against the bulkhead 
itself. Two of the men who slei>t*ncxt to if hadcimi- 
plained of the draught Ix'twcen the planks and thus 
explained the reason for it5 duty *a5 a wall curtain. 
But yic blanket really served {o hide some small 
bolt hoki; which once liad feen filled with bolts, and 
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'their absence n^w permitted a broad plank to be 
removed tif the pleasure of the card-players, 'who were 
in the secret, and of the forecastle hands, who preferred 
paraffin oil in abundance to the half-pint of fish oil 
weekly allowed them for their lu^ijitimate lamp. The 
illegitimate illuminators were born, of Australian 
mutton tins, and discarded pannikins, and were ffare- 
fully hidden a.vay during the morning, if the Captain 
made his round of the ’tween-deck. The Doctor 
<had ceased to do so for some time. 

Thus^many of them .slept, or gambled, away the 
tedious days. Those that played, played either for 
tobacco as stake's, or for the little money they iiad 
brought with them, or which tlu'y could obtain from 
others by selling aritcles of clothing, add isuch-like. 
Olsen, the Nor\\egian, always seemed to have a supply 
of tobacco, cut up into “ anties,” wliich he bartered 
for clothing, or matches, or soap, among the emigrant 
gamblers ; though he did not play at 'cards with them 
himself. With their smoky p.iraffin lamp on a box 
in the centre,.of a circle of some half-dozen young men, 
the afternoons -as well as u.venings and nights now 
passed awav unrecorded exce])t by oaths^at disturb- 
ance, or vociferations at one man winning all, and 
thus concluding the game for a tivie, and at the greedy 
stampede at mc;al-times 'or the mess-kid and the 
bread-barge. The seaman’s -games of bluff and 
euchre had superseded the (‘migrant’s one 'of twenty- 
five, long agf) ; and the language and manners of the 
foBccastle ’were fastibeing adopted in all their alluring 
complete^’ioss by young men who, a few months Ixifore, 
had never seen a ?fhip, even as.tliey'liad never missed 
a morni,ag’s ‘devotion or a Sunday Mass befor« they 
had left tlicir houie», > 
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Dominifk D’Arcy’s vicAin and jflute "were stilL 
heard, as. he seldom neglected his dailyypracticc ; 
and so lon^ as he played well-known airs^nd pieces, 
easily comprehensible to die majority, the men ap- 
plauded tlie music, apd at times tlieir jietty differences 
and spiles w'ere subdued b5' the subtle power of its 
long-drawn sweetnatis. But when he phiycd difficult 
exercises on the violin, in order to retain his power as 
an executant,* tlie’y shouted him down, and com- 
mandeoj '‘‘Oft in the Stilly Ni^it,” or ‘.The List Ros^ 
of Summer.” And JDwminick was perforce obliged 
to put away his exercises, ' and even his own com- 
position “ On the Power of LcA'o,” and repeat the - 
music they could uneftTstand. 

Horatiy Bc«ndy, the tenor, who^was cme of the men 
admitfed to the ’tween-deck card party, woujd occa,sion- 
ally unn.e his voice to^ Dominick's niu*ic, and then.thcre 
would be absolnte peace for a time. But five minutes 
later two or more men miglit have iieen seen locked' 
in hand-grips, snarling at each other, and swearing 
disaster, provided one, two, or the whole crowd, did 
not do, or undo, say, or ’‘"^^ay, sometliing \yhich half 
an hour later had been forgotten by those the most 
disputative*and fiery.’ 

But the lack of ft^h water for drinking was a con- 
stant ’cause of discontent, whether among those 
sullenly and silently suimr^ive, or openly belligerent ; 
and Captafti Jessup’"^ ud nis officers already contem- 
plated proceeding to Cape* Town, after shipping 
enough water at Tristan da Cuftlm^to take them there ; 
and getting a new boiler and othfir fittings lor the 
worn-out condenser. 

Th(j^ single women, in the aftet ’twefin-de^k, bore 
the short allowance without any^open demonstration 
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^j^ainst it ; but tiiey also»«Tiur mired and ccjinplained 
among tj^^'mselves. Hudson, in his bortli,, and tlie 
others whei. at meals, could hear many an expression 
of disgust and rebellion aS'-the matron nu'asured the 
water to each one at the midday pu-al, and tlic shorter 
quantity of tea and coffee at breakfast and -sitpper. 
The only voice that seemed silent iwas that of Joanna 
D’Arcy ; and „she seldom came oh deck now, though 
Miranda Jenkins’s voice could sometimes bn heard 
above calling down the fore-cabin skylight or her, 
when she would respond monosj’llabically. CXice 
Joanna had ascended to see her brotlier, for Miranda 
had called — v. 

‘‘ Come u{i ’ere, Jou ! ’ere’s 3'er bruffer and oii 
tlie ’ole lot of ’em, rjad they docs look danj^ous too ; 
they^ses ' Sent ’Ellena ! ’ and the Capling ses ‘ Non.’ 
Come, up quick and ’ear that Beady f(;ller’.s Cockney 
talk ; it'd make 3'er die lawfin’ ; yvr bruffer doc's 
look innercent among that lot ; conn; ’-’p, Jou, quick ! ” 

Joanna had sex-n her brother standing beliind the 
rest, quiet and uncomplaining; they were both alike 
in finding-iio cayse of disput/j with authority by reason 
of the diet, and she knew that his presence among 
the demonstrators was due to that fear which is 
absent from few men living in communities — the fear 
to be thought a blackleg., Then when the Cajitain 
had allowed the stock of’shis : revolver to protrude 
from his side pocket a moment; as he took put his 
red Paisley cotton handkerchief to wipe his nose 
calmly before replying to tiw; demonstrators, she 
had shook her head sadly- at her brother, and he had 
cheerfull3 rdturrweej, it as if there wa? nothing to fear, 
and pat|ed his companion Be.ady on the back. ^ The 
demonstration ended, as others had done in the 
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Captain insisting on his rights and (dignities #as com- 
mander, willi an apjjfi’ial to their confmon s^jise. He 
said he was acting for the best interests of j^verybody, 
including himself, and lluit perhaps a little more 
coal miglit produce a little more water, which experi- 
ment^ h^ commanded the ^^ceptical ‘‘engineer’’ to 
perform straightwa,y ; and that if they did not 
quarfel among the,niselves about the sh^Drt allowance, 
there was no reason* why they should not oe contented. 
As the j^l^w^ance of w'ater wa,^ not increased the next 
davt howwer, there wa^ another and smaller demon- 
stration ; a few had become supporters of thcTtfftptain ; 
but Joanna cor.ld not 'be enticed tf)!! deck by Miranda. 
She had lost interest in the matter, once ^hc liad felt 
that Uorninicl;: would not take a j:>roniinent place in 
any display of discontent. Slu' ^rew’ paler dav^by 
day ; and the wound to her self-lov!; wtiich she liad 
received nearly week b(‘fore fe.'^lered in her jealous 
and suspicious soul. To be madt? :^:)ort of ! to be 
solicited for a favour from one whom one loved ! Ah ! 
yes, did she not •love him*? God in Heaven ! Mid 
she not love him ? And to be sliglited l^y fiinqi and her 
favour to be spurned — at the instigation #f, eiye, 
under the «>pell of tiiTit black ttevil of a Kerry girl, 
HOifho w^as as happy and as calm as an angel of heaven ! 
That ' secret-keeping,^ mount ainy, evil-e3’ed, envious 
thing ! Oh ! if sflie — JjoanJa — liad but the humility 
to write to ker lovcia^ihd r«^:)roach him, and thus take 
the first* step to a reconcilia ?i on ! Wh}’, ,he might 

make further game ot hfr ! Wa^ he not playing the 
fool with her juslr to mal^e. that* black Keriy girl 
merry — Bridget, who nefVer snjiled except whei|Joanna 
was miserable. She had never suffered like^ this\before, 
Hcaveif pity her ! but she would be revengeef ; and 
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* <?he wouM confide in Misr' Palgrave, who had always 
been so kifid to lier, and who knew her secret. They 
togetiier rtiight make Biddy Slattery the laughing- 
stock of the ship, despite h *r evil eye and all. 

Plans, petty as any that have ever agitated the 
narrow souls of men and Ivomeii — some even that tlie 
great world has honoured in its diistories — began -to 
form themselves in her mind ; she. a poor girl con- 
demned to obscurity, uneducated; but as proud as 
a Spanish duchess, and as foolish as many a^rPonian 
empress. And while she suffered, down in her daik 
and naPftUv prison, her lov'cr was listening to the voice 
of Constance Palgrave as she read the storic of 
Salomon Lyscivonde and the poems of Pensage for 
his lazy delight ; or ■engaging in a rambling conversa- 
tion with her brother, as he worked at his picrurc of 
Cyhelc and Atys'‘'m. the saloon, clo.se by the>door of 
his berth ; or silently submitting to tlie remonstra- 
tions of Captain Jessup for having left his berth to 
take a chair in the Palgraves’ state room, and thereby 
frustrating the Captain’s efforts to cure his wounded 
head. 

“ Get into your bunk immeuiatidy, Mr. Hudson!” 
the Captaifi would say. “ I believe that jr>nah wants 
to rid me of two third mates, d — k him ! I’m captain 
of this ship! I’m your mastci, Mr, Hudson; and 
I will not be disobf'ya'J- Your head must have 
a week’s complete rest, sir ! ” *^\nd theivthc master 
would follow him to hill berth, and aftes Hudson had 
resumed his recumbent positions the third mate had 
to submit to half an hour’s catechism by his superior 
about t^fe ‘stores. Whe-e wa$ the molasses stored ? 
How ir^any'kegs *f butter were there left? There 
were trfree cases of brandy, in bottles, for the'use of 
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the emigrants in the ev(!ijt of siclJ^ess, bui? he 
only fin'd a half casd remaining. Hiidson’^^lore~book 
showed no record of any allowance tc^^ anybody of 
brandy. ’Whatever had*that last third inat(^ done 
with those two and a lialf cases ? There could not 
have J^een more than t\\t> bottles used strictly for 
mcJicinal purf>oso,s. Did Hudson eve/ suspect that 
Sofiierville of bjuUching for liijnself I Or for some 
of th»se w-oinen m the married quarters ? But they 
W'ouldtspon have to i^roach ^argo at ^his rat^ ! Th^n 
ihg^ cffiigrahts were grumbling now because one of 
Parrish’s men liad Irdt the bung out of tirfflast keg 
of^vinegar^ and it had rolled cM^’er and run all awa^ 
during the night ; ^md, w’orse still, it hail aU run into 
a bafrel of ^^our, and made the nasticsl mess he had 
ever seeft hy way of grub in all ins life. Did th^third 
mate Jknow of any use to which •vinegar and Ifiour 
could be put^ It* was good enough for emigrants, 
anyw’ay. The\ were rather sliort^of flour alreadj^ 
The bread allow^ance would soon have to be cut dowm, 
and biscuit issufd insteacT. And that Gernxttn “leaker 
had been caught knt'ading doughy witli^ his feet! 
Would he please go t^irough the accounts f<«: the last 
thr€e da\ S' before he* went to fleep ? — and so on, ^ntil 
.Hudson’s head began to ache again in downright fact. 

• When the Caj4.ain Ccfme bf;^ow after one of the demon- 
strations and mass ineet^igs of the emigrants, the 
third malv longed tlic deck as he listened to ex- 
planatfon and suggestions of future proQedure ; and 
were it not for the •d€-#ightfu> ipdolency oi his:^ after- 
noons wath Constance Pctlgrave,* he had more than 
once taken the decR against th^ .master’^ orders. 
How^ever, he ha(^ been commancted to lake k wreck’s 
rest, !!ind he w’ould lake w^ell as his coijimandej: 



370 


“ACT OF GOD” 


* himself fcrmittc4?it — and*oh Sunday next ,he would 
resume hjs watcli, and his dutico in the stpro-room, 
and extric^ie the Captain frofn his mess of flour and 
.vinegar and molasses. The Captain’s conTidonce in 
his own advice to Hudson was a theme which stirred 
much merriment in the sdioon when all but tiie^ Pal- 
graves were op deck. * ^ ' 

At length t,he last day of Hu’usou’s confinement 
had dawned, and passed its noon. Tt wtis a Saturday 
atternoefn, and half regretted now that liisj wound 
could not reopen and bring him another week of idle- 
ness. ’Pc-kierday he had heard' the master on the 
> 

, poop shouting to the demonstrators "Oir the main 
deck, and Ivad b<*en tempted to' follow Mr. Sliacklcy 
when he saw the latt- r look to the loading of /lis re- 
volver before he wi'nt on deck to join the Chptain 
harangpiing abovb their heads. But Miss, Palgrave, 
who had been on deck, came below as -he was slipping 
.on his jacket, and with undeceiving-, laughing eyes, 
put her arms round his neck with an affectation of 
mournful entreaty to stay and protect her, and he 
had kissed' her, and the persiflage on her mocking lips, 
and retinid to hi.s berth. It wa^ all thunder, then, and 
no’bghtning ! What a lot ! What a stnfnge wolnan 
this happy creature beside him wa^? ; she would laugh; 
he declared, if she saw a nwin reaily killed ! 

“ Ah ! provided ! ” shei ha4 crietl, changing her 
mock herpics into her usual styleb' » 

“ Provided it were bone in an artistic manner, 
you kno\s Paddy ! ”,she addend, after a pause, during 
which ^he looked' inquiry at her * with amusement 
palpableflin 'his ©.yps. « ‘ , 

Audi we ' would* get that wavy-haired Dominick 
to fiddj|' during the performance ! ” she saiji ; ' “ one 
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of his orfie-weano thingl *t4iat wc ill^vcr hcaf him 
now — ‘ha^s composifig scherzo movements ygw. What 
an Orj)lieus lie woulcl make if he wole lanfienting 
a womah ! Rather bqmirc in the shoulders, I’m 
afraid, but his j^eneral proportions and graceful 
carrjage seem excellent. ‘And his head ! Don’t .be 
j*ealoiis, Paddy, piraticLd Velasquez-iGainsborough ! 
Lef me give y^DU a drink of Jimejujee and water ; 
tlxire ! ” * 

‘ Xha^^ diad been yesterday, and she then* had 
diAvi'i and read hinua.^;lKq)ter from a book of Salomon 
Lascivonde — his Mojelte, a characb’rin wTJTcii, named 
Pudibert, C'oiistaiice Lad compared to Hudson himself 

This Saturday a‘iternt>on she had ievntinued the 
readmg^of Mofcttc. He lay in^his bunk, dressed as 
usual* except in his slu'^n'-going jacket, ]hs only one, 
and \fhicji he had^to wear daily ?n the place, of his 
canvais curia rder since he had been promoted to the 
rank of third mate. He had wgslied and shaved^ 
every morning, as the Captain had not restricted 
the use of watcr*in the saloon, and he la y^thef?? twirling 
his brown moustache with lazy vaniUy, an*d exhibiting 
his white tetdli, listening to tlic voice of tkis woman 
w'hb nndefstood him so well— of course She did.* He 
•told himself that^iie did. Of course she understood 
riK’n*; she liad safd she gdid. Just as Eustace, her 
brother, understood *'vo,j/cn ; - he had said likewise 
that hp miderstooif^them. So they all fully compre- 
hended eacHi other. And Jid tliey not^ understand 
themselves ? But Coifst apee toiild see him in Pudi^ert 
— absurd ! But lyin^ there on lift back lisfenipg to 
this mock Boheinieniie — tkat wag 4:he 'm%t absurd 
thine of all. 

“ Wl^, tliis delightfully Rypocritical Puditfrt might 



“ACT OF GOD” 


.372 

beea drawn;* from tcuo life. Art is toe great 
creator, vioti clicr ; and how you have come to imitate 
so many o^ Pudibert’s cliaractcristics — as Eustace 
says — without having read abriut him, I crfnnot say, 
Paddy ! It is ver}^ interesting. Eisten to this ! ” 

.And she read a descriptive passage about some 
dalliance in which Pudibeii was concerned. 

“ So I am hypocritical ? ” drawled Hudson, languor- 
ous, almost torpid ; yet mentally active, self-exaniining. 
Xivis vas‘ Satur 4 p.y afternoon, the last day of playing 
the invalid to please his master. The last day Ion 
vdiich he iiuended to play" the lover, too. Her voice 
fose and fell in gentle- acc(‘ntuati( ms, and he watchiid 
the mobile, delicate lips with the dimples at the corners 
of them, as her woijf.ts came forth. But the words 
themselves scarcely affected him ; Ik* could not com- 
preh*erid the subtleties of current^ literar}' French of 
the Pensage and Lascivonde schools,. “So he was a 
hypocrite like thi?, Pudibert, who was always saying, 
it seemed, “ Embrassons ; car Ic temps s'enjuit, ct 
persuauo'ns-nous bicn qti'il nc revient plus ! ” 

She con-hnued, reading. Jsonictimes the Captain’s 
voice conid be heard calling to the helmsman that 
the*5oyals v^ere flat aback, and that he w'as to keep 
the ship clean full-and-by, or, after a glance at the-" 
compass, ordering the gruiijbling crew to try another ' 
pull on the lee braces, if tlqy wanted any more fresh 
water, as Tristan da Cunha; anyway, wouldn’t shift 
with the ivind. Hudson’s thoughts sttayed from 
Cojistaiice* Palgrave Jo’ tliQ Captain, and from the 
Captain* back to * Constance, and from Constance 
again to ^le* voices* faintl5’ audinle, cin the fore cabin. 
He had inst detected Joanna’s voice for the first time 
during I is week of confinement. Ah ! Joanna’s 
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words^ !iad had some meaning fo^* him and hcrsth* 
just the* meaning thal,such words had fop Everybody 
But this jvoman’s words seemed to have'any meaning 
she chose to attach to them ! 

“ Oh ! ” exclaimed Conjtance, turning over a few 
gages, “ this is charming ! Oh ! Sabine is kissihg 
Pudibert ! here qX end of the chapter ! I must 
skip a page, or* jwo. Pudibert says* it is the first 
SQnsatjon of the kind he ha^ ever experienced ! And 
Sailin'’' says, the same ' Listen ! ” • 

^^gain Hudson a'^.tendcd, and watche^hgr briglil 
scarlet lips playing with the French. words she spoke 
with such charming Parisian tonality, and contrast 
of n;isal resonance with clear round* phoneticism. 
Then, again *liis mind w-andercoISi tow'ard Joanna, and 
began to draw comparisons. 

“ Tw'o women and two books,” he said meditatively. 
The reader'ic.-Dked up surprised. 

“How inattentive you are this afternoon, Paddy T 
Sabine had just ^old Pudihi'rt that she tliouel it clii ldren 
grew like flow'ors in the night, or fell drpm Heaven 
at the prayers of the n' other ! And she*is shocked 
at Ijer fa^hgr’s exphpjialion, on^he eve of her^marriage ! 
Is it not amusing ? Oh, Lascivonde can suggest 
'hypo,crisy in such g delight fxilly subtle way ; I wish 
you could coir^prehend 'fis literary nuances. You 
would enjoy the book sr^'much. Wliat an irritating 
murmur in that fore caloin ^ext door ! I* wash they 
would keep quiet wjien I ^am reading. Fiitisscz, 
votis dis-jc ! Soy^ez'tranqmllc-Hgiscz-voust Sflen«e I 

Now — er — ^ Pudibert, ant- ’ LaughingJ* I hear 

somebody crying P It-soundfs like Jk)3ima. ^'Pudibert, 

ayantg ’ ” ^ * 

The weeping in the fore catin, accomp|nied by 
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a 'lull in the indi*-)tinct susurration, broke tL:^ chain 
of self;Con'L6\^platory thoughts, and Joanna 'D’Arcy, 
virgin-jealous as a Bacchante, once the pbject of 
his self -accusing passionate desire, and the acknow- 
ledged lover of himself-j-reckle^.. adventurer and 
seaman — rose suddenly to his inner vision liK(! an 
apparition. By the Holy Name,*, she was a real 
woman ! Sentftnentai ? revengeful ? ‘ religious ? Per- 
haps- but a real woman-j-not a ” ^ 

Do you kndw, Constance, my mother wa^^ vgry 
fond of Uyi, J^rench peoj)le., My^fpst lesson in French 
I received from iny mother ; and she tauglit me the 
'Symbole dcs Apuircs. Do you believe all the Syinb^c, 
Constance ? ”’ • 

“Yes, of course, K)ly father Patrick!* Dam like 
Eustace, I 'belieye everything ! 1 shall cah you 

Tartuffc, instead of Piidibcrt, presently. Monsieur St. 
Patrick, I believe in Christ, and Mahomet* and Buddha, 
and every holy thfiig, even in that Philistin<‘, St. Paul, 
as Ev!5t3.C^ calls him. Liste n ! j’oy, disajipointing, 
saintly creature, or I shall not read to you.” 

He remained s'llent, and ske w.ent on reading about 
Sabine an^ jpudibcrl. Jlut the Fjench on)y. brought 
back' to Hudson the daily French lesjsons of his youth ; 
and that France his mother had di^awn verbal pictures'* 
of ; the France that he hid always , associated with 
a massive gilt clock of tfl.; Eo^iis-Philippe period, 
which stood on a marble-topped bureau in hi^ mother’s 
drawing-room, tick-tacking a\^^ay with solemn regu- 
larity and irrevocable' recordation of sinful moments ; 
and the ptayp rs he had bee*n taught out of his mother’s 
Petit EuylogCj^ wTliith she ‘always cherished since she 
was awarded it when a pppil at a Loretto cor.vent 
in Irelaifd before she went to France, and which, 
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Hudsoi’ ’ remembered, ^lad a redtj,nd-gold* morocce-* 
binding ’with gilt-'?Sged leaves, and engravings of 
saints, all of tbem like very pious Frenfh schoolgirls 
saying their evening prityers. Once, on his return 
from a voyage, his, aunt had put the book in his room, 
and«he had wanted a light for his pipe, and 

“Perhaps I lit* my pipe with the Symbole / he 
said suddenly. • ^ 

Constance Palgrave looked up from her book*. - 

“ I beg ,your pardon ; pray continue,’^ *he s*id^ 
ajfblogetically. 

She continued reading. 

fie looked ‘at Constance' Palgrave again, and ques* 
tionejd himself why he felt not any desire for her 
whatever ; he, who had played* at love as a gambler 
for it, and often with as much wholesame interest ? 
She deligirted him. in the manner that a wonderful 
mechanical tT;y had done when he had been a boy 
at home. He knew exactly wlT#it she would dor 
could do, and seemed ijiade to do. He bc^n to 
change his question into one that wiintecT'for an 
answer the reason why fhis womaik had •been made 
at all ? The toy ha3 been made to bring ciedit to its 
ingenious inventor, profit as well, no doufit, and*plea- 
*sure to observant youth ; and was this woman made 
just to please o|hcrs ? Profit to her Creator ? Well, 
how was it that God had^iiot given her a soul ? That 
was absurd also— she nf'ust^have a soul--.-but if she 
had * 

“Joanna is ceft^nly. sdbbyig ! ” said Hu<5^on 
abruptly. 


“ Et la desilluaiw IV WV i^VI ^KIIVIHVWV • \^V vm' J v/tt-AJLllSL 
told^me this morning that shd would newer speak 
to you tagain, because you had^insulted anJ despised 



376 '‘ACT OF GOD” 


4ier ! I fold her^4hat yotf l^ved .her — oh ! V^yer so 

much, and# ” ^ ' 

“ St6p ! ” Vried Hudson passionately- ^ 

. He would have spoken, But she put her hand on 
his mouth. Then she stood silenV?y beside the high 
bunk, her bosom pressed against his .arm, hei fface 
overhanging, and her own lookiitg into his eyes. 
Of course they- understood each othcr^ (she said), 
and. both did Joanna. Why discuss such a subject 
gjt^ll Softly, but very clearly, she began* to sipg 
Victor H ugo ’s words- 


“ On and in ^-hanic\ be) tcc 
Le soif\ entre jhcs btas ; 

Entefhds iu ma pensee 
Qui te Wpond toi4/ 

Ton doux chant'^ne f appellc 
Les p4us beaY.x dc nics jours, Ah / 

Ah / Cha n !cz— Ch a n ic ^ — tou j our ' 
Ch antes, ma bcUe^ 

Chaniez ioujours / 

Quand tu rfi sur ta bouche 


Uamour s epanouit, 

"5:/ sou^iain le farouche 
Sovpqon s^evanouit. 

Ah I le rire fidcle pfout'e un t*<xur sans dolours ** 

she 'tjroke of! suddenl)^ and released hc^seif frdm 
Hudson’s arm, which had gradually e'licircled her neck. 

“ Good gracious, what a noise oL the poop ! ” she 
cried. v 

“Go on singing ! ” murmured 'Hudson ;< “there 
is nobody in the saloon it’s only the Captain and 
Shackley at the crowd^ I suppd'je'I ” He closed his 
eyes*. Oh ! that J oanna D’Arcy were here at his 
bedside ! iJVhat a.c 9 nsider?te focy hejiad been ! 
r ** Quand iu dors calme ei pure, . , , 

Oh.! you pint ! ” 
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Thexe ! Xinsi soit-il, as tfle mins say ! Riez toujours / 
encore ? ” ^ 

¥es ; go on singing, j^lr-aso ! ” 

‘^Ycs, but llial^jfthe bell! What a tiaiinnabulation, 
as Edgar Allan •IV>e would have called it, Paddy! 
ThatXfor the fire-drill, I sup|)ose ? Dorniez ! 

lore-drijl, Constance ! ” cried Ifeidson, *3^"leasmg, 
hef tind sitting up in bis bunk ; wliy never |;)eforc at 
this time 1 Ah ! yes, of course, old Jessup is working 
th5m up in tfarnesl ; he*lPdem^nstratc them ! They 
had a fire-drill in Wednesday’s dog-wat(*h ! It’s only 
three, oicloctc now. He migh* have waited until 
eight bells ! Listen to that bell — and Sluu^kley’s 
voice f And there.’s Parrish’s door ! He’s turning 
out ! I say,*Mr.. Parrish, isn’t that bell a little early 
to-day ? 

“It doesn’t seem to tfouble yon, any way cried 
the second mate. “ You're in clover, my son f What 

has that of a sto done witii my* sea-boots ? 

I asked^him to dubbin ’enn and bring '^cm b^ck ! 
I’ll get wet round the trouser legs now, I s’^posc. 
X)h ! you're well out of it ; you’re the skipper’s darlin’, 
God bless you^ my chiljd ! D — n that beU ; oh ! 
I beg your pardon, miss, T didn’t know you were there. 
Where,’s ' that stefbd ? ' WJ^ere’s my long boots ? 
They cost *me thirty-five bob iu Leadenhall Street, 
and I supplies him*\’ftth the ’duljbin. Hi, ^to’fid 
Mr. Parrish, hardly w'id <5 awakd yet, hunffed about 
the saloon for his long seif-boots,. Misy^algrave 
said, she would go to the pantry ?and Idbk tlVre. The 
little bsass poop bell still was rib Ing, and|the ni%te 
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^and othets were ^.^outing^tll^ usual orders, Mr. 
Parrish w^s softly swearing, wh^i the stewara came 
runnirfg do\v\i the main companion in, his bare black 
feet, breathless with his run* aft from the galley, 

“ Golly ! Fyah ! Massa Paa’a^h ! Fyah ! Mass’ 
’Usson ! ” * • • 

“ Fire ? I know that well cnrMgh, sto’od ; J>iit 
where's my sea-boots ? I am not genng to get a soaking 
rou’^d the legs from that force-pump ! * The^ bos’n 

^ajR’t hV; the mains’l, but {he shows ai^ oncomnwn 

affect yshun for my calves lik€. • Wliat in thifiifter 
are you ^om , stq’od ? Gi\T. me i^y boots, I tell yer ! 
Where’s my thirty-fiv6 boh boots, eh ? 

The steward had run to his berth. 

• < 

“ Well ! you can >act the goat A i, %ny« w^y ! ” 
said tlij? second mate'; “ you beat poor old Cardiff.” 

“ )Fyf,h ! fyah ! 1 tell you, IMass^ji Parrish 4 Fyah! 
Mass’ ’Usson ! Golly, if dat don’t beat creation ! 
4 cotch sight of it ’self, sah ! We aal bun ! ebbery 
wan of es ! Golly ! ” 

“ 'V^Jf^tnerg’s a fire in the gall(‘y, s’pose, but it 
ain’t the fust of April, is it ?,,” said the second mate. 

‘‘ We don’ll get a cent more a moiilh for this here tom- 
foolery ! ” * 

Hudson came out of his berth without his shoes and" 
with his jacket in his hand. | 

“You mean to say, steward, we’re really on fire ? 

The third mate’s thoughts* siidS^mly ran «ipcui the 
Captain’s questions a, bout the absent cases* of brandy, 
as ^e iGkoked at the brcrithlesj; arfd ?>omewhat unsteady 
steward, •who was how standing on *one leg, putting 
the othcAntb his best sljore-gqjng ipair of trousers. 
Then his thoughts tiilncd to practical joking, likj the 
others. |l'he usual crY at ^^drill ” was “fire ! ”♦ 
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“ Fi-f?"fyah ! dat’s aiyi ftiean. j-.^ah ! etAery one^ 
bun to ashes! Qihly !/ Jonah ! ” said th§ steward, 
changing his ch^tlics hurriedly, and th<v contents of 
his pocket*s. His sea-chest was open, and he presently, 
began rummaging in it, unheeding the others. 

^ AwCice kalled down the companion at ‘his moment. 
It j\'as Eustace Palgravc’s. The secQtid mate and 
Miss Palgrave Went on deck, and Hudson remained 
in the. saloon looking at the steward making 
usyal preparations before going iishore of a SuJiaay%in 
port. ** 

Hudson climbed up into the skyhght ''beside* Miss 
Palgrave s canary, and loitkod fbrward as well as th(k 
saiL permitted. He could see no smoke -or other sign, 
but thei> he could only sec alongdhe weather side. 

“ So the ship’s on fire, steward ? ” said Hudson in- 
crcdulousiy. . . 

The stewafd took no notice of the remark, but went 
on collecting all the small articles oLvalue he possessed, 
and ti<;d them up in a Jargo spotted handkerchief. 
His black face was streaming wita perjpmatioh, and 
the white linen collar he liad buttoned aroifnd his neck 
wa^ so ti^ht that the dark flesh bulged in a heavy 
fold above it. ^ 

“You’re the joKcr ’ that takes the ‘trick,’ 
steward ! ” sai(\ Hudson, wavering a little. 

’ “ If — dat don’t — beat creation ! I wait hyar now, 
till all dem boats* am* rea^y ! ” said the steward, 
breathing s'pasmodically in his siyft coUajf, and sitting 
dow’n on his sea-chfsi. 

Hudson went up^ the icompaflion cautiously, so 
that the steward shstuld ifot see. him and^liave the 
laugh afterward, and put h^s heacf round \)n tRe WTather 
side and looked forward. All^the girls hat| crowi^ed 
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•to the fc^'ward prAt of th* f^oop, but there ’were no 
officers visible. The cmigrail^s TK.e talking among 
themstlvcs confusedly. Hudson emcfged from the 
companion, and walked toward the group. The breeze 
was not so strong as it had been,, the preceding few 
days, but the ship was travelling about six Jenot*. close 
to the wind, .and heeling well o»/er. The ma^oh 
turned round aijd was the first to greet him. Hudson 
wa’^ea bandage around his head, and no cap or .shoes. 

^ «Oh>fell me, Mr. Hudson! You are, anr othcer, 
and understand tliese tilings. Is •there any dan^eV ? 
How is your* poor head ? Quite well now ? ” 

» “Danger, where? 'What do you mean? WViy 
are the men «not casting the quarter -boat lashings 
adrift here, as usual ?»"’ inquired Hudsont , , 

“ Oh, is it not a real fire ? But look at all the smoke 
. on thn w'ater there ! Oh, don’t deceive *me, Mr. 

Hudson ! ” •' 

' The third mate pushed his w’ay through the crowd 
of young women, and found, himself beside Constance 
Palgrav^^nd ,her brother leaning over the rail. 

“ True efioughJ ” said Hudson ; “ there’s smoke, 
at least I ”• 

The wind was beating*it down close to the water. 

“They are w-orking like very demons ! ” .said' 
Eustace Palgrave. “Fine effect, tnat drifting smoke 
tipping the crests of the wave*; away to leeward !• 
I suppose the galley chinyiey’is on ’fire, or something. 
We can’t see.here 1 

“,WlKit do you thi^ 'it is?”’*3tiid Coastance Pal- 
grave. • ‘ ‘ ^ ■ 

Her vc/1; sounded somewhat timid‘and anxious. 

“But listen 'to the' mcn^ and the mate; an4 see 
Captain Jbssup — he is all grimy ! Where Juis he 



“ACT OF GOD” 381 

• /• 

been ? 1 declare his baasd look^vas if it fiad been"^ 

burned^!. Ohl” ^‘* / * , 

She screamerj snddefily. A bright flajfne shot out, 
blown alftrost horizontally above the heads of alj 
the confused crowd on the main forward deck, and 
the ^rcezetcarried tlie smoice that succeeded it swiftly 
efut to sea and ast-ern in biokcn wisps pf tawny grey. 
Then another toa^ue.of yellow light. . 

The Captaih had mounted on the heel of a spare sngir , ^ 
and lie was shouting encouragingly tp the vApj^, some 
of Vhom were now, piimping on the forecastle head, 
and some drawing | water* over the sid(?r spillihg k 
ovar the lieads and upraised hands of the score that 
struggled among themselves to assist. AH dissension 
had Ceased fii)r a time ; but th«ir unanimity created 
many* obstacles ; their hands, 'eager to hclp^ were 
inoperftti^ie by reason of their excessive numbers.’ 

Coincidentally, with HUss Palgrave’s scream, a dozen 
of the young \\*omen beside her scu'amed too. Thera 
was no officer but Hudson in the after part of the 
ship. He liad'a whistle* in his pocket, frllfCS the 
master had given him on his appoyitmi.\t as third 
mate, and he now fftit il to his lips and liew a shrill 
blal^t. 'fh? Captain’ looked aft immediately. ,* 

. “ Silence ! ” erf'd Hudson to the girls. “ Keep 

■ ejuief , matron ! Hbld your d d row, all of you ! ” 

^nd then he shouted ,to the Captain, “ Hi, sir ! shall 
— I— puttier — bef( 5 fe— thi — wind— sir ? ” . 

“ Aye, aye ! that’s my btillyUhird nyite ! ” cried 
Captain Jessup. Hr-dson pasijea his way between 
the mass of frightened women, ‘and went aft to the 
man at the wheeJ. 'I 

“ Now, Bill, my lad, come, ihard «p \dth her I 
Kio Janeiro ! Keep her about west-nor’-weAt ) ” ^ 
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• And went textile Icc of Inc wheel and helped 
the quary:T-masf'er to put t'^e ^ J;n over. # ^hen he 
went«and le^go the weather cio’jack loraces, down on 
the main deck. ^ 

Come aft, some of yer,” he roared, “ and scjiiare 
them mizen 3’ards. d — n your eves, ^^don’t 

want to be all roasted in h(‘ll to-night ! Ho-hodi6 ! 
haul a-wa-a-^^J Square them tliere yards, I sa-a-a-jM 
I^lly bo vs ! Yo-lio-oli ! ” ' ' 

^At L^u's tliere was anofiier gn^at united scream from 
those on the poop. Then the \vind S(‘emed to«-die 
awa^ to qtTiLe a soft bre(‘zt% as tile ])ig East Indiaman 
qxiid off before it. All tlje head sails il.ip])ed, void 
she b(*gan tq roll from side to side, and the smoke 
disappeared. , ♦ ^ ' 

There ! ” cried Vhe matron loudly, “ the 'iini is 
out'now! Dh, \<iiat a nict^ chwer otlici^^ that Mr. 
Hudson is ! I was so frightened ! ,If wen^ a girl, 
T could almost loyc him ! *’ ^ 

“ Fire out, be d d ! ” muttered Hudson und(;r 

his Ctettii ; ‘‘but we’ll try and kee*p it forVd, any- 
way ! ” 

At that .moment the smok(‘, whieh had been drifting 
ahead out of sight, n(/;v rose thu'k and black — as if 
in a draught that laughed at tlii* ciMssing wind — abak 
the foresail, and then turned into one gnait sheet 
of flame, and the flapping sail /)art(*d like a sheet of 
burning paper ; and then the flante disappiK-ired ! 

“ Come qn, lads ^ forward, all of you ! There's 
all the^for^ alight n0\\; ! If slie\?omris up in tlu^ wind, 
shax>’t want any paraffin lamp^ to-night ! But 
we worij^^let her do that, lads; bully boys! WoUl 
snuff it out ki a brace o’ shakes, Forred, bullies ! 
forred J ” 
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The Doctor was sittinj^’ouja spar, pale, but obmp^sedr'. 
“ Whyiafe you no^^ii^islpng. Doctor? ” said Hudson. 

“ They will not allow me to do anytliii^g,” said the 
surgeon qnuitlj^ “and thaijias caused the fire! I went 
douTi to put out their lamps for safety. One of them 
upset tliA struggle I'"" * 

* Tlie married ’wo^jpen wen* running upland dowm the 
niaih hatchway IjFddef excitedly,, somc^voiccless, some 
tearful, some* expostulating ; some, like Mrs. Jenkins, 
indigni\nj:ly abusive. “ I ki^w’d ’e was a Jt^cr, tjie* 
fust Jime I seed ’inj !.*’ she was screaming. ^ 

“ I understand,” “said flie surgeon cdflnly, ‘‘ that 
in i. ship like«this, if the ln’ad sails bhrn away, it wiH 
be difficult to keep the ship befoni the wjnd ? ” 

“ Surgeon ^lyster,” replied I^idson, Vitli mocking 
intoneftion, “ your conclusions iwe correctly drawn — 
though 3 ’ou have but stated one of tlumi — the^ other, 

that is at tht^back of your mind, is ” 

“ Yes, but \\*e must not talk aljput it ! ” said Dr, 
Clyster, his manner changing rajiidly’. “ I am the 
ship’s medical olticcr ; 1 wall go and get sonse medical 

stores together, in the <went ” ^ 

Hudson, who was hauflng down the mizijn staysails 
hinTS(;lf (fot he had let the hJlyards go <1n the poop, 
and the hanks traVelh d freeh' on the stays when the 
•s€iils*were empiy of wind), cried to the Doctor, going 
aft to his surgei^ — 

“ Tell yie young»won¥'n up there that^ it will be 
out in* five, minutes, and tflat ^here is. no danger. 
Doctor ! ” 

“Of course there is no danger!*" cried tne uocior 
loudly ; “ not thtf loJ^t daiiger ! . ‘ * ^ 

“ Thank God ! ” cried many vcjices on. the poop. 

“ Trial’s one of the iposf deliberate lies I .«ver tohi 
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in my life ! ” said the third mate to himself. Six 
times twenty, that’s a liui dr&d and twenty t My 
God ! there’s three hundred ^id seventy-seven of us ! 
There’re three barrels of parafiin down -there, and 
‘two of tar, and one of black varnish, another of fish 
oil, and the cook’s slush*, and tlai coils of Europe 

rope, .and the — d d caiHiless fools! Listen to them! 

They’re howling like maniacs now‘! There’ll be no 
more gambling this trip, I'll swear 1 ” • 

pulled at the last of the staysail downiaiulers 
^^savagclj', and then ran forward.’ The men on the fore- 
castle hbad^had becai drive'n off by the heavy smoke. 
That pump was therefoni us(‘l(‘ss. 

‘‘ Are you getting the belter of it, sir ? ” he said to 
Captain Jessup- ’ 

Captain Jrssup was suggestively calm, ‘and his 
voice indicafed mental agitation. 

‘‘Take some of tlie men, and low’cr eway the two 
quarter boats, and provihion them, and tow them 
astern, with only two men in cacli, if she comes up in 
the vvind, Mr, HiuL(m, Hut not unless ! ” said the 
Captain undc'r liis bn^ath. 

“I understand, sir ! ” said Hudson, and he sent 
foiiy steady 'men aft toq>repare the two qufirUa* b(>ats. 

He understood also tliat to lower any boat, unless 
it could be done unobscawed and k^pt clear of the ship, 
would be a futile proceeding. It was one thing to 
hoist boats with tackles in the London river, for the 
satisfaction of the ^urv^yor, w’hen nobody wished to 
enter them ; it would be quite anotlier thing to put 
them over the side now, with a hundred, perhaps, 
jumpinp^'dnto one that wpuld only hold twenty, * . . 
For three hoprs they fought the flames. 

Night |f ailing found the fire making steady headway. 
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The single men’s quartern were crackling uifder their • 
feet ! « . ^ . 

The sails on^e fore/hast were all aligljt ! 

“ Pump! pump like hell ! my bully boys ! ” cried 
Mr. Shackley, as the movable force-pump was dragged 
awaj^ Ironi the hatchway. ‘‘ Pass the buckets, lads ! 
gaily, now ! ^leviir mind the sails ! , We’ve u fair 
wind for Rio ! Bully boys, gaily, lad% 1 ” 

All were riinning about like ants on a disturbed 
hillock. eThe* Irish emigrahts obeypd orders, hut 
mzkiy of the crew CiXhibited signs of revolt. 

“ What the h — ^l^s the* use of pumpmg ? ” *cried 
Sydney r3crb. 

‘‘ Take one of these pistols,” said the Captain to 
Hudsbn ; “ iiiioot any man thahgoes ahaft the main- 
mast without orders ! ” . . 

“ Rig tjie fresh-water pump, f*at Hudso]\! * iCs 

d d little-fr^ou’ve been doing for the past week. Give 

us fresh water to cool our guts ! ” • • 

“ Grog, oh ! lads ; 'gro^, oh ! ” cried others. To 
hell with water, •fresh or salt ; grog, ohj ^ That’s the 
talk ! ” 

The boatswain’s m!ite, with his little gr^y poll and 
ascetic Visage blackened with® smoke, wls the most 
Yociferative of all In the demand for grog. 

• Hudson put the®Captain’s big revolver in his trou- 
sers pocket ancf walked aft to the mainmast, where 
most of t^e niarried*worrfen had congregated. 

They clamoured for sympathy\and assistance, and 
for prediction. Wei^d ^he ^hij> be burned i 
third mate assured them all*there was nothing to fefar. 
How could there^ be* ? Did they, not ^ee ^’^at the 
flame^ kept away from this part pf the siiip ? It was 
only the^darkncss that made them look so big. There 
2 c 
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rwas no sr&oke to choke theip e^ither ; it was all blowing 
ahead ; the fire Would soon bo cemuered. Tet them 
not fear ; he had seen worse Cues (ho. said) ! It was 
not at all likely that the shi,p could be' burnt — not at 
all ! They had a fair wind for Rio Janeiro now. 
Oh ! much greater fires, he 'assured' them ! ^Screaming 
would' only frighten others. Maij,y Of t^he women 
believed him, they said, and kept qt^iet. What Were 
those men doing on the poop with bags of biscuit and 
^kegs of water? Oh! it was just as well .tO- have 
'somethiAg in the boats if the> _ should be wanted — 
to catry' thein as far as aitother 'jhip, for instance — 
those that would like, to go in her. But how came 
such a sudden calamity upon them ? Oh, just an 
accident ! Accidents, would happen, of course. < 

“ It is all the doin’ of that cussed Joner*! cried 
Mrs. Jenkins, “ aiiV’t it, now ? ” . 

Hudson did not seem to hear her. He„was thinking 
pf some words he, had heard one ol' the Plymouth 
carpenters speak when the ’tween-deck was being 
fitted' for emigrants. ’ ’ 

“ A big >o5, rnate ; ten thousand feet of half-inch 
matchboar^ing, Jimmy,” had 'said the Plymouth 
carpfnter, ‘‘•let alone <^ie scantirng stuff, ‘mfute, and 
the rest of it.” • 

Hudson’s thoughts travelled in a "direction he praye.d 
the fire would not follow. He looked back at the 
poop. Many of the girls wore kneeling on^the deck, 
praying amidst theif tedrs. Joanna' was ..not visible. 
BridgeJ. Slattery w^^ holding the rail as the vessel 
rolled, and gazing. At thp *thira mate fixedly. She 
was as ^rale -as tjie bleacljed ca^rva^ above her head, 
but her strange magnetic eyes' were undimmed with 
tears. All faces were as visible as in broad dayli^hf now. 
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He looked forward agai^. 

Dojpyiick P’Argy,»hi/ wavy dafk^brown hair singed, 
and his coat ^orched, approached, with his. violin 
and bow Jiold together under his arm. *A large roll of 
paper was thrust into his waistcoat. He had been 
carrying water, tdb, for Iifs trousers, soaked with salt 
•water, were cllngipg to hisiegs. 

• These are ^1 I, could save, Mr. * Hudson ! ” he 
cried.* “ May I go on the poop — to see Johanna ? 

■ “ Slapd back, Dominick ii get forred again, my ^on 
— lypur sist&r^s all riglit. There is no dangef ! ” ^ 

“ I do not sec M<ss *” 

#“ Get farvrard, Dominick ! ” 

“ But — but, Pat ? ” 

“ Get forrjjd ! You see this \ I don’t want to use 
it.” 

“ Ah ! God help us all ! It’s b^g enough, surely ! ” 

Dominiclj^ D’Arcy walked away, and joineS many 
others beside *cfie deck house, watching the crew aj: 
work, unable now to assist them, driven back from 
the hatchway. 

“ Ten thousand feet of matchboardingVand all the 
rest of the timber,” *ai(f Hudson to himsey. “ And — * 
and drag down that cursed winds’l ! ” he shouted to 
.the nearest women, “ and close your hatchway, if you’re 
^ «n deck ! — 1» the w-ind changing ? or what ? 
—not ? She's fomin^ to ! ” 

The ship had h»t*led over to starboard and stoppled 
rolling, and he had felt the cflld \\ind on his left cheek ! 

“ Coming-io / she’s coming-to !• There’s,not a head 
sail big enough forrea to slop her! J^ow for t^ boalS ! ” 
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M ATCHBQARDING ? ” riiiif. deal ooards 'by 
the thousand ! “ And the rest ? ” 

In the ’tween-^eck of oW sailing-vessels such a!> the 
* Young Pretender, when unloaded., there is an alipdst 
unobstructed*^ vista from the hfzarette bulkhead, 
right aft, under tbe saloon, to the forepeal bulkhead, 
under the fore-castle. The only obstructions are the 
mainmast, theTiprigld chain-lockers and wa^er-lank 
casing, .and tl^e foremast— all amidships, and in line. 
On eacl) side there clear passage from one epd Of the 
ship to the other. The lazarette con,tainf the ship’s 
provisions ; the foye-peak the coals, below, and the 
oils and paints and boatswain’s" stores, above. The 
’tween-decK’, unless the ship be going t6 sea in ballast, 
^receives its targo .hke the hold below ; and then the 
hatches are battened down, and tRere is no longer any 
passage for rRan in the “tween-deeb. The rafi enjoy 
an uninterrupted holiday for some 'months, maybe;* 
gnawing at bales of cloth, fattening*; monstrously on 
hogsheads of sugar, breeding projifically in the debris, 
of "reams of paper. Sometimes a* cargo sweats.” 
If the main batches be removed in fine weather, the 
feti^ od/'>ur« from twf;i 3 ty*-or thirliv* different kinds of 
cargo betray the close*hcss of their confinement. Yet 
this craipping and pverfilling frobi icelson to hatch 
may prevent many a catastrophe. The sudden h^avy 
squall may dismast, but it‘ cannot capsize ; ^nd fire 
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cannot rage with freedom, •but snjoulders in slow angef 
for dhys, weekjh’^nci, A might happen, foB months. 

But when a safling vessel was fiti^d out to carry 
emigrant, the whole organization, as it were, of half 
the ship became /ihangccj. Instead of density, poro- 
sity* thJ^soljd block became a cellular hive. Two 
tepiporary bulklfoads were added to those ‘already 
existing ; one to separate married people from single 
men„and one to divide the married and single women. 
Scores of rp(*re slender parl*tions sepwirated berth kom^ 
b%ith, bunk from*jrimk.^ Rut the wliplc ’tween-deck 
w'as something elso besides being a hive ; these* scores 
of partitions and hunchreds Of bunks made of it .a 
potential “ fire-lighter ” ; an enormous “ fire-lighter ” ' 
of timber c!hd air-space, quite* in approved scientific 
arrangement ; and even the “ resinous V adjunds were 
not walking ; for J;hcy were, as sfated, to be found in. 
the fore-peak, • To light an ordinary household fire 
a small cage of dry wood dipped *n some inflammable ' 
substance is both cdnvepient and effectual ; tg burn 
a ship, no satanic ingenuity could deYige* a surer in- 
strument than one mqjielled on tlie prirtciples of thq 
domestic, “ fire-lighter.” The ’tw'cen-deck of, the 
Voung* Pretender w'as a perfect instrument. A long 
'cage of flimsy 'timbering, and at the extremities 
•barrels of tar,, bales of oakum, drums of oil and paint, 
and underneath, in, reserve, hundreds of barrels of 
spirits, ready to'hursf opgn qnd upward when l;he 
’tween-dedk had become a glowing bod of embers. 
It was complete. •JThisJdnfl of *fire needed n© pqjdng 
or stoking; ewry thing • was fti itself jrutomatic ; 
every alley-way and cros« passage* was' a f^e for its 
special contributory purpq^e. Tlie initinl act of ignition 
was al<)ne necessary, and that, had not failed thein. 
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“ We shan’t wafit any lamps to-night ! ” 

were the \<ords of Hudson in ,a md,-,ient of excite- 
ment. He had divined the cause of ^che outbreak, 
only because he had knowledge of the past use of 
paraffin lamps constructed «if empty soup and bouilli 
tins. The Doctor admitted .the cause of the/ronffa^a- . 
tion ; but his 'were the only wor^s heard aboard 
the Young PreWnder that did, an^ which, the speaker 
-of them Jiad, despite hv? avowal, kept purppsely 
•■amhiguous. Who was to blame ? Emigrants, offi- 
cers, o,r crew i ' It was not a poihfto be thought' on 
at all — for it stirred s(‘lf-aocusat6ry ones ^in cvep? 
n'find aboard. Who had s'o much as dreamed of 
this? And of .late, the absurdity of the bi-wefkly 
fire-drill had irritated the men to so great arf extent 
that half the male <''migrants had refused to jqin in 
the necessary exercises. ■ 

But all were eager now to aid the clew'; and their 
assistance in drawifig buckets of water had been of 
some •avail, until the fore-p«,ak suddenly broke into 
flame. Then the Captain had ordered the fore hatch 
vo be closed, and the fore-peah tcv be flooded through 
the small haL<;h in the forecastle ; but the watjT from 
the sihall portable force-pump was pi little use, and 
the sudden bursting open of the forf hatch which, led 
to the emigrants’ quarters showed that the water had 
been floating the burning paraffinf ql], over that part. 

” Never tnind the • saib, bully boys ! ” '^That is 
what the chief mate had cried. 

He wfe thinking rnc^^e of that f.art of the foremast 
below the inaiji deck than of the sjiils above. All the 
lower ma<?ts of the* Young Pretender were of pitch-pine 
— “ built-masts*,” as they were termed — that is, ntade 
of fseverad spars fitted ^together and bound with iron 
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hoops. Ah ! if it shouldi be byned through ! Bui* 
let them cut ^eh the* canvas m^t-coat *around the 
coaming, and^t as fhany of the men, that can pour 
water afound it ! Piff !• fooh ! Stand back ! The 
water rises in scalding s^am. The mast below was 
surf9undl^ by thirsty flames ! 

JIudson, when* he felt the wind drawing ‘abeam, 
blew^ his whis5e again. The* Captiiin ordered the 
second mate to the wheel, and clutched at the re- 
rgaining pistol in his side pocket. .The sebond mate 
tSck four more men with him, and as,they*all passed* 
Hudson at his station on the quarter-deck, the'feecond 
mate gave him a seaman’s sign understood by all ax 
of them. 

“*A)ic ! ! ” cried Hudsoft. 

Then he again blew his whistle to attiact the jnaster’s 
attention. The din was too great, but presently. 
Captain JfSsup himself came aft, as far as the main 
hatch, and pushing his way between the women and* 
children took up a j5ositi,on near Hudson. ^ 

“Shall we collect all the women on,thb poop, sir ? 
The bos’n and three, men are putting biscuit and 
v^ater in|o the quarter boats. Mp. Ps.rrish thinks 
she will lay head-on to it, if *1110 foremast goesJby the 
’ bojird.” ^ 

• “We’re do4ne* if it oes. My good God Almighty! 
can’t he keep her jicad before it ? There’s two of 
’em at •the winced* and there’s, no wind .to speal<f of. 
Yes ! — Hi*! all you women and childaen, hold your 
noise, all of you Up. on t ha 'poop with y«u! ,No! 
no men ! only women. Up witlf you ! yoqr husbands 
will join you J)resently.t The Are won’t ^urt you, 
weke getting the better, of it: alreacty. Get on the 
poop,«I tell you ! ” 
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f They 411, but a few, oVeyed the Captain ; these 
others went belo><' to collect « any ^pprtable pr(?perty 
they bad forgotten. The master shouted after them, 
but they paid no heed to him. • 

“ There are flames in the forecastle now ! Stay here, 
Mr. Hudson. I’ll go forward again and givd'Shac|<:ley 
a hand. Obey orders, and if she seenis like coming 
up any more, low^r away ! e. Sa'\/,vey ? Shaclfley 
and I will attend to the other boats \Vilh the carj^enter 
an(j sailmaker. We must avoid a panjc ; but* just 
'"listen to the crowd! You heard ’’erQ call out grog-/A! 
And some ol those emigrant m('n are near mad ! 
Did you ever say a prayer, Mr. Hudson ? What ? 

I never saw you at divine service ? (I must go for- 
ward again ; ’Shackky can’t manage ^hat ^erdwd.) 
Did you ? ” ^ 

“ Yes^, sir, now arfd again.” ^ ‘ . 

“ Pray that she’ll keep right beW^ tht wind, Mr. 
Hudson.” 

“ Little use in praying that, sii.” 

“ Aye, pjrhaps you’re right ; I edn’t tell,” said 
the Captain dfstra^ftedly. “ That Jonah of a surgeon 
has brought all. this upon us, I*^ suppose. I didn’t 
like*the cut of his jib the day he shipped 1 * 

Despite the awful nearness of 'despair, Hudson* 
could not repress a moment’s gaiety t 

“ Look at the cut of the Young Pretender^ s jib, . 
sir*! ” ^ ^ ^ 

My God, the head'saif s on fire 1 tti, Shackley ! ” 
and he fan, forward. » As dhe^ship^ yawed about, now 
conung to and now ‘paying* off, the jibs flickered 
between tfie heav^y ^coils qf forward* drifting smoke. 
The nighf was drawing on, and the flames now darting 
upward from the forecastle grew brighter and brighter 
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against tlv dark cloudy sky. E|jit not so much as 
a wisp of smoke^bl^w over the after part erf the ship, 
nor had the 6-^ appafently increased ijs area' but 
only its hfeight. Some of 1;he men on the main deck, 
who were unable ^o assist shouted that it was not 
coming their way at all. Some grew suddenly calm, 
almpst indifferent • a temporary reaction after* fierce 
emotion. 

“ Ac3i ! ’twill burn itself out, then ; more power 
to ^the (rfd §li*p ! ” cried aif old Irishman, *that had 
nof been seen on dedc six.timcs during *1^6 voyage. 

“ Sure enough, now, who ever saw fire go agin th& 
wifid ? ” cried another. • 

“ ’Deed, and there’s little use for them Sails, neither,” 
said fiie.yoyjJg man who had bt'cn prominent in the 
demands for St. Helena, “for we are ■going to, Rio 
Jancirf) now, says .the chief officer ; and, sure, the 
wind is riglft behind us all the way, by the map ! ” 

“ Aye, let them burn as mucl*»as ever they like; 
then,” said the old m;\n. I’d a nephew once ii^Rio 
J aneiro. He may be living still ; and jv'ell all have 
plenty <5f drinking water^ too.” 

“Water,, is it ? ”,said the ^oung man contemptu- 
ously. * • 

• “ Ah ! and whrsky too,” said the old man. “ I 
snppose all youj ^operty is destroyed, down in your 
sleeping place,” • 

“ Nat id. all. ^ll’our ffoxej aro down in the bottom 
of the ship.* Don’t you know we get them up. once 
a month ? ” * 

“ So we’re bound ^for Rib Jariefto ! Well,* well ! ” 
said the old man ; “ and the boat is not tolKng at gll now ! 
Thani: God for that, any \^^^y ! * 

The “.boat ” indeed was on steadier keel. 
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Hudson had left, his post* at, the mainmast and gone 
up on thd crowded poop. ' j- 

The steadivr keel had sent him ther^-> 

The ship had refused to answer her helm t 
The Young Pretender ro/ealed her final mission. 

It was black night arpund them fot ‘those 
doomed men*and women there wJiyld be no waat of 
light I ‘ 

Hudsqn had ordered ^he two men in the boats to 
lower themselves away, and to. drop astern &nd catch 
a line that JIv. Parrish (now at'tjhe wheel) had fowed 
for them. 

“ No, no women, nor anybody, in the boats, "ex- 
cept the two. seamen in each.” He was con^pelled 
to threaten the steward, who had a]^peartd«in his 
Sunday clothes, vijth his revolver. Would they carry 
away ‘ the davits, these praying, tearful women ? 
Or the tackles ? Let them keep qufei, and hold that 
'nigger; they weA safe enough ; the boats were not 
going to ^eave them ! Two men coujd not pull a life- 
boat ! Thene ! God help her ! 

One of the yoting women ^"11 .overboard attempting 
to climb ift^o fhe half-Jowered pewt boat. .S^e drifted 
astdm immediately, struggling wildly in the darkness, 
and disappeared. She was quite, a child, an orphan 
girl of fourteen from Maidstone, and she was forgotten 
ip an instant ; but her life thus lost saved many mote 
from attempting to foilow her example;.* She had 
struck one*'of the, men in her fall, anU the tackle 
sKppefl out of his l^nei ; the c^lier man quickly let 
go his tackle and the Boat w*is in the water and 
beyonel the ‘reacli* of thd others on the poop. The 
boats were efropped* astern and made fast, one Itehind 
the other, to the lin^ towed from the tafiraiL 
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It was all rapidly^done; bdt not second too soon. 
Wotild*tKere be ^me to launch the skid boafe ? ^Time 
enough for th^ two afffer boats — with discipline— but 
too late for the forward boats at any cost of muscle,* . 
strength, i^ay, of life itself. They were both stove 
in n©^ ! iJThe great foremast, with all its , sails, 
yards, top-hamp(sr,*and running gear, bad fallen with 
a crash .that tyish^d every lip on the ship, and blenched 
every ,Aeek. And Mr. Shockley’s voice wjs stilled 
forever dnd.eVer ; his. and many another’s. <The fire 
ha<f “burnt its waji ’through, below llse deck^ In 
a f^w moments morb the big sailing-^hip was nearly 
head to wind. A cloud erf blac^ smoke drifted over* 
the leje quarter, and then the guarterideck became 
crowded •witli*mcn, maddened with terror, mutinous 
with despair, or reckless with thijit anarchic hianu- 
missidn of nature, which men have termed tile first 
law of it. * * * 

Mr. Parrish (having relinquishedTiie helm as useless)' 
at the top of ojie ladder, ‘and Hudson at Jhe other, 
stood with their revolvers drawn, while* the Captain 
directed the launching <d the large ^ifmace and the 
smajfier gig* on the after skidj. But lii^ 'commands 
were ferociously countermanded by a score of mutiftous 
voices. A man on jihc main yard, hooking on a tackle, 
b&oming suffocated with the dense smoke, fell to 
the deck, and his brains were dashed out. The tackle 
fell as weifl, and .the huge dcMibltS block felled Silvio 
D’ Albuquerque, the Spanish^ sailpr. Th6re were a 
hundred pairs of arms to lift the big pinhadfe, bht 
they were too n^ny by mnety. ’ They . putied and 
dragged, and pushed’, yellfcig, syearing, anA some 
amon^ them ejaculating petitiorts to the Almighty. 
And across them now began to drift the horribly 
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stench of burniijgiflesh-^hujnan flesh. The flames, 
at first smothered to some extentj under the great 
sails and oordage of the ft^remas’t,' were burning 
through their covering, afid consuming the dead and 
wounded men beneath it. >7 c 

■ The pinnace at length h)rchcd over the s;de suddenly, 
and fell stern foremost into the Sejj,. Tlie oars, in it 
fell out, as well as the breaker oi water, mast and sail ; 
but the boat floated upwards on its keel. In a few 
riioments fifty men had jumped, or clinrbed down into 
it, and it fijlod with water to ihe gunwale. Several 
of the men climbed back, some sank, one or two of the 
■ seamen swam aft to the liff;boats, and clambered ‘into 
them. Then the gig’s stern fell off the skid, and crashed 
down on deck. A harness cask stove* iti two* of the 
bilge 'planks.' A ,'jcore of hands lifted it again, but 
the meuster bade them cease their labours, and fielp the 
men still at the pump and carrying- v. ati-r ; the boat 
could not float. '■However, they lifted it over the 
raily and, as carefully as t,heir excitement permitted, 
lowered it kito the water, wlicre it quickly filled. 
But only a few emigrants d^red to spring intb it, and 
none of the seamen. Then tfie little boat turned 

f" I t 

over, and the emigrants were s^truggling to climb 
back by the ropes which had lowered tlie gig. 

Amidst all this indescribable confjision, which yet 
suggested more horrible possibilities, the ship’s sur- 
geon, with a case of firings oh his k,n(ics, and a. book in 
his pocket,- sat on the poop ladder motionless, a few 
f».et beloW Hudson^* Nobody Ijad^ seemed to notice 
him, though one nian, attempting to ascend the ladder, 
and dfiven back -by Hu Ison’s pidtol, had trampled 
upon him. 

, All hope of escape, by the boats having disappeared 
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for every male passenger an4 the majority of tfie crew, 
the attention of all t)f th6m was dlrAted agg-in to the 
fire. They abyr-ld each other for not assisting^ and 
called each other cur, and coward, an^ loafer, in^ 
detaching utterances. And^ those of the seamen who 
had bpen tlfe first to* prevent the Doctor from assisting, 
dh the outbr%ak‘of die fire, nbw demente^y clamoured 
that he should be made to suffer for^his evasion of 
labourTjas well as Tor his meddling, which had, they 
asserted, caused the disasteit Some pf them caught 
hol^jof him 'and dragged him forward, apd orib of the 
men pitched his ca^ of (frugs overboard. The ‘sur- 
geon’s gold* spectacles fell off in the •rough handling, 
he received, and he was h?.lf blind, even in daylight, 
withoilj; t^em.« As the men pumped, and threw water 
on the scorefiing deck, they jeered at him, staggering 
to and fro;vith buckets in both hanHs. , 

But the forward part of the ship is now 

a mass of flame, and the smoke i-^^arried high above, 
the main truck with the heated air. The wreckage 
of the foremast iS well aliglit, and the deck welf 
“ Pump away, my bully boys ! , ’Xis ‘your only 
chance ! ” cries the nftist^r. • , 

Ohly Chance ? Chance of %hat ? Of* prolonging 
the existence of thh Young Pretender until a saviour 
ship liove in sight ? The Captain’s words had no 
moaning — even for himself. All he knew was that 
some tlnrt^' women tmef cltildren apd a dozen necessary 
seamen couftj escape in those two lifeboats, 

“Pass the water adong ^ gaily, now, boysi dfiveit 
down below again 1 . * • • ' 

The -futility of it ! ".Ah ! Ihose charts of yellow and 
crimson flame outside the pulwarte, licking flie rail 
and curling over it I 
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“ PuAip away ! Pass t^at water along ! ” 

“ To h^U with ’it'all ! ‘ Gfog-ok ! ’ I say I 

There are six men on the pijmp, 2k?d they have the 
supply pipe ^thrust through aii open port* abreast of 
the cook’s galley. It seemed a very serviceable pump 
\yhen tested in the dock at Londorf. It is h verj^ good 
pump ; it will throw a 'jet of sparklinj^ water like 
a tremulous rope of .twisted gla^s aS; long as the fexain 
brace. Six strong men, three oii each hartslle-bar, 
with wet hair clinging to their sweating foreheads, 
are jerking the movable pump.ajxout the deck..x'ith 
.their frantiC exertions. But the long, thin jet of 
.water seems but to. tickle the leaping flames Cnto 
crackling and derisive laiighter. And the fire has 
a secret, which shall <be revealed anon. « 

“ Pump away, my bully boys ! ” 

“ G— d — the'' pump ! Grog - oh ! My gats are 
like rotten rope-yarns ! ” „ . « . 

, None of these §ajlormen have seen the celebrated 
mannikin Duke of Brabant, that infant prodigy at 
Brussels ; for Antwerp is the nearest they have been 
to it ; but ope ,pf them suddenly flings hinself off 
the handle-bar. with a desperate 'oath, and adds — 

*“,I’ve heard tell of<a baby p-^ g in a fountain, 

but, strike me blind, if he wouldn’t be as much use 

as that pump. I says ‘ Gre.g-oh ! ’. Who’s gift 

for the grog ? You might as well be h kid and p g 

on the flames of helj ! Come on,‘-Jads ! ” 

His face. is black with smoke, aftd scorched with 
flame,. ,bui the voice is. that of Sydney Bob. He is 
encoura{»ed by similar sentiment^ frbm the boatswain’s 
mate. . , ^ ^ ' i 

“ A^e ! Let the pump sweat ; let it sweat, 

I tell yer I ” ‘ 
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Another man has talcei^ his place. Sydiley Bob 
drags away. iThey* both scdbp the perspiration 
off their wet brSijWs ami look in the direction «£ the 
Captain, s^anSing on Ahe , fife-rail at tlfe mainmast, 
urging on the men still carrying water. “I’ll ship 
nobody bu? IrishmCn if I ever get the chance again !^” 
lie says. Slivetal jnen foil?) wed Sydney Bob to the 
maid hatchway, ^owp which they disappeared. By 
bursth® through •the thin partition "separating the 
married quarters from the single women’s tliey woijld 
be Sble to tdach thp lower after hatch* benea/ih which 
a large consignmeni^f spirits and beer for Australia 
wa» stowed, .as they knew. >^pne of the emigrant^ 
followed them, though anflrishman cried — 

“I’d ^ive ajl I have for a sup «f poteen ! God help 
us ! and we*doing all the labour ! ” 

He^ possessed nothing but the cl(#t]iing*he stood *in. 
Another jjian said he would burn every woman in 
the world for a pint of beer. Tljg voice was that o^ 
the boatswain’s mat®. He threw down the nozzle 
of the hose, and followefl tlie men who •had gone 
below. * * 

But the master had ?een him, and, he shouted to 
the'petty officer as fhe latter prepared to*Sescend fhe 
hatchway ladder, tip wliich smoke was now drifting. 

Close that dooi', and go and pick up that hose ! ” 
Other men had begun to follow the boatswain’s mate. 
The man halte(h<it* the door,, holding it with his 
hand, ancf ttynecf ms blackened face toward the master, 
and hesitated. . . • 

“ Is that you, iJos^i’s m^,te ? ’^ , 

“ Aye, it’s me, (iap^en Jessup ! What.o-’ th*at, eh ? ” 
The petty officer had snouted defiantly, eft if he 
challenged the right of the*Capta*in to question liim. 
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“ Piclc'— up — that ! ” cr^d the master, putting his 
hand in hip jacket pocket, and producing his revolver — 
a big 'Colt. ' „ 

“ Ah ! Go to hell ! ” cnied the boatswain’s mate. 
“ I’m on for a bust, I am, before I go to heaven ! 
Pump away yerself ! I’m on for a swig of Ole’ Bur- 
ton ! ’* ' • 

The other raen, silhouetted •'against the burning 
deck behind them, drew back suddenly frem the 
boatswain’s mote. Nobody had heard the' shot, 
owing td th^ crackling of the lire,, and the voices* of 
men and women ; but the body of the seaman fell 
.across the coamiiig of the hatcliway door, shot through 
the lungs, the? blood rushing from his mouth. 

“ I’ll serve you all Alike, mind you, lad.s, if you don’t 
obey orders ! Go on, bully boys ! Pass along that 
water there ! Pump away, bullies ! We’ll have a ship 
bearing down on us soon ! ” r r ' 

• Nobody knew the-futility of it all so well as Captain 
Jessup. Yet fire can be seen a long way at night ; 
morning rilight bring them a ship in the offing ! That 
is what he lold them all now. 

“ Pump away, lads ; pass water, bullies ! We’ll 
sigh+ a ship in the morning ! ” ‘ 

The limp, bleeding body of the boatswain’s mate 
was a greater force than the Captain’s words to the 
majority of them ; but suddenly their efforts were 
bi ought to an irrevocable stoppage 

A long tongue of flame tore its way through the 
main batch, above the body, of tli« boatswain’s mate. 
In a mcpient the wnole hatch, a few feet from the 
mainuiast, was burning fiercely.* Men covered their 
eyes with their han.is, and many of them fell upon 
their knees, like the women, and tears began to trickle 
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through fingers that were^ horny with gripf>ing the < 
plough-tj-ee or the Jaaft erf the piclf-cftce, ^ 

The secret been told by the laughing fire ! 

It had been creeping un^er their feel? unobserved, 
and suddenly the whole naarried quarters burst into^ 
a roaring furnace T Every water-carrier dropped his 
bucket, and those pumping" rushed through the>flames 
to \he quarter *^decl^. Was the end ’of the Young 
Pretender" s mission at hand ? A discordant con- 
junctidn^of some three hundred human vbioes, raided 
iniimprecation, terror, sorrow, and in the holiest of 
prayers, and the oldest — -\he prayer for^God’s' mercy 
— fearfully. SAiggested, nay, seamed % to prophesy itj 
speedy coming ! But it 4 vas not to ba yet, the des- 
perate CaptaiijL told them. Did tJiey not see the smoke 
blowing ’mdte to leew^ard ? She was lying now like 
a log ifi the sea, drifting almost br#adsicie to the \^ind. 
She w^as gqgd till broad daylight, and then they would 
sight a ship, of course ! Were tj^y not in the tracl^ 
of ships ? “ Muster ©n the quarter-deck, bully boys ! 

/U 1 men in the fere cabin !*'’ They might break dowm 
that r^atchboarding in the alley-w^^ J^y Jonah’s 
bottle-shop, and gaiiher in the fore pabin ; for the^ 
wliole maifimast w^cTuld be coining down* upon th*cm 
ip a minute ! “ Into the fore cabin, my hearties ! ” 

They ha(J secn^thc foremast fall, and they could 
smell the horrible incineration of a score of mangled 
bodies. The majeyit^ ot them rqshed into the narrow 
passage, t)i«!jke down the partition beside tke surgery, 
and huddled together in th^ big fore (Tahin.^ Some 
dozen or more refnafned wjiere feifc^y w^ere, apd a few, 
notwithstanding l^lic^^evolvers of Mr.^Pjyrisht Hudson, 
and the Captain, gained the poop, apd joiHed the 
crowft of women and chifdren. * They were allowed 
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to remain there in both places — on the poop or on tlie 
main deck — but those on the' latter deck, Mnth one 
exception, paid for their temerity v^itjr their lives. 
The mainmast, wliich had lost ivs top-gallant hamper 
when the foremast fell, now went by the board, but 
the ship being on an even keel, and the burning ^ails 
being fiat aback, most of tne wreck-’ ge, heLvy blocks, 
chains, wire shrouds, yards and stunsail booms, 
crashed down on the quarter-deck; burying j$ll but 
one beneath it. This exception was Benjamin. Clyster, 
the ship’., surgeon, who, with nearly sightless eyes, 
was groping "among the wreckage- piled up around 
him, blocking tile whole q^uarter-deck, and making 
a temporary barrier between the poop and the flames. 
The Captain, who had joined his subordinates on the 
poop, saw the surgeon, and for the first time for many 
weeks past address(?d him directly. He shouted; with 
all the power of his lungs — 

“ Save yourself, . Doctor ! Jump overboard and 
swim for the boats. You’ll find ’em out there on 
the weather quarter ! Lord know? there’s light 
enough to see ’ You can’t reach the poop, man I 

D my eyes, if y’re a Jonah, yon can’t be drowned ! ” 

Then the master turrjed away to give orders about 
loading the lifeboats. ’ 

Surgeon Clyster groped among thcwreckage, smoul- 
dering around him and sometimes above him, and 
would have perhaps- gained* the « veather rail, and 
attempted to swim for it — though if seemed one arm 
was brpken, by the ‘way* it hung mseless at his side. 
But at this moment- three men appeared almost beside 
him. They had arisen from the little grated hatch 
on the cjuarter-deck, whicH in fine weather ventilated 
the quarters of the single women, and in rough weather 
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was covered with a ta^)aulin. One of them wa(B 
Sydney Bob, and anotlTer a quarfei^master.with a fresh- 
healed wougd on his cheek-bone. They had made 
themsel^ies reckless /vith* draughts of faw gin, a case 
of which they had been Jjroaching in the after hold, 
wh^ thS falling of the mainmast had made them 
rush up to t*he * twcen-dbck, only to find the main 
hcilchway fieriJ^jly IJazing, and.tlie otlicr small grated 
hatt^, near* at hflnd, the readiest way of ‘escape. 

“ Hidloa ^ here’s a b — •alamander ! cried Sydney 
Bgb, climbing oul of’the wreckage, “ and, colonial ! 
he’s goin’ to tako'ia — — bath to cooPnis — ^ hide ! 
’§os he ean’t burn^ y^er knoiv ! ht.:’.s made o’ fir^j ! 
He clutched the surgcAi by the broken arm. The 
otli«f rnan cWpped both his heavy hands, with drunker 
buffoonery^, down upcjn the Doctor’s bare he^d. The 
thijdi* 111*10, stumbling among th# wreckage, g.nd dead 
and dyiqg men^benoath it, attempted to hug his twe 
comjianions. He was shoutii^p, *’ Whisky for my 
Johnny ! " 

• You likes wTiisky, I loves gin t 
Whisky ! Johnny ! "• , 

“ Oh ! oh ! A b*-— salamander I float’s what he 
is*! ’’ AieS Sydney’Bob. “ He ain’t no*Jonah !, May 
.1 never suck thS monkey agen, but he’s a bloomin' 
jole* salamander, 'and can’t burn nohow ! ’’ 

“ Men, men*! let me go ! ’’ cried the Doctor. “ Have 
you no jceling ? yMy a»m is broken, and Vm helpkss 
But i cafl, float f I can’t be drowned ; ,I was — I wai 
born in a caul ! ’’• , • ,* • . , 

“ Come on ! ’’'cited thejuan^ith the scarred cheek- 
bone. “ Who’d Itaf 8 thought Ole ^aavhones was suppy- 
stisji^us ? If he (hiccou^) can’t b — r— weft drown, 
he’s a saUy-what-d’yer-call-’era, Bob ! ’’ 
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“ Aye, into the bon^,re with him ! ” cried the 

third man ; yer can’t burn a sallyiaanderer — . 

“Whisky killed my pore old dad ! (riccough) i 
Whisky ! (hie) Johnny 1 
Whisky druv my mother ma<^ ! 

Oh-h-h !-er Whisky for my Johnn> *I Hooray ! ** 

“ Ain’t it parky ! I’m nigh t-ozen ! Let’s fry 

Ole Sawbones ! ^ ^ / 

“ m have you all court-martialled ! ” cried^^ che 
Doc+or distractedly. ^ 

“Oh — hoh ! We’re in the Royal .Navy; listen j(i) 

’im ! ” ' j 

“ Over the spar with him ! Hoist him up ! Can't 
he kick for an onlucky Jonah ! Now, then, boys ! 

One-er ! tw'o-er • Down the b hatch, with him ! 

Hooray h He ’11^ soon be roast pig 1 One-er ! 

two-ef ! fhree / ” , - , 

The surgeon, kicking and biting madly, but without 
so much as a cry, wa=, Jiurled into the roaring flames. 

“ I reckon we won’t see him agon this side o’ hell ! ” 
cried Sydney Bob. “ Wot a kick he give me in the 
bj;ead-barge — ugh ! He can drive piles for Ole. Nick 
now! Lor! Jie’s..bust my liver; But he won’t bring 
no ba4 luck to no other ^raft ! What d’ye say, lads, 
to another go at the gin ? I’m all smoked like a 
kipper-herring! Ugh! I does feel — er — ^ho ! ho!„ 
Here’s a bloke er-eatin’ of my big toe ! Cuss ’em all ! 
Whisky is the life o’ man ! D— ^ ,’ny bobstay^ if it 
ain’t ole Jinkjns the Dago, and his'" kid ! j-'V^hisky ! 
Johnny ! .. Ho-ho ! Ai.\^’t it cold ! Little Tony Jinkins 
’ll soon be roast suckm pig [ Come on, lads ! ” 

But the ardent spirit they had imbibed was making 
them evely moment more helpless, and they fell (jjyer 
one another among the entanglements of shrouds. 
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and igniting sails, and l^uge spars everywhere. Tfte 
little hatch thrAigh which they had ascended was 
now vomitifig flame.. The fire had burnt its way into 
the women’s quart(^rs, iwid, overcome by the smoke 
and drink, they fell dow», one after the other, among 
stiJA living but mangled men, muttering the words of 
their chafcty — • 

“ Wlvsky for my Johnny ! Hooray-er-v'bi§ky. . . . 

Whisky is the life o* man — 

•• Giacomo, the .Italian, pinned to thp deck, his black 
hair matted with\blood, held little fair-hairedr Tony’s 
Srm around his neck, and prayed ah)ud : “ Ave Mai^a ! 
quando dico Ave Mafia, ridoni i Cicli, godono gli 
Aitgloji esiiAla il mondo, trcnfa I’inldmo, e fuggono i 
demonii. O Ave, ave ! ora per mi 1 mio pio ! che 
peifreatQ ! O ! che letto di mort^ ! Ave Marja, t) Dio J 
moschioida, clyi pcccato ! ” 

Captain Jessup had taken up his post at the doof' 
of the hatch laddei* leading to the fore cabin cijid the 
women’s quatters ; soriie of the men Jhiacd found their 
way •up this ladder already, and pn •to the poqp ; 
but the faptain tifreatened to shoot •the jnext man that 
shoulS show his *f ace until^the two Boats he\d been 
► loaded with tl?e women and infants. He ordered 
• Mr. Parrkh to bting the poi t lifeboat under the counter, 
and while Hudson and he were loading it with women 
the pnijn in the jfbre cnbin^could be kept in check by 
himself-^he nmster. 

It was an uncfertaking that •was well plaiined^ but 
full of difficulty riotwitkstanfli«ig. At l^ast a score 
of men were alfedng the^wome^ and Children on the 
po|^p, and some of thesg whgti the boat was hauled 
nearer the ship sprang overboard to swim to it. Mr. 



“ACT OF GOD” 


406 

Parrish fired his revol’'ier at ene,of these men, and that 
checked the*remainder for a time. '^Ihree of thei men 
succeeded in gaining the boat, though the sea was a 
short, choppy one, and very difficult to swim in. 
The boat would hold some fifteen^ more, . perhaps, 
without foundering, but it \youid be very deep-latlen. 
Hudson* stood o^itside the taffrail, bl-hind the wheel- 
? box, which was an obstacle to any rusk that might be 
attempted, holding it with one hand while’ he gripped 
his pistol with the other. 'Mr. Parrish, wl|o had uii- 
rove the peak, .halyards and. fastened theih arou?M 
Miranda*^ Jenkins, put her over the,;S‘ide first, and then 
slid down the mpA holeling the boat and thok corti- 
mand of it, and also brandished his weapon. Slowly, 
and against the 'will of many of the women, tlje<boat 
was safely loaded, one by one. Daughters hesitated 
•to leave without their fatliers. mothers withoeit *tkeir 
sons ; and many of tlie single wom»n 'who had no 
'relatives refused to c’imb over tlie taffrail, fearfully 
calling to mind all the men, and' young w’omen who 
had been di owned. The wailing and' praying, the 
h'^arse entreaties- o<f men, of w;omen, and screaming 
of ii]fants, accompanied the loading^ of the first boat. 
Olsen .the Norwegian, with a stolid adherence to 
duty, obeyed the commands of Hudson, and seized ' 
the nearest w'oman to him, one after the other, and,* 
using the spanker sheet, fastenecj a running bowline 
undfer their armpits, and pushe'd the}i;i/)ver tlje stern 
and low'ered them into the boat plunging* about in 
the jiark* water under’ ihe' counter, ^‘aipd bumping her 
gunwale sivvagely against it. Then, when the boat 
was laden to tlic very shcci^-strakb, the second ifiate 
cut the line, and the nlcn pulled the boat clear ofythe 
ship. He ordered the other boat, containing three 
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men — one of whom was Peady, now recovered from 
his long swim throifcgh tlKe buffetmf waves„to approach 
the stern. Jhis wa? the boat that Hudson, would 
have to control, ani for 4^he first time*since the ofct- 
brdak of Jhe fire his thougiits began to run upon other 
matters not connected with his duty. The time .for 
hi^ own (iepartuffe, and quite probable salvage, was 
come. Who wnuld»be with him ? Olsen was^here — 
a godd, stehdy man ; Beady was down ‘there in the 
boat, with Jiwo others — Beady the^ sentimental ,jand 
eiiCitable ' but it wds not the boat’s crew ke was now 

suddenly thinking’ of ; it was * . 

*He canglit a glimpse of Jr>anna%D’Arcy and Con- 
stance Palgrave together. “ \A’here‘s — wJicrc’s the 
saldtjri, pass*nger — the lady— Olsen -• Slit’s not in 

the seconcf mate’s boat ! We can’t leave her ! What 

• • 

— what .will the owners say, man*? Hi! yoq w6men 
Back, 540 U mep — look out for Miss Palgrave. Now, 
Mrs. Jenkins, over the ta%,;nl with you ! IJi ! 
Captain, send those*women along 1 Hulloa ! Captain 
Jessup ! No’^, then — ^you tu;o clinging together*, 

over feere ! Miss Palgrave — Miss p’.^r-»-and you — 
Aye., ^ Biddy it* is*! I’m comings in^yowr boat ! ” 
said Bridget Slat*tery calmly; “and ’Mr. Pajgrave, 
• there, is coming with me, too.” 

. Who i NeP! no men ! Over the side with you, 
woman ; over the rail, matron ! What, afraid ? 
D — eyes 1* l^etM a hand, Olsen I ^ Gently Jwith 
that infiipt ! ft’s beginning to feel cold, isn’t it ? 
D’you want to stay behind gpd warm yorgrself, eh ! 
Bear a hand ! *L5wer aw'ay, fhen ! Brid^t Slattery 
looked steadfa^tl;^ 'at Hudson, ^ind then disappeared 
int# the shadows below. 

“ Can I come ? ” pleaded a voice close to Hudson’s 
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'ear. He did not recpgnizee it,, and the confusion was 
so great all round tfie wheel-box behind him that be did 
not heed it. But presently the voice said — 

I am not like the other inen ; I am' a saloon 
'passenger, and I ” 

The speaker was lying oij the top of the wheel-box, 
and ha'd his noouth near Hudson’s ‘■eqr as** the latter 
. stood X)utside the taffrail, holdirtg on by one hand, 
directing ojSerations with the master’s ‘‘ Colt held 
in 4he other. Eustace Palgrave’s face* was* in t^ie 
shadow tlffowp.by many of (.hose ^v•ho liad clambefM 
up on* the wheel-grating beside .biVn ; but Hudson’s 
aim struck it acddentnlly as he swayed' about, and 
he looked suddenly round and almost into the very 
eyes of the face! cheek'oy jowl to his own* , * «* 

“ I cpnnot swim, and I cannot descend a rope. 
..I am a» artist, nof an acrobat. rBut — I will jump 
overboard, if you will take me in the feostt ! 

'.The voice Mas unld-.a the voice that Hudson had 
listeived to daily for the pqst two or three M'eeks ; 
it was un^ceqdy M-ith suppressed excitement ; a 
V’bratory rebellion of the vogal organ against the 
dorriinance of the artificial spirit wJiich feels«shame jn 
the exhibition* of emotioii. , 

“ Lower away the lady ; lower away, Olsen ! Kgep' 
a tight hold of the bowline, miss ! Lqok Out below,' 
there ! Put her in the stern sheets. Beady ! Come 
along, gals I Bear a‘ hapd !'' Whb^ r next,? r Stand 
back, you men ! stand back, you Dominick ! Your 
sister’s all Tight ; sH»’s In the b^at. Come along, 
gals ! ovei; the rail with you ! Bear ^ a hand, Olsen I 
Three more, only "three m 9 re ; sne’s almost gunnel 
under, as it is !■ Lively, th«*n, lively ! Lower a\fay, 
below there i ” 
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*‘ You will not shoot, m» if I jump overboard, will* 
you ? » I— -er — am ^ot worth powder and shot — I am 
only an artist — but I can — I will — ^^ve yob — iw 
word of honour, as 4 gentleman, that you shall 

five* hundjied pounds if I atn saved ” 

, “Bear a hapd, Olsen — tjjree more women, man 1 •’ 
“,A thoftsanjJ {)ounds, Hudson ! F^r the lake of 
Constance, my sister*! ” 

. “Oh! Eustace, where is my brother .*Eustace ? ” 
scfeamed a.v'oice in the boiTt. > " ' 

Dominick ! ftdd hejp my brothej" Dominick ! 
Oh ! and will they si^p'vrate iis ? Oh ! Bi mear ! nh bi dd 
shcasamh ansain / * Dominick ! *’ scrAimed another. • 

“ Back, lad ! back ! ” shouted Hudson. 

“ Twa tljohsand pounds ! \'ou sh^l have it, on 

my honour ! For Constance ” • • . 

“Ofie»morc woman, Olsen, lower away!* Below 
there, come ^ bit nearer with that boat ; mind the 
counter ! Do 5 ’ou want to siiiis her ? Keep baling 
there — you women ; 3 — ri.mc, d’ 3 ’ou want to founder ? ^ 
Bale her out, 1 tell you ! Use your tiafids ; you’ll 
be swamped in a nj^nute ! Livoiy,* liVcly, now—* 
she’ll carry another^* Low'er away, OfeenJ Now shin 
down yourself i Jii ! look ofit — back licr in gantly. 

Well, I’ll be d d ! Pick up Olsen ; he’s alongside 

of you in the wjter, and there’s only four of j'ou to pull 
•the boat ! ” , 

“ I caji pull — I used to’ row at college 1 I’ll 

make you a.richTOan, Hudson ! ” 

” Now pull her, cjpar awa}^ froth the sterh a*id v^ait 
for me — you can’t navigate her Without ms*! Back, 
you men ! Hi, in the boat, there V Usc» your c^ars and 
braiil any man that attempts to ’get in !’” 

• %Be quick ! don’t be lingering [standing] there I ” 
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‘ Hudson clambered up «n .the taffrail and looked 
along the»poop toward the master, standing «in the 
gifting smoke, by the hatchway docK. The third 
rfate’s face was immediately viable in the glare from 
’ the raging fire, now tln'catening the poop. 'The 
Captain saw him, and wavpd his hand. . % 

“ A^e, aye !, Over with you ! Stand bf' till da;y^■n ! 
The second mate’s boat’s easicsfL to«pull, if we sight 
a ship ! Oyer with you, my bully third'mate i 

For my sister’s sak6 — Constance #'.yill mot live 
without ’mej. Five thousand ‘ pounds, ’Hudson^. — 
any ?um you like ! ” . * 

Patrick Hudsffn put his pistol into hfe f) 0 cket 5nd 
threw himself' into the sea. * A second later, Eustace 
Palgrave, with despCrate courage, slipi^d afioc' him, 
feet foremost.. A dozen men followed, among whom 
were the black steward and Domijiick D’Arcy.* . 

The Captain rushed aft to the taffraik aiyi the men 
in the fore cabin bui*'^* up the ladder on to the poop. 
Hudson was assisted into the b(5at by one of the men 
and Miss Palgrave in the stern ; and then, taking the 
,+iller, and dfawing his revolver again, he bade tlie oars- 
mgn pull ovt into the night after the secpnd mate’s 
boat, just visible in thd glare from the burning ship. 

Then the two boats lay, head to the sea, about 
a cable’s length from the Young PrHciider'S starboard 
quarter. The short yeasty \yaves were breaking 
agclirrst the bows of'thq bo.'fts, ahd .drenclijjig them 
with spray, and sometimes rolling i^to tlve boat over 
thp gunwale amidsl'i^s. * The m(?n. were urging the 
women b? keep their seats^ to trim the boats, and to 
bale out the water ivith tljeir haft'ds. ' 

Two men alone, out oj those who had foliiwed 
Hudson, reached the boats. The steward, who was 
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a strong swimmer, clutc^j.ed*the redder of the second 
mate’s •boat, and thed to climb in over 4ihe stern. 
But Mr. Parrisih, brandishing a boat-hook like a spear, 
/drove him ‘off with a/wou»d in the thrSat, and thi^ 
unha’ppy n%an swam as well«s he could in his Sunday 
^hore»going clothes, to some wreckage drifting near-, 
and fastened himself to it. His head pould be seen 
bobbing above tlie waves, lit up by thg conflagration, 
his limtf linen collar stained with blood that ^as flowing 
faster irom hja throat than tHe sea could wash* it away. ' 

The only 'other man wl\o swam as fa^ ^as Hie boats 
was Dorainidc D’Arl'y^ the young musician. was 
not*scen ufitll his hand was oa the Mow gunwale o^ 
the third mate’s boat, w'iiere he hung *in a half-ex- 
haust(’4 statg. ' Then Joanna D’Arcy, who had hidden 
her face in her hands, thinking him drawned \vth all 
the otlffers who had sprung overboard, suddenly lifted 
lier head mid slaw him. She was separated from him 
by several women, but she struggiled to get near him^. 
crying his name in piehein^ accents. The women aiid 
children moaned and prayed, and one of^hfe men had 
to holcfthe shrieking ghl down between the thwart^ 
of the boat, cursing her for a fool Hiat, wanted to 
send them all to the bottom. * * , 

"Horatio Beady drew his sheath-knife, as Hudson 
tui-ned, pistol ;n* hand, toward the screaming girl 
hi the bows of the Ijjoat. From Beady’s knife his 
gaze travelled in,th^ diretiioi], of the seaman’s evident 
intentions. \He law Dominick now struggling to 
raise himself on tl^ie kunw^le. * 

“ Is there any here that. will |ive up his place for 
this m*an ? ” he cricSl ^ ‘ ^ 

“ Nb-no-no-no ! we’ll be jinking in a .moment ; we 
are up t(^ our knees in water ! ” they cried. 
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“ I says, chuck oyer soinc,of the kids, if we want to 
float ; w don’t want no mor^ in the boa^: — man, 
woman, or child,” said a man, poundisg with his fist 
Vt the hand* of D’Arcy. - h » 

“ Give up yer own plyoe ! ” r-creamed Mfs. Jerikins ; 
“ you and that ole Joner brought aU this batl luck.. 
Oh ! • my por^ little ’Tonio ! e’ wj&n’t saVed, w^p ’e ? 
Whqre’s my gal Mirandy ? @h ! . my darlin’ little 
’Tonio ! Wot I ses is justice ! ^erve *’em a{l alike ! 
None of yer fg,vritcs ’ert. ! Giv'e up yer o^vn plyce, 
now yer^-lydv.-love is a-lookjn’ a'tyer, can’f yer ? ’J* 
“‘No ! on, no ! Who is Jh^re to navigate the 
.boat ! ” cried Constance Palgrave. “ Why did he 
not stay on the ship ? ” * 

“I want fiiy life* as much as any*of y^Uf’ cried 
Hudspn. “ I’m no hero, and a sailor is of more use 
to you than a lan?lsman ; but if, any of y«u Vant to 
go straight to heaven, now’s your charice !«” 

. Dominick was sA'‘”ggling to maintain his hold, 
while the pitching boat seejned'in danger every minute 
of sinking* gunwale under. * * 

. “ To ’eli with sich tork^! ” yelled butfcher-boy 

Beady. “.Who is there to dohll the b-» rowing 

but, us por^ sailormcif ? Let gow the gunnel, I tell 
yer ! Let gow ! ” . ^ 

He deliberately began to saw wfth^ his* knife at tfhe 
fingers of the struggling man. , • 

•Dsminipk D’Arcy ‘turned a face'fulj of a|;o^y. toward 
the man vvho had been his comjaniojjt and friend 
4prin^ the voyage, 'iitarfding imrhoyable in the stern- 
sheets, '.Constance* Balgrave beside him, her face 
c jvered with *h»r hands. The p‘ale and rigid 'lips of 
Bridget Slattery patjted iii a convulsive wail, akd her 
eyes, close to Hudson’s, glowed like baleful stars. 
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“ Ah ! let him in, let him in, kind God ! ’’"cried 
Joanna,, writhing in the strong grasp of the.^able sea- 
man. , , 

f “ I’ll cut -yer — — • throat yer don’t give over ! 

cried’ Beadv, sawing at the left hand, which had’ 
replacipd the right But Dominick had raised him? 
self breast-high, "and there was a cry of terror that the 
boat Vas going t& sink , 

“Ah? let him live! let him live!' Oh, God in 
Heaved, vhy yas I ever bom ? Oh ! let nie go ! I’ll 
giv^.my place for-hml! Throw me over, ch, God! 
Oh ! sweet Jesus !' Oh ! all ye blessed saints in, 
heaten! take*me instead! A losa, a^Josa! a croidhe, 
mhilis losa I Tusa ‘‘gamlia is mise 'gOt-su a losa! 
A losaj ” * • 

Hudson m^de a sign to the man in the bo\ys.^ The 
third jnat^’s eyes were wet with risihg tears. , 

“ Oh ! take>my, life for his ! A losa, a Mhuire, is 
ail Horn has d'fhaghail idir bur lamfyiihh beannaightheP''\. 
she sobbed distractedly. ^ . 

“ Keep quiet, 'curse yer'f ” cried the ma«, holding 
her moitth. , . 

“ Is theije no mhio* willing ? Woll, ^then — God 
for^ve fhe ! No ! 1 cannot (fo it ! Wtf must jink 

together ! ” said Hudson, lowering the revolver. 

■ Dominick D’Arc5^ had one knee on the gunwale now, 
and the water was pouring in. He had, with bleeding 
hands, jvrenched^the knife fr^m tlie grasp of the-eee- 
man, andi*^3f§en \^s pushing him back with an oar. 

Bridget Slattery^ her Ijack* to >he struggling men, 
turned her metallic f eyes tpward the woman beside 


• “ OJ» Jesus I Jesus ! sweet heart ofjesus '..Thou to pe and I%> Thee 1 

Oh! Jesus!" * ju 1 .11 

t “ Oh Jesus ! oh Mary ! I desire to die between your blessed hands ! 
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Hudson, and the poise of jjier head and neck suggested 
tliat of a ^erpent tearing its crest.# ^ 

Constance Palgrave looked over her shoulder toward 
t^lie burning<-ship, and mprmur^ed faintly .that others, 
'were now throwing then^selves into the sea ! Then 
^he looked at Bridget and shuddthed. Cfne li;?nd of 
Constance plucked at Hudson’s 1, jacket#, the other 
pushed forward the pistol, 

“ bh ! do if quickly ! Quickly; or we are" Tost ! ” 
shye cried. “ Do it, do it or Joanna — your Joanna — 
and all C'.f us — quickly ! ” 

. DJArcy’s back was toward me two at the stern, 
but he had he^rd s<^>me of her words*, and, bef*ten 
back by Olsen’s oar, he half turned — miscomprehend- 
ing — and ap}>ealed to her. He was ^panting^ tlike a 
wounde4 stag, but he ejaculated — * 

You pltfad for me I Thank Qod!^ Oh, 
kind heart ! God bless you ! 1 wane tp live and 

Jove you ! ^ 

quickly! Do it, do it, for Joanna’s sake — 
your Joanna — the boat is Sinking ! ’’♦cried Constance, 
^with her eyes fastened on Bridget’s as by some occult 
power of attrartion. Joanna^iiad broken away from 
tHe^arms of the seaman, and then — the third rfiate 
fired ! ' , 

There was a sudden hush in the boat ; all but Olsgn 
and Beady, struggling with the young emigrant, 
lonl^d toward Hudson. D’Arcy ’himself was looking 
at him, his face quite distinct i^; th(^* flLme-light. 
“ Nompn * amicitia *.cst )r ah 1 God ! ” he 

gasped., A roll of •'sodden manuscript music was 
projecting froiji {he^ shirt bosom ot' tlie struggling man, 
and a^* the bullet from HJudson’s weapon pierc^'^d his 
heart, and the body fell across the gunwale, the roll 
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of paper instantly became crimson with gushing 
blood. ^ 

Olsen gav^ the relaxed body a violent push, with 
. his oar ; it toppled over, ^nd the boat* was quickW 
righted again. Tlie Tour a^le seamen began immeoi- 
out ttie water with their caps, calling op 
*the women ^o Kelp^them. * 

“iDid — he — ^Iflqk — ^t me ? ” wlpspere3 Constance. 
Hftdjon made rib* answer. His throat was choked 
with ix^afs of^ self-pity ratljcr than of remerse. He- 
thirst the shioking .weapon into his ‘pockety and sat 
down beside her. Bridget Slattery lookefl at the’Jjlazr 
ingaship. Joanna was' also straygely^filcnt. She now 
sat still with white lips, «ioving, as if in prayer, but 
utterijjg no sflund ; her eyes staring •vacantly, her 
beautifuf refl hair hanging almost to her knees, her 
arms' ejos^ed on her breast. 

“ f*ull 'farther away ! there are others coming. 
We must keep well in sigh^Ji^ut not too close ! ” 
shouted a voice across the waves. It was that of J:he 
second mate, whose boat !fad now drawn nearer. He 
had kept off from the other boat during* iJie struggle^^ 
for fear of attracting file attention of the man who 
had befli sTiot. Hi5 boat waai quite as ^eply laden 
a%.the third mate’f, and he was suifcited with horror. 

.Hfidson cpuld make no response, but he lifted his 
band to indicate that he had heard the order ; and 
the men pulled agaiiist*tlvs wind, until they were about 
a cable ’sfleflgth iBom the ship — right on her beam. 

Since the fall df tke mainnuist ^e Young, Pretender 
had turned head (o^wimf ^ain,»apd the sai^ on the 
still standing miftiF-were blazing fi^rgely above the 
hcad^f a creuvd of a hundr|d or snore mpn andfvomen 
still huddled together at the taffrail, and plainly dis- 
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cernibiS to those in the boats. The figure of the 
Captain, 'Wfith a coat 'drawn aroun<^[ his head, could be 
seen, standing on the saloon skylight, amid a shcwer of 
trirning fragments, raising his arms from time to 
tidie, as it seemed in remonstrance or in encourage- 
rnent. The whole ship forward cf the mizen-masl 
was crackling and flaring fiercely. A gyrating column 
of flame-lit snioke drifted aster^j abo.e the heads of 
the doomed. They were blistered" in the terrible 
he^t, and tortured beyond endurance, for shrieks of 
despair, .'^s one 'or more sprang. 9vcrboaid — choos-ng 
to die by waler rather than by fire — travelled across 
the wind to those crouching in tne two boats drenc’^.ed 
with the sea, £.hivering in th*' bitter wind. Sea-birds, 
attracted by the conflagration, were wheeling ^-ound 
and round the doomed ship ; rising high above the 
drifting smoke,' dipping beneath it, soaring out of 
reach of scorching flame ; plunging dc »vn into safer 
darkness ; coming and going on gleaming wings of 
ironical compassion. Constance. Palgrave’s eyes were 
following tt>eir flights ; they’ seemed to have fascinated 
her. Many of the women in the boats clasped each 
other’s hands as they gazed toejucd the burning vessel, 
and groaned in dolou'' of soul as they thought” of 
husbands, sons, and brother. It A-as a compulsory 
attendance at a vast human sacrific"", whe.rc the help- 
less burnt-offerings w’ere their nearest and dearest ; 
wheje the altar looked like a, huge log of fuel, across 
which a victim would suddenly run and disappear, 
like an insect on the ba^k of a tme-trurik reddening 
on a funeral pyre. It was attei^dfng the lurid exe- 
quies of \hose tlj.ey loved, and who were still living, 
and where thf^ dying went; mad, and with a strength 
of will and energy of purpose never before shown 
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in their sanity, hastene^J to ^end them both in^ 
eterni^. 

Soflie of ^he benumbed creatures condemned to 
look and Jingcr brojj^e oui^into fits of ^hysterical pc- 
cusation jgainst everybody and everything. Sorne 
bewailed their sins, some were asking mercy 

’ for others.* A* few were resigned and J;ranquilt One 
Iris^i widow, vW^o had lost her 4wo jons in the first 
boat that had Ite^n swamped, repeated^ over and 
over cig&in, ^s she clasped her liai\,ds and released 
th^ in rhythmifal lemghasis, “ The blessed will of 
God be done ! The blessed will of God be done ! 
Arfbther socmed to have fallen into a tataleptic reveri®. 

At times a large shect*of flaring canVas v/ould fall 
into t^e^sea aaternof the ship, or down Upon the heads 
of those on* the poop ; and as a gre^treak pf light 
appeased, on the eastern horizon*the whole topmast 
of the mizcit, y^irds, and gear, toppled over. The 
flames burst up through ^ji^oop deck, and out 
through the saloon scuttles. In a minute or tw<j all 
on the poop ware driveif*over the side os enveloped 
in the^conflagration. From stem ^o ^fern, one va^ 
sheet of flame rose lik^a giant hand oi glqwing orange 
arid crflnson, with 'forked flinders rcstlefsly worjeing 
OS, if to snatch bacl? the meteoric sparks that had rushed 
• djit bf their, grasp — and the end was near. 

, “ The blessed will of God be done ! ” 

“ Eustace ! 9 h,. Eaistace^ My brother Eustace! 
Oh ! th^t l^wera one of those sea-birds ^ You musi 
find my brother Eustace ! •Listen to me^ ypii n^^r 
at the oars ! If i ^'ere a ^ea-t^r^ I should ^d him, 
surely! My brofhA* is an artist, fU(ih«a ‘clever artist 
He l|is greak pictures to faint,. you know ! Ve are 
travelling for pleasure, to strengthen his constitution 
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the doctor in London^ advired jit. You will know him 
by his distfnguished appearance. ’’You must fijid my 
brother. We are saloon passengers. Wf ha more 
rijrht to a place in the bo'^t than any cmi^ant here, 
'^ou must find him, I say! Oh, that I Ivad wiAgs ! 
He would rest upon them, and we should escape. 
See there ! S<je there ! An albatross has 'found him, 
surely! It is ^Jupiter himself^! Oh, that I had 
wings ! Row, row, row, I tell you ! ” ' • 

Nobod}^ in thp spray-sw^pt boat heedf>d liar except 
Biddy SlatterY, sitting on the thv/art faciilg her, tad 
Mrs. Jenkins, who was crouching beside the emigrant 
girl, w^aist-deep iA water. 

Bridget bent dowm and Vvhispcred that they had 
all seen the bf other of Constance thro*: himself into 
the sea^and sin}^ like a stone. 

“’£’5 ’ad" an eefey death ! ’^ cried Mrs. r Jcnlcins. 
“ Wot about my pore little ’Tonio ?. Oh, God, ain’t 
k cruel ? Ain’t she ."*.*=mner the same as me ? Wy 
slra^ld ’er brother be more to ’efr ’n my ’Tonio to me, 

‘ eh ? To think of ’is sweet \>lood ’issing in the flames, 
and ’is golden I ’air! ’Tonio was a ’Hinglish angel — 
’e wasn’t np HUalian gipsy — ^s '^ather w’^s — er — oh, 
ain’t, it crud — I nevek told nobody before. ' I ses 
as God is cruel, jes because -I went a little too far once 
in my life. Oh, Christ ! Y^ot a sinner I. was ! *Ob, 
mv pore ’Tony ” 

Patrick Hudson, Witl| a stern "effort of ^hi«> will, 
beat down fhe emotion in his hcarf, an^ rrse from 
hij seaj^. * Standing '. high oi\ the" tffangular part of 
the sternr^heets, the tifller t^etweenVnis knees, he looked 
all round the^dinv yet quite 'ais^ernible, hd^rizon. 
His trained seaman’^ eyef saw nothing ’vbut seQf. and 
grey sky. Again and again he turned to every point 








